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Matters  is  took!" 

^"^    "  Lawr !  Bob  Bumpus !  you  don't  say  so  ?  with 

them  there  teeth  of  his,  a  mouth  full  of  man-traps,  I  calls 

'em,  he'd  never  let  nobody  go  for  to  take  him,  sure-ly,"  said 

a  sceptical  lady  at  a  washing  tub,  pausing  in  her  occupation, 

and  wiping  the  suds  off  of  her  arms,  as  she  addressed  an 

individual  who  rushed  into  the  kitchen  of  a  half-farm, 

half-alehouse,  situated  in  a  sort  of  close  called  The  Priory 

Close,  in  a  provincial  town  of  the  West  of  England,  and 

which  being  much  frequented  by  farmers  and  drovers  on 

market^ys,  was  with  a  sort  of  double-barrelled  compliment 

aimed  at  them  and  their  cattle,  designated  by  the  somewhat 

hieroglyphical  sign  and  name  of  "The  Top   Boot  and 
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Homs,"  the  execution  of  which  was  both  witty  and 
sentimental,  for  there  was  much  point  about  the  horns,  and  a 
great  depth  of  sole  about  the  boots,  so  that  a  poet^  if  poets 
(even  small-beer  poets)  ever  frequented  alehouses,  might 
have  taken  it  for  an  allegorical  tableau  of  Italy,  between 
the  horns  of  that  social  and  political  dilemma  which  seem 
ever  to  prevent  her  getting  (except  d  prqpoa  de  boUes)  a 
proper  footing  among  nationa 

This  hospitable  open  house  was  kept  by  one  Bridget 
Bumpus,  a  widow,  who  was  blest,  or  it  might  be,  distressed 
with  three  sons,  the  eldest  of  whom  was  professionally 
parish  clerk,  and  socially  parish  schoolmaster,  holding  his 
academy  in  an  out-house  adjacent  to  his  mother's  premises, 
which  had  once  been  a  brewery,  but  was  now  formed, 
desked,  and  whitewashed  for  scholastic  purposes,  so  that 
where  beer  had  erst  fermented,  birch  now  tormented,  and^ 
both,  to  attain  the  same  ends,  though  by  different  means, 
namely,  that  of  getting  something  into  empty  heads.  The 
pedagogue  was  named  Moses ;  why  he  took  the  pas  of  the 
national  school  was  that  he  professed  Greek,  having  been 
a  Sizar  at  Cambridge,  but  this  did  not  make  him  proud ; 
for,  like  the  French  professor,  he  seemed  fully  aware  of 
the  orthographical  difficulties  of  the  English  language,  and 
like  him,  seemed  quite  convinced  that  the  gist  of  the 
matter  consisted  in  when  you  wrote  Nebuchadnezzar, 
pronouncing  it  Sardanapalua 

But  whether  owing  to  Qreek  or  grammar,  the  birch,  or 
the  BeUes-lettres,  all  or  neither,  certain  it  was,  that  he  was 
by  far  the  best  son,  and  the  nearest  approaching  to  a 
comfort  that  the  widow  Bumpus  had ;  for  while  he  wrote 
up  his  own  rules  and  r^ulations  in  his  school,  and  called 
them  ''The  Laws  of  Moses,"'  he  never  seemed  to  forget 
that  one  of  those  laws  (in  the  original)  enjoined  duly  to 


OB,  A  PEBSON  OF  CONSEQUENCE.  3 

Lis  mother.  Being  much  afficted  with  rhemnatism  in  the 
head,  and  therefore  naturally  dreading  the  currents  of  air 
6om  the  continually  opening  school-room  door,  his  o£Scial 
costume  consisted  of  his  old  black  stuff  college  gown,  a 
Welsh  wig  drawn  down  over  his  ears  for  their  protection, 
but  surmounted  by  his  square  college  cap,  and  though 
only  thirty,  his  sight  being  none  of  the  best,  and  his  nose 
large,  with  a  bridge  rising  in  the  centre  like  the  Bialto  at 
Venice^  was  peculiarly  adapted  for  a  hippodrome  to  a  pair 
of  large,  round,  silver-rimmed  spectacles ;  and  as  in  case 
of  his  requiring  to  be  ^'  assisted*'  by  it  in  the  maixiages 
he  was  ever  solemnizing  between  learning  and  stupidity, 
he  held  the  birch  sceptre-wise  during  school  hours,  so 
while  seated  in  his  two-armed  old  oaken  high-backed 
chair,  with  his  red-and-white  checked  cushion,  Moses 
Bumpus  was  altogether  "grand  to  see  V 

The  Widow's  second  son,  Robert  by  baptism,  but  Bob  by 
custom,  was,  we  are  sorry  to  own  it,  the  fast  fatality  of 
the  family.  Eaces  and  thimble-rig  were  his /or^,  cream 
of  the  valley  his  weakness,  BeWs  Life  his  study,  and 
comic  songs  and  tricks  with  cards,  his  sp^cialMs,  He,  to 
Ids  mother's  great  despair,  affected  the  ddgag4  in  his 
attire,  till  it  almost  amounted  to  slovenliness,  the  coats  he 
generally  wore  looking  as  if  they  had  originally  been  made 
for  a  giant,  so  that  the  tails  on  him  nearly  dangled  to  the 
ground ;  the  elbows  were  generally  ventilated  with  at  least 
one  laige  hole,  through  which  his  shirt  appeared  like  a 
flag  of  truce.  But  if  his  coat  was  too  long,  his  waistcoat 
was  invariably  too  short,  so  that  again  he  was  put  to  his 
shifts,  which  appeared  more  en  evidence  round  the  waist, 
than  that  quiet,  unobtrusive  garment  generally  does  in 
good  society.  Some  great  naturalists  can,  or  say  they  can, 
which  does  just  as  well,  tell  by  a  single  tooth  whether  the 
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animal  to  which  it  had  belonged  was  caniiverous  or 
herbaceous,  but  unless  Sartors  of  equal  acumen  existed 
who  could,  from  a  single  button,  pronounce  a  decided 
opinion  as  to  what  genus  trousers  had  belonged,  it 
would  have  been  utterly  impossible  to  have  come  to  any 
verdict  touching  those  of  Bob  Bumpus,  except  that  from 
circumstantial  evidence  it  might  have  been  supposed  that 
they  had  been  originally  corduroys,  from  a  large,  pale, 
arid  patch  at  either  knee,  and  the  evident  manner  in 
which  they  recoiled  at  the  ankles,  fit)m  associating  with 
his  highlows.  Not  so  his  blue  coat,  though  decorated 
with  gilt  buttons,  that  many  an  atmospheric  and  tavern 
storm  had  ''taken  the  shine  out  of,"  its  tails  were 
continually  flapping  against  his  heels,  like  the  flaccid  wings 
of  a  broad-cloth  bat 

His  throat  was  encircled  with  a  wisp  of  a  red  and  white 
bird's  eye  cotton  kerchief,  twisted  into  such  servile 
imitation  of  a  rope,  that  it  looked  as  if  he  were  endeavouring 
to  thoroughly  ground  his  neck  in  the  rudiments  of 
hanging.  This,  with  a  totally  napless  and  nearly  rimless 
hat,  worn  horizontally  at  the  back  of  his  head,  completed 
his  costume.  His  person  is  not  so  easily  described ;  for 
his  features,  without  having  any  pretensions  to  beauty, 
were  in  their  original  form  equally  removed  from  ugliness ; 
that  is,  from  anything  bad  or  mean,  which  alone  deserves 
the  name,  but  now  they  were  shrouded  in  a  mire  of  low 
dissipation,  which,  like  all  calumnies,  eclipsed  the  tnith, 
and  the  sunken  hazel  eyes  in  which  a  Lavater,  in  spite  of 
alcohol,  might  have  discovered  tlie  halo  of  a  heart,  to  the 
orduiary  observer,  presented  notliing  but  a  blear.  His 
nose,  wliich,  though  rather  large,  was  well  formed,  at  times 
looked  so  volcanic,  that  it  would  have  converted  the 
greatest  sceptic  as  to  spontaneous  combustion ;  and  even 
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the  moiiih — ^that  most  unalterable  of  all  features — thougli 
naturally  almost  handsome,  had  also  undergone  the 
Silenus  transformation  of  his  other  features,  and  the  slang 
which  he  affected  (for  it  was  but  affected,  as  for  his  sphere, 
Robert  Bumpus  was  a  well-educated,  and  even  a  well-read 
man)  seemed  to  have  permanently  vulgarized  it  Though 
only  nine-and-twenty,  his  brown  hair  was  already  grizzled, 
which  is  generally  Time's  first  mortgage  on  dissipation. 

Bob's  outward  passions  were  his  dog  Tatters,  the  race- 
course, and,  we  must  confess  it^  the  dice-box.  We  say  his 
outward  passions,  for  the  human  tenement,  like  those  of 
brick  and  stone,  has  its  exterior  and  its  interior,  and  verily 
in  both,  even  to  the  most  intimate,  who  have  the  efnirie  of 
the  latter,  still  are  there  recesses  known  only  to  the 
owner ;  and  so  to  the  world  (his  world)  Robert  Bumpus 
was  a  social,  joyous,  reckless  fellow — ay,  reckless  that  was 
he ;  for  mirth  and  happiness,  though  so  often  mistaken 
the  one  for  the  other,  are  not  related.  Happiness  has  a 
home,  and  seldom  leaves  it  Mirthhasnone,  and  so  flies  fix)m 
one  excitement  to  another  till  it  becomes  recklessness,  and 
the  bitter  lees  of  this  sparkling,  foaming,  effervescing  reck- 
lessness, are  ever  a  sorrow,  an  injustice,  or  a  remorse. 
Those  who  have  no  one  to  care  for  them,  seldom  care  for 
themselves ;  and  as  Bob  fancied  that  no  one  cared  for 
liim,  he,  like  the  farinaceous  philosopher  of  the  river  Dee, 
care^l  for  nobody,  at  least  so  he  le^  everybody  think,  with 
the  exception  of  his  dog  Tatters,  who  appeared  to  be  ike 
passion  and  the  solitary  affection  of  his  life. 

Tatters  was  a  sort  of  dark  slate-coloured  skye  terrier,  the 
very  heau  ideal  of  beautiful  ugliness,  with  of  course, 
mysteriously  luminous,  and  magnificently  intelligent,  and 
polyglot  brown  eyes,  but  his  coat  was  a  curiosity,  being  so 
long  and  matted  as  to  closely  imitate  a  bundle  of  jagged 
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and  very  dirty  rags,  and  hence  his  name  of  Tatters.  But 
if  he  failed  in  costume,  he  more  than  made  up  for  it  iu 
cleverness,  for  whether  in  smoking  a  pipe,  picking  a 
pocket,  simulating  death,  making  the  tour  of  the  room  on 
two  legs,  and  those  a  front  and  a  hind  one,  selecting  any 
command  card  from  a  whole  pack,  or  exercising  his  Ughre 
depatte  in  conveying  any  stray  coin  of  the  realm  from 
table  or  mantel-piece  to  his  master's  pocket.  Tatters  was 
unrivalled,  for  he  had  been  educated  in  a  circus,  and  seen 
much  of  the  insular  world  by  constant  travelling  from  fair  to 
fidr  in  the  United  Kingdoms,  which  had  greatly  sharpened 
his  original  Celtic  and  canine  shrewdness.  How  he  had 
originally  come  into  Mr.  Bumpus's  possession  is  not  quite 
so  clear:  he  said  he  had  bought  him;  however,  as  all 
purchases  require  money,  and  that  (doubtless  from  a  dread 
of  appearing  purse-proud),  nothing  of  the  sort  was  ever  seen 
with  Bob  Bumpus,  for  even  his  scores  at  all  the  public- 
houses  throughout  the  county  were  settled  in  some 
mysterious  way,  independent  of  the  circulating  medium 

That  legend  was  always  deemed  rather  apocryphal, 
though  ftimished  with  a  pendant,  of  Mr.  Bumpus  having 
one  Derby  day  "reftised  from  a  nobleman  on  the  course  a 
matter  of  fifty-two  pun  ten,  for  Tatters,''  which  standard 
anecdote  was  always  accompanied  by  an  energetic  thump 
on  the  ground  with  a  knobby  oaken  stick  which  he 
invariably  carried,  more  as  a  very  necessary  means  of 
support  than  for  the  carrying  out  of  any  foppish  fantasies, 
and  was  sure  to  be  followed  by  this  supplement : — "  No  ! 
nor  if  so  be  as  he  had  made  it  an  under ed  he  shouldn't  a 
ad  Tatters,  for  where  Bob  Bumpus  is,  Tatters  is,  and  where 
Tatters  is,  Bob  Bumpus  is ;  so  ofifers  for  Tatters  don't  suit 
my  book.  Now,  gents,  clear  the  course,  for  the  osses 
is  a  going  to  start/'  and  other  similar  figurative  expres- 
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sions,  for  Mr.  Bmnpus's  conversation  was  always  spiced 
with  sporting  phraseology. 

Bat,  notwithstanding  his  great  talents,  and  the  great 
store  set  npon  them  by  his  master,  and  the  varied  and 
nmneroos  circles  of  choice  spirits  that  he  frequented, 
there  was  a  melancholy  expression  in  Tatters's  face,  which 
neither  his  nnbonnded  succA  de  soddt^y  the  tid  bits  it  pro* 
dnced,  nor  the  constant  change  of  air  and  scene,  which  his 
master's  migratory  habits  procured  for  him,  seemed  capa- 
ble of  dispelling ;  there  was,  in  truth,  a  sort  of  fallen 
canine  angel  look  about  him,  as  if  he  had  originally  come 
not  firom  the  Isle  of  Sky  but  from  the  sky,  where  as 
"bright  canis  "  he  had  figured  as  a  constellation ;  in  short, 
to  improve  upon  Malebranche's  idea,  of  animals  having 
mcurred  death  by  having  eaten  forbidden  hay,  Tatters 
looked  as  if  he  had  committed  sin,  and  entailed  sorrow, 
by  having  eaten  forbidden  bones,  and  was  expiating  his 
fault  in  a  life-long  moral  indigestion. 

Sometimes  indeed,  his  master  feared  that  "Tatters  was 
a  ffitting  conwerted  up  at  them  Momingtons,  as  he  irre- 
verently called  the  Lord  of  the  Manor's  family,  who  were  a 
serious  fjMnily,  with  the  exception  of  the  second  son,  a 
Captain  in  the  Guards,  and  his  eldest  sister,  a  Mrs.  Delmar, 
a  very  pretty  young  widow,  suspected  by  her  mother,  Mra 
Momington,  who  belonged  to  a  sect  of  her  own,  of  having 
in  her  last  visit  to  London  acquired  a  twist  of  Puseyism, 
and  a  probable  successor  to  "Poor  dear  Delmar."  But 
though  at  the  Manor  House  the  prayers  were  incessant, 
Mrs.  Momington  and  her  eldest  son  Luther  (now  Lord  of 
the  Manor,  for  his  father  was  dead),  not  being  content 
with  a  simple  gtace  before  and  after  meals,  but  insisting 
upon  a  long  Litany,  still  the  provisions  were  equally 
plentiful,  and  it  is  to  be  feared  that  the  latter  it  was,  which 


8  THE  WOBLD  AND  HIS  WIFE ; 

were  the  attraction  to  Tatters,  whenever  he  found  himself 
at  Field  Fleiuy,  as  we  §hall  call  the  village  in  which  Mor- 
nington  Manor  and  "The  Top  Boot  and  Horns"  were 
situated. 

But  Tatters's  master  had  another  fear,  touching  his 
favourite's  constant  visits  to  the  Manor  House,  not  indeed 
that  pretty  little  Miss  Eva,  who  was  very  fond  of  him, 
would  'tice  him  away,  but  that  Spriggs,  Captain  Morning- 
ton's  groom,  a  Melton  man  and  a  knowing  hand,  might  do 
so,  on  one  of  his  occasional  vists  to  Field  Fleury,  but 
in  this,  Mr.  Bumpus  was  only  following  the  usual  pur- 
blind course  of  human  nature,  and  dreading  an  evil  from 
the  quarter  whenpe  it  was  not  to  come;  for  alas,  upon  the 
day  which  we  have  introduced  him  to  the  reader,  he  had 
just  returned  from  the  Derby,  and  on  that  course  it  was — 
that  course  so  fetal  to  so  many — that  he  had  lost  or  been 
robbed  of  Tatters :  a  catastrophe  which,  on  rushing  into  his 
mother's  kitchen  he  had  announced  by  the  racing  phrase, 
that  he  had  been  taken  or  as  he  called  it  "took" 

But  one  more  member  of  the  widow  Bumpus's  family 
remains  to  be  mentioned,  which  was  her  third  son, 
Edward,  better  known  in  that  and  the  surrounding  ham- 
lets as  Ned  Bumpus — "  an  artist,"  as  he  flatteringly  de- 
nominated himself —  "  a  hammed  painter,"  as  his  brother 
Bobert  designated  him,  and  he  it  was,  who  had  con- 
descended (though  out  of  his  usual  line)  instead  of 
attempting  a  wonder,  to  produce  the  sign  over  his 
mother's  door.  All  that  depended  on  him  to  become  a 
genius  he  had  done,  for  he  wore  his  shirt-collar  open — ^his 
hair  (which  was  a  dry  dusty  brown),  long,  lanky,  and  in 
disorder : — ^was  particularly  addicted  to  smoking,  and  not 
particularly  addicted  to  soap ;  however,  he  had  the  good 
sense  to  confine  his  studies  to  the  nature  within  his  reach. 
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and  therefore  milike  the  late  Mr.  Turner,  his  pictures 
were  not  as  some  one  wittily  said  of  those  of  the  defunct 
R  A.'s,  "  Pictures  of  Nothing  and  very  like ;"  but  they 
were  a  sort  of  retail  Teniers,  pictures  of  pots,  pans,  pigs, 
cats,  and  cabbages,  with  the  obligato  amount  of  dust  flying 
about  ihem  in  such  a  state  of  graphic  insurrection,  that  it 
might  have  deceived  the  oldest  duster  in  the  parish,  and 
thrown  a  thrifty  housewife  into  hysterica 

He  had  improvised  a  studio,  in  one  comer  of  the 
kitchen,  by  partitioning  off  a  triangle  of  the  red  brick 
floor  with  a  deal  form  laid  horizontally  along  it;  from  this 
niche  he  could  command  a  full  view  of  his  mother's  petti- 
coated,  blue  stockinged,  round-capped  figure,  as  she  stood 
at  her  washing  tub;  the  sunbeams  from  the  open  door, 
falling  in  an  artistic  light  athwart  the  railways  of  moats 
that  intervened  diagonally  between  him  and  the  lavan- 
diire:  the  said  sunbeams  resting  eventually  on  the  mimic 
alps  of  soap-suds  that  the  good  woman  was  creating,  in  a 
thousand  bright  prismatic  hues,  like  those  atmospheric 
sapphires,  rubies,  and  opals,  which  gem  a  Jura  sunset 

At  the  artist's  feet  reclined  a  small  China  pig,  fast 
asleep,  dreaming  no  doubt  that  he  "  dwelt  in  marble  "  stys, 
and  apparently  ignoring  the  very  tempting  large  cabbage 
and  bunch  of  carrots  that  lay  within  such  tantalizing 
reach  of  him.  A  little  fuither  on,  was  a  demure  looking 
tortoiseshell  cat,  with  its  tail  curled  round  its  two  fore 
paws,  while  it  was  busy  with  its  tongue  "  doing  up ''  the 
Ixiautiful  white  ruff  that  encircled  its  neck,  till  suddenly 
its  attention  was  arrested  by  a  suspended  cage,  just  above 
the  artist's  head,  in  which  a  mouse  was  kicking  for  its 
picture;  all  these  accessories,  Ned  Bmnpus  was  work- 
ing into  a  tableau,  the  ordonnance  of  which  he  had 
arranged,  and  had  just  caught  the  predatory  fire  in  the 
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cat" s  eye,  when  his  brother  Bob  rushed  into  the  kitchen, 
overwfaehning  like  an  earthqnake  tJie  diagonal  railwa^fs  of 
dnst^  as  flinging  himself  on  a  bench  and  thumping  his 
knobbed  stick  foriously  on  the  groiind,  withont  a  word  of 
greeting  either  to  mo&er  or  broker,  after  three  weeks 
absence,  he  exclaimed — 

"Tatters  is  took!" 
'  And  Mrs.  Bumpns,  disencmnbering  her  wrists  of  their 
soap-sad  bracelets,  pansed,  by  resting  her  hands  on  the 
sides  of  the  tab,  and  expressed  her  wonder,  that  in  spite 
of  his  teeth,  Tatters  should  have  allowed  such  a  disaster 
to  have  befisdlen  him. 

"Tatters  lost!"*  echoed  Ned  Bompus,  thrusting  his 
brash  through  the  hole  of  his  pallet,  and  forgetting  his 
annoyance  at  having  the  dust  disturbed,  and  the  cat's 
attention  cidled  off,  in  his  r^ret  at  the  loss  of  Tatters,  who 
like  all  clever  dogs  was  a  general  fevourite.  "Tatters 
lost !  poor  fellow;  and  before  I  had  done  his  picture,  too — 
how  on  earth  did  you  manage  to  lose  him,  Bob,  I  thought 
you  and  Tatters  were  one  V* 

"And  so  we  was,  till  they  tore  us — reglarh/  tore  us 
asunder — as  I  may  do  this  here  anhercMr"  said  Mr. 
Bumpus,  attempting  tears,  but  from  his  chronic  dislike  to 
water  in  any  shape,  signaQy  &iling  in  the  attempt,  as  he 
drew  from  his  pocket  a  s^ment  of  cotton  manufiactare,  of 
a  nondescript  colour,  which  he  deliberately,  but  energeti- 
cally rent  asunder,  thereby  typifying  how  he  and  Tatters 
had  been  severed ;  with,  it  might  be,  a  symbol  of  a  broken 
heart  thrown  into  the  bargain. 

"  Law,  Bob !  don't  you  go  for  to  destroy  yer  ankerchers 
in  that  way,  I'm  sure  rags  is  plentifol  enough  with  you, 
without  a  forcing  on  'em  like  musheroons  in  a  'ot  bed," 
remonstrated  the  mother. 
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"Ay,"  'sighed  Mr.  Bmnpus,  leaning  both  his  elbows 
on  tiie  table,  and  covering  his  large  fistce  with  his  large 
hand — his  nose  glowing  like  a  bude  light  through  the 
interstices  of  his  fingers,  as  he  sighed  out  "ay,  rags  is 
plenty,  but  Tatters  is  scarce:  give  us  a  drop  of  summut, 
Tm  not  particklar,  and  I'll  tell  yer  all  about  it;  but  what's 
one  man's  meat,  is  another  man's  pison,  as  the  saying  is, 
and  though  Fve  lost  Tatters,  Fve  got  a  scollard  for  Mosea" 

"Oh !  but  one  as  'ill  pay,  I  hope,"  said  Mrs.  Bumpus : 
at  this  announcement  producing, — not  indeed  the  bottle, 
with  which  she  never  trusted  her  hopeful  son ;  more  it 
must  be  confessed  for  monetary  than  for  moral  reasons, — 
but  a  ^ass  containing  what  she  considered  a  £Eur  allow- 
ance. 

"What's  this  for?'  said  Mr.  Bumpus,  with  great  self- 
denial  pushing  away  the  glass ;  "  these  here  trifling  odds 
dont  suit  my  book ; — ^here  Polly,"  continued  he,  turning 
to  a  thick-set,  cherry-cheeked  maid,  who  at  that  moment 
entered,  with  a  cullender  full  of  spinach  that  she  had  been 
washing  at  a  neighbouring  trough,  "you  hand  out  that 
ere  black  cream-jug,  as  has  got  a  cork  in  it ;  and  if  so  be 
as  your  missus  thinks  as  Fm  a  going  to  be  a  defaulter,  tell 
her  you  knows  better,  and  will  trouble  her  to  chalk  down 
nothing ;  but  jist  settle  the  cream  bill  out  of  this  here 
godd-tinch,  and  hand  over  the  difference." 

And  suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  to  the  unspeakable 
surprise  of  Polly,  and  still  more  to  that  of  his  mother  and 
brrither,  he  flung  her  a  sovereign,  which  alighted  in  the 
very  centre  of  the  spinach,  where  it  gleamed  like  the  set- 
ting-sun througli  an  American  prairie.  The  bottle  was 
instantly  produced ;  and  Mr.  Bumpus  having  repudiated 
the  small  glass,  and  asked  for  what  he  called  a  theatrical 
gentleman,  vulgo,  a  tumbler;  and  eicplained  to  his  mother 
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as  he  poured  the  contents  of  the  small  glass  into  the  large 
one,  and  pointed  first  to  the  latter  and  then  to  the  former : 
— "  This  here  is  what  you  calls  *  a  go/  but  that  ere,  is  *  no 
go/"  And  then  as  a  spirited  prelude  to  his  ensuing  com- 
munication, he  swallowed  at  a  single  draught  the  quantimi 
contained  in  the  tumbler. 

"You  see,"  recommenced  Mr.  Bumpus,  "ven  a  cove  is 
hon  the  turf,  it  natrelly  brings  him  acquainted  with  all 
the  nobs,  gents,  big-wigs,  and  such-like,  in  the  land ; — for 
the  Hoakes  hand  the  Derby,  like  Love  and  Death,  levels 
all  distinctions ;  and  very  proper,  too,^-cause  that's  what's 
meant  by  a  free-born  Briton,  Civil  hand  Rdigus  liberty, — 
the  Jews'  Disabilities  Bill,  Free-trade,  Municipal  Reform, 
a  Henglishman's  ouse  being  his  castle  (heven  hif  he  ha'nt 
got  niver  a  ouse),  hand  hall  the  bother  priwillegesy  hand 
disorders  of  our  glorus  constUootion,  Veil  vots  the  hup- 
shot?  S'pose  has  Bob  Bumpus  w  poor  ? — s'pose  further, 
that  he  may  be  a  trifle  hout  at  elbers  ? — ^'spose,  halso,  to 
go  igher  hup  in  what  the  parliament  gents  hon  the  ust- 
tings  calls  the  'social  scale,'  spose,  I  say,  he  ave  got  a 
shocking  bad  hat,  that  don't  make  no  odds,  so  long  as 
heVe  got  brains  hunder  it ;  for  if  he  ave,  the  fust  lord  in 
the  land  wiU  tip  him  the  wink,  hand  say — 

"*  Bumpus,  you're  a  clever  fellow,  hand  are  hup  to  a 
thing  or  two.' 

"'Make  it  the  arf  dozen,'  I  says,  'my  lord,  hand  you 
von't  be  no  loser,  for  I  shan't  bolt'  His  lordship  laughs 
and  we  gets  as  thick  as  two— no,  that  wam't  genteel  for  a 
lord — ^but  leastways,  as  thick  as  the  heads  of  two  men  in 
hoflSce. 

"  *  Secrets,  you  know,  hin  hevery  family,  Bumpus,'  says 
his  lordship. 

"'A  few,  or  thereabout,  my  lord.' 
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'''I  hear,  Bampus,you  have  a  brother  a  schoolmaster  at 
Field  Fleuiy,  a  very  worthy  man  X 

'"Better  than  if  he  was  worse,*  says  I,  not  liking  to  bet 
too  largely  on  a  foal  of  my  own  dam. 

"  'Little  boy,  eight  years  hold,  chestnut  hair,  friends  un- 
known, to  be  put  to  school,  no  questions  asked,  and  <£^50 
a  year,  paid  quarterly,  till  removed  to  college,  or  continent 
You  take,  Bumpua' 

" '  Bmnpus  taken,'  says  I,  writing  it  down  in  my  book 
as  if  it  was  a  bet  Lordship  laughs  again,  pulls  hout  his 
jfUM,  hand  putting  (but  that's  nothing  to  nobody)  it  into 
my  hand,  says,  *  I  don't  wait  to  pay  up  hat  Tattersal's ;  I 
pays  on  the  course.' 

" '  But  to  Tatters  all,  your  lordship,'  says  I,  a  whistling 
to  Tatters,  hand  pin/Hng,  at  the  same  time,  to  my  own 
elbers. 

"  Lordship  laughs  again,  and  tells  me  has  I  war  to  get  a 
new  rig  hout,  and  call  for  the  young  gent  next  Tooseday, 
at  Paddington,  where  I  should  find  him  hall  ready  packed 
and  directed,  ven  I  vos  to  bring  him  hon  here  to  Moses. 
That's  what  I  calls  husiness"  concluded  Mr.  Bumpus, 
replenishing  his  glass,  and  draining  it  at  the  same  time 
with  a  sonorous  smack  of  the  lips. 

"  Lawr,  Bob  !  and  the  lord's  name  ?*'  asked  the  widow 
distending  her  eyes  so  wide  that  they  looked  as  if  they 
never  would  get  back  to  their  ordinary  dimensions. 

"  Couldn't  on  no  account  think  of  calling  lords  names," 
said  Mr.  Bumpus,  shaking  his  head  mysteriously,  com- 
pressing his  lips  tightly,  and  plunging  both  his  hands  into 
the  nethermost  abyss  of  his  trouser-pockets. 

"Well,  but  the  young  gent's  name,  surely  you  must 
know  that ;  for  how  could  Moses  teach  a  echoUard  without 
a  name?" 
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^'Oh,  ay  I  the  young  gent  as  is  entered  to  win  at 
the  next  Birch  Meeting;  here  it  is^''  said  he,  excavating  a 
very  dirty  betting-book  from  his  pockety  and  by  means  of 
a  grand  junction  canal  effected  between  his  thumb  and 
his  tongue,  turning  over  the  leaves  till  he  came  to  one 
particular  lea^  when  he  read  out,  ''Walter  Seldea 
Buty"  continued  he,  again  filling  and  emptying  his  glass, 
''ham  I  not  a  man  and  a  brother  ?  so  when  once  the  sun  bc^gHi 
to  shine,  I  did  not  forget  you,  Ned  Bumpus,  for  it  haint 
no  manner  of  use  being  modest  with  great  folks ;  for  hif 
so  be  as  y(M  has  ori  to  know  yourself  don't  think  nothing 
of  yoursdi^  it  stands  to  reason  as  they,  who  knows  nothing 
about  you,  will  take  their  cue  from  that^  and  won't  think 
nothing  on  you  either  ;  but  always  begin  by  ticketing 
yourself  with  a  high  figure ;  and  though  they  moLyid  hin 
their  hown  minds  set  the  same  walley  hon  you,  they  can't 
for  shame  venter  to  hoffer  you  so  wery  much  less  than 
your  hyam  price,  hand  in  that  way  you  walks  hover  the 
course  So  arter  I  had  secured  the  fifty  ^n  a  year  for 
Moses  hand  netted  my  hown  winnings,  I  says  to  his  lord- 
ship, as  fresh  as  a  four  year  old, '  My  lord,'  says  I,  '  I've 
another  brother  a  hartist,  who  ispurdigus  hanxious  to 
travel ;  he's  always  a  talking  about  going  to  the  Rhind, 
which  I  '»po8e  his  hin  the  Prince  of  iTorcwi^e'fi  do- 
minions.' *• 

" '  Umph,'  says  his  lordship,  pulling  his  under  lip,  in  a 
sort  of  thortful  hesitating  way  like ;  and  arter  a  minute 
he  says,  says  he, '  What's  his  namef  I  know'd  quite  enough 
to  know  as  it  is  honly  names  as  gets  hanything,  hand  that 
some  names  is  always  the  right  name  in  the  right  place,  in 
has  much  has  that  noplace  comes  a  miss  to  'em,  so  I  hups 
and  saysy  has  bold  has  brass — ^for  there's  no  use  in  oping  to 
git  hanything  unless  you  is  so — 'has  for  his  name^  I  says^ 
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my  lord,  his  name's  all  right  enough,  his  name's  Helliot' 
I  see  at  once  as  the  name  took  eff^ec  'Ho  Helliot^'  says 
his  loidahip,  pat  as  possible,  repeating  the  name  for 
surety's  aak^  sa  a  cashier  would  the  signitore  of  a  cheque^ 
to  be  sore  it  was  all  rights  'Helliot  Bompus;  well,  we 
moat  do  samothing  for  him,  well  see  about  it' 

^ '  I  don't  want  to  put  your  lordship  to  any  hwmiecei^ 
$mjf  troiihle»  ike/ugfa  enough,  Z  shall  be  quite  satisfied  if 
yoaH  do  it ;  no  occasion  to  see  about  it^  my  lord.' 

^ His loidship laughed  agin,  and  said — 'Well,  Bumpus, 
when  you  honpacks  Walter  Selden's  things,  you'll  find 
your  brother's  passport  made  out  for  the  Kkwd,* " 

I'm  veqr»  very  much  obliged  to  you.  Bob,  I'm  sure," 
said  the  young  man,  his  eyes  sparkling  with  delight,  as  he 
flung  down  his  pallet,  passed  the  rubicon  of  the  barrier 
form,  and  advanced  up  the  kitchen  towards  his  brother ; 
"but  you  know,  Bob,  my  name  is  not  Elliot" 

"  Well,  if  it's  not  it  or^  to  be,  since  you've  got  all  you 
want  for  only  the  trouble  of  axing ;  but  axing,  as  Moses 
would  say,  is  the  axis  hon  vich  the  world  turns :  but  Ned, 
Ned,  for  hall  these  here  favours  of  fortin  I'm  a  miserable 
man,  a  bereaved  hindiwidual — ^for  here,  as  you  would  say,  his 
the  rewerse  of  the  picter.  Ven  his  lordship  'ad  agreed 
in  the  ansomest  manner  to  hevery  hitem  of  my  little  ac- 
count I  turns  round,  the  world  was  at  a  hend,  Ned,— 
TATTERS  WAS  GONE  1 !" 

"  No,  no,  poor  fellow,  let  us  hope  not>"  said  the  brother. 
"  I  have  such  faith  in  Tatters's  cleverness,  sagacity,  and 
geographical  instincts,  that  I've  no  doubt  he'll  find  his  way 
back  wherever  he  ia" 

"  I  should  think  so,  too,"  desponded  his  master.  "  If  so 
be  as  he'd  been  the  plague  of  my  life,  but  I  knows  the 
world  better  than  you,  Ned  Bumpus,  hand  hit's  a  thing 
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unknown,  that  wlien  one  loses  a  comfort,  a  friend,  a 
appiness,  or  a  shilling,  that  they  hever  comes  back.  YeUy 
it  von't  bear  thinking  on ;  Tatters  is  took,  and  no  jxna* 
take.  Mother  send  for  Moses,  that  I  may  tell  him  aboiit 
the  sckoUard  Tve  got  for  him,  for  he  don't  like  me  going 
into  his  grammar-shop  among  his  yomig  hidears  as  he's  a 
teaching  how  to  shoot ;  don't  think  I'm  smart  and  genteel 
enough,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,"  concluded  Mr.  Bumiii% 
stretching  himself  fall  length  on  the  bench  where  he  had 
been  seated,  and  covering  his  face  with  the  better — ^thatis 
with  the  larger  half,  of  the  kerchief  he  had  so  remorselessly 
torn  in  twain. 

"Lawr,  Polly's  a  new  gurl,  I  doubt  as  she'll  find  the 
school-house,"  said  Mrs.  Bumpus,  as  if  fearing  the  alter- 
native of  being  obliged  to  go  herself 

*'0h,  yes,  mother,"  said  Ned  Bumpus,  calling  Polly. 
"TU  shew  her  where  it  is  from  the  door,  and  she 
can't  miss  it,"  and  as  soon  as  Polly  re-appeared  he  added, 
pointing  to  the  tenement  in  question — 

"There,  you  see  that  second  long  straggling  building  in 
the  field,  with  a  stone  cross  on  the  top  of  the  arched  door- 
way, and  a  window  like  a  church  window  at  the  side  ?" 

"Ay,  sure,  sir." 

"  Well,  that's  the  school-house ;  go  and  knock  at  the 
door,  and  tell  Mr.  Moses  his  mother  would  be  glad  to 
speak  with  him  a  minute." 

And  away  went  Polly  to  what  was  now  the  school- 
room, had  been  the  brewery,  and  before  that  again,  in  the 
olden  time,  the  refectory  of  the  monks,  when  Field  Fleury  had 
boasteda  considerable  priory,  from  whence  the  land  on  which 
the  Widow  Bumpus's  house  was  situated,  was  still  called  the 
Priory  Close,  and  the  adjacent  fields  the  Priory  Meadows. 

"Hellow,"  cried  Bob  Bumpus,  suddenly  regaining  his 
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perpendicnlar,  and  uncovering  his  face,  which  bore  con- 
ndeiable  traces  of  gin  and  bitters,  poor  Tatters  having,  on 
this  occasion,  furnished  the  bittera  'bellow,  I  say,  Mother, 
the  young  gent  as  Tm  to  bring  bom  Paddington  is  to  be 
boioded,  and  he  haint  to  have  his  wittuk  with  us  on  no 
account" 

''Nor  need  he,"  said  Mr&  Bumpus,  to  whom  fifty 
pounds  a  year  for  the  keep  of  a  child  of  eight  years  old, 
seemed  an  iaexhaustible  mina  'Tm  sure  the  poor  child 
pays  enough  to  live  like  a  prince,  and  the  two  rooms  over 
the  school-house,  as  has  been  used  as  lumber  rooms  for 
years  shall  be  cleaned  out  and  put  to  rights  for  him,  and 
they  11  be  very  comfortable  when  they  are  tidied  up  a  bit; 
and  I  dare  say  Mrs.  Basket  will  lend  me  a  looking-glass^ 
and  a  chest  of  drawers  and  such  like  from  the  Manor 
House,  so  as  to  make  the  rooms  more  as  the  gentlefolks 
has  them." 

While  she  was  still  speaking,  a  man  in  the  street  began 
bawling  out  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  in  the  true  last  dying 
speech  and  confession  style — 

"  All  for  one  hal^nny !  the  true  and  particklar  account  of 
the  last  moments  and  hexecution  of  Joseph  Jennings,  for 
the  murder  of  James  Netherby,  with  a  description  of  the 
culprit's  deportment  and  behaviour  at  the  gallows;  a 
warning  to  all  youths,  and  prentices  in  particklar,  to  avoid 
vicious  courses  and  hextravagant  abiU — all  for  a  half- 
penny !  only  one  halfpenny !" 

But  before  the  itinerant  moralist  could  re-commence  his 
exordium.  Bob  Bumpus  sprang  like  a  tiger  from  his  laii* 
ind  seizing  a  birch  broom  that  stood  in  a  comer,  con- 
veniently at  hand,  rushed  to  the  door  with  it,  threatening 
to  sweep  the  crier  from  the  face  of  the  earth,  if  he  did  not 
instantly  vanish  from  that  particular  portion  of  it  which 

VOI%  L  0 
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formed  the  point  de  mire  from  "The  Top  Boot  and 
Horns,"  and  then  retoming,  apparently  as  much  exhausted 
as  if  he,  single-handed,  had  defended  anotherThermopylae, 
he  again  replenished  his  glass,  and  hastily  drank  off  the 
contents. 

''Lawr,  Bob,"  said  the  widow,  staring  at  him  with 
astonishment,  ''you  used  to  buy  all  them  there  murders ; 
itf  s  something  quite  new,  your  putting  yourself  in  such  a 
fanteague  with  that  poor  man." 

''Who  said  it  was  a  murder T  said  Bob,  glaring 
savagely. 

"Why,  he  said  so ;  the  murder  of  one  John  Neth — '* 

"There,  there !  Do  you  never  have  any  dinner  in  this 
house  V 

"Dinner !  kwr,  Bob,  we've  dined  hours  ago ;  it's  near 
three  o'clock,  but  you  shall  have  some  if  you  like;  will 
some  eggs  and  a  rasher  do  for  you  V 

"Ay,  ay,  rasher — the  rasher  the  better,"  said  Bob,  in 
a  husky  voice,  agam  helping  himself  from  the  black 
bottle. 

"No  now,  don't  'ee,  pray  don't,"  said  his  Mother, 
forcibly  removing  the  bottle.  "  It's  enough  to  bum  your 
very  inside  out  Bob,  it  really  is." 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!  and  'spose  it  does?  Bob  Bumpus  is 
insured,"  laughed  he,  pulling  a  worsted  stocking  out  of  his 
pocket,  apparently  ftdl  of  gold,  and  holding  it  to  his  left 
side.  "Here's  the  plate,  the  sign  of  the  Phoenix,  too,  that 
penewering  bird,  bs  rises  agin  from  its  hown  hashea" 

Here  Polly  returned,  somewhat  out  of  breath,  and 
looking  much  bewildered,  saying  that  Moses  would  come 
in  a  minute. 
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CHAPTER  11. 

IHEWIXa  HOW  TATTBM  BXOA^E  A  EBD-TAPI8T,  AND  rOUKD 
THAT  HI8  THICKS  WEBE  NOTHING  COKPAHED  TO  THOSE  HE 
HAD  AN  OPPOBTUNITT  OF  ACQUIBINO  IN  DOWNING  STBEET, 
WHEBX  THEBE  ABE  SUCH  CLETEB  DOGS  THAT  THEY  CAN 
STAND  ON  THEIB  HEADS  WITHOUT  HAVING  ANY  HEADS  TO 
STAND  UPON,  AND  TUEN  TAIL  AT  A  MOMENT'S  NOTICE. 

8ERTdeVere,Earl  of  Portarjis,  ViscountClanhaven, 
and  Baron  Derrersley,  in  the  peerage  of  the  United 
Kingdom,  a  Count  of  the  Holy  Roman  Empii-e,  a 
Baronet  of  Nova  Scotia,  and  a  Knight  of  the  Garter,  was, 
what  in  England  was  emphatically  called,  a  clever  man ; 
that  is,  he  parcelled  out  his  existence  into  two  distinct  and 
separate  portions  of  small  vices,  and  great  talents ;  the  latter 
were  duly  burnished,  gilt,  and  emblazoned  for  the  public 
service,  and,  unlike  the  apartments  at  Windsor,  and  Buck- 
ingham Palace,  were  open  to  the  public  and  the  newspaper 
press  all  the  year  round;  whUe  the  former  were  thrust 
into  a  private  reservoir  as  concerning  no  one  but  himself: 
a  wise  precaution,  in  general  use  among  clever  men,  for 

Familiare  est  hominibus  o  mnia  sibi  ignoscere, 

e  2 
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and  no  man  likes  to  subject  that  wliich  he  most  cherishes 
to  any  severe  censor. 

Lord  Portarjis  had  not  speechified  in  both  houses 
of  parliament,  presidented  it  at  public  dinners,  plat- 
formed  it  at  public  meetings,  and  Samaritaned  (?)  it  at 
public  charities  for  twenty-five  years,  without  being  one  of 
the  largest  manu&cturers  of  popularity  in  England,  and 
was  therefore  well  aware  that  it  mattered  not  an  iota  how 
ugly  and  mean  the  groundwork  of  this  tissue  was, 
provided  the  tinsel  applique  stood  well  out  and  glittered 
on  the  surface. 

Had  he  possessed  suflScient  genius  to  be  an  originator, 
which  he  did  not,  he  had  too  much  prudence  ever  to  tako 
the  initiative  in  any  improvement^  attack,  or  act  of  justice, 
knowing  perfectly  well  that  whoever  plants  an  amelioration 
or  a  benefit  for  mankind,  plants  at  the  same  time  a 
martyr^s  stake  for  himself;  whereas  he  who  merely  clings 
to  the  branches  when  the  innovating  germ  has  struck  its 
roots,  and  spread  and  flourished  into  a  goodly  tree,  covers 
himself  with  laurels,  and  becomes  a  gilded  and  marketable 
idol,  like  those  manufactured  at  Birmingham  for  wholesale 
traflSc  and  world-wide  exportation,  and  whatever  adepts 
the  Anglo-Saxons  may  be  at  breaking  laws,  they  are  no 
Iconoclasts,  but  have  a  sort  of  Chinese  idolatry,  for  any 
image  set  up,  deity  or  demon,  matters  little,  so  long  as  the 
pedestal  on  which,  or  the  niche  in  which  it  has  been 
placed,  is  sufficiently  elevated  for  vulgar  eyes  to  bo  raised 
to  it 

Lord  Portarjis,  who  knew  his  Rule  Britannia  by  heart, 
was  so  perfectly  aware  of  this,  that  he  had  improved  upon 
Caesar's  "Oportet  imperatorem  Mori,"  and  even  upon 
Bishop  Jewel's  amendment  of  it^  and  thought  that  a 
Statesman  (?)  ought  to  die  humbugging.    As  we  h(tve 
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before  said,  Hubert  de  Vere  Lord  Portarjis  abounded  in 
small  vices,  for  the  greater  a  man's  vices  are,  the  more 
meannesses  they  inculpate.  It  is  true  that  as  young  ladies 
change  their  whole  wardrobe  upon  their  marriage,  profli- 
gate men  remodel  their  vices  upon  that  event,  but  after  a 
similar  fashion,  as  it  is  more  an  exchange  for  a  more 
costly  and  decorous  outward  apparelling,  than  a  total  re- 
nunciation of  their  former  habits:  and  Lord  Portarjis 
on  his  marriage  (some  ten  years  previous  to  the  conunence- 
ment  of  this  history),  with  the  beautiful  and  amiable  Lady 
Honoria  Fitzallan,  had  disencumbered  himself  of  his 
maitresse  en  titrCy  by  marrying  her  to  a  sporting  Provin- 
cial Solicitor,  whose  convenient  acquaintance  he  had  made, 
at  that  emporium  for  good  society  and  moral  training,  the 
race-course.  The  Peer's  mistress  and  the  Solicitor's  wife 
had  died  in  undue  haste,  some  four  or  five  years  after  her 
marriage,  giving  rise  to  many  dark  stories,  and  leaving 
four  children  to  the  care  of  the  bereaved  Solicitor,  the 
eldest  of  whom,  the  scandalous  Chronicle  asserted,  had 
nothing  legal  about  him,  not  even  in  his  birtL 

Like  most  profligates,  Lord  Portarjis  was  a  considerable 
marital  tyrant  and  martinet,  and  poor  Lady  Portarjis, 
among  her  other  crimes  and  misdemeanours,  had  four 
daughters  and  only  one  son,  and  as  Lord  Clanhaven  was 
an  exceedingly  wild,  headstrong  boy,  for  truly — "  Sarpe 
solet  similes  Alius  esse  patre,"  there  was  a  hundred 
chances  to  one  that  he  never  grew  up ;  however,  all  mis- 
fortunes have  iheir  one  shade  of  advantage,  and  their  one 
grain  of  consolation :  and  this  deficit  of  heirs  gave  Lord 
Portarjis  a  plausible  excuse  for  forwarding  his  wife  to  Ems 
every  year,  at  a  time  when  business  detained  him  else- 
where, but  these  arrangements  related  to  his  Lordship's 
private  life,  with  which  of  course  nobody  has  any  business, 
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and  which  has  nothing  whatever  with  a  man's — ^that  is 
with  a  gentleman's  (?)  character,  the  said  private  life  being 
in  Bngliftli  statistics  a  mere  myth,  of  which  public  life  is 
the  only  acknowledged  and  tangible  reality,  a  man's 
public  character  being,  in  feet,  the  brass  plate  and  letter- 
box on  his  street  door,  and  as  long  as  they  are  kept 
bright  and  polished  for  all  passers-by  to  see,  no  one 
has  any  business  to  enquire,  much  less  to  meddle  with 
what  may  be  passing  within,  and  for  that  matter,  the 
question  which  Seneca  had  the  ''bad  taste"  to  ask,  and 
the  temerity  to  answer — 

*'  Quare  Tida  sua  nemo  confitctnr  ? 

Quia  etiam  nunc  in  illis  est. 

Somnnm  narrare  vigilantis  est,*** 

is  quite  as  applicable  (if  not  more  so)  to  our  modem 
Babylon  as  it  was  to  his  ancient  Rome. 

But  whatever  Lord  Portarjis's  vices  might  be,  which  in 
our  moral  state  of  society,  are  always  sacred  mysteries 
between  a  man's  self  and  his  victims,  his  virtues  consisted 
in  belonging  to  that  large  flock  of  biped  sheep,  which, 
like  the  quadruped  fold  of  Panurge,  always  followed  in  the 
safely-indented  footsteps  of  a  leader.  Consequently,  like 
all  persons  who  run  no  risks  on  the  score  of  originality  or 
singularity,  Lord  Portarjis  had  acquired  the  reputation  of 
having  a  sound  head,  and  being  a  most  practical  man, 
while  his  diurnal  punctuality  in  Downing  Street  had 
superadded  the  certificate  of  his  being  "  a  capital  man  of 
business  f  and  indeed  all  that  red  tape  could  typify,  or 
foolscap  foreshadow.  Lord  Portarjis  was,  and  all  the  rest 
he  knew  in  diplomatic    circles    was  considered  boshl 

•  Namely — **  Why  doea  no  man  confess  his  vices?  Because  he 
still  persists  in  them.  It  is  for  the  man  who  has  awoke  to  tell  his 
dreams. 
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Pleasure  never  interfered  with  business,  or  at  least  with  its 
qrnonyme  office ;  so  at  noon  the  day  after  the  Derby,  his 
knrdship's  dark-green  ribbed  Brougham,  with  its  silver 
mouldings  and  high-stepping  bays,  drove  up  and  stopped 
as  usual  before  the  door  of  the  Foreign  Office. 

But  this  time  he  was  not  the  only  one  to  enter,  for  from 
beneath  the  carriage,  his  ears  drooping  after  the  willow- 
pattern  of  canine  despondency,  his  tail  tucked  in  as  if  it 
had  been  that  of  a  bird  of  Paradise  about  to  be  smuggled 
through  the  Customs,  and  his  tongue  hanging  out  like  that 
of  the  Irish  Jauntlemany  who  in  making  his  d&mt  in 
London,  conceived  by  a  similar  proceeding  the  chimerical 
idea  of  catching  the  English  accent,  Tatters  now  issued 
forth,  and  so  totally  devoid  was  he  of  the  convenances  of 
civilized  society,  that,  not  knowing  a  nobleman  from  a  nine- 
pin,  he  very  nearly  endangered  the  peer's  equilibrium,  by 
rushing  between  his  legs  as  he  alighted,  as  if  they  had 
merely  been  a  triumphal  arch  erected  for  his  (Tatters's) 
especial  use. 

"  Bless  me !  where  did  that  odd-looking  dog  come 
from  ?"  asked  Lord  Portarjis,  clutching  the  footman's  wrist 
as  he  got  out  of  the  carriage  to  prevent  his  falling  during 
the  invasion  of  Tatters. 

"  He*s  been  in  the  stable  with  the  horses  all  night,  my 
Lord ;  he  followed  the  carriage  aU  the  way  from  Epsom 
yesterday. — Come  !  be  off,"  continued  the  plush  Hercules, 
pantomimically  flinging  a  visionary  stone  at  the  dog ;  but 
with  the  all-enduring  air  of  a  canine  St.  Stephen,  Tatters 
by  no  means  either  terrified  or  persuaded,  immediately 
converted  himself  into  a  mendicant  friar,  by  sitting  up  and 
begging  with  the  most  determined  defiance  of  the  Men- 
dicity Society ;  but  footman  and  statesman  being  both 
pauper-proot  this  appeal  had  little  effect  upon  either  the 
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lord  or  the  lackey;  the  latter,  indeed,  only  affecting  to 
aim  anodier  visionary  stone  at  hiu  shaggy  head,  whereupon 
Tatters  forthwith  reported  himself  killed  and  wonnded,  by 
measuring  his  fall  length  in  most  death-like  rigidity  on 
the  pavement ;  but  this,  perfect  as  the  acting  was,  was 
another  fedlure,  for  if  a  r^  defunct  Duke  makes  so  little 
sensation,  and  leaves  so  small  a  gap  in  the  world  he  has 
quitted,  it  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  a  sham  dead  dog 
could  create  a  larger  void  or  a  greater  stir ;  consequently 
Lord  Portarjis  was  about  with  much  dignity  to  step  over 
Tatters,  as  he  had  often  done  over  far  greater  obstacles  in 
his  path,  when  that  versatile  quadruped  again  sprang  to 
his  feet,  and  tucking  up  his  left  fore  and  hind  paw,  as 
though  they  were  luxurious  superfluities,  he  immediately 
began  a  circular  race  against  his  own  shadow  on  his  right 
fore  and  hind  paw.  This  wonderful  triumph  of  art  over 
nature  not  only  elicited  the  smiles  and  wonders  of  "The" 
Jeames  "of  the  minute,"  and  his  colleague  the  coachman, 
but  also  arrested  the  attention  and  admiration  of  the 
statesman,  who,  from  this  ne  plus  ultra  of  art,  at  once 
perceived  with  his  quick  chic  du  mitier  that  there  was 
diplomacy  in  that  dog  t 

"Ton  my  word  you're  a  funny  fellow,"  laughed  the 
Peer,  pausing  to  look  at  the  dog's  almost  impossible 
gymnastics ;  at  which  verdict,  as  if  to  endorse  it,  as  the 
Americans  say,  Tatters  forthwith  made  a  sort  of  perorating 
summersault,  and  having  tumbled  head  over  heels  with  the 
rapid  gyration  of  a  knife-grinder's  wheel,  he  finally  wound 
up  by  standing  with  great  aplomb  on  his  head,  as  a 
coryphie  does  on  one  foot^  his  shaggy  ragged  coat  flying 
in  all  directions,  not  to  be  sure  quite  as  gracefully  as  the 
jifiophane  draperies  of  the  danseme.  At  this^na2^  Lord 
Portarjis  fairly  laughed  out-right^  and  the  servants  had 
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unich  ado  to  suppress  their  irreverent  laughter,  niore 
especially  the  coachman,  who  afterwards  observed  to  Mr. 
Fhime,  the  footman — 

That,  "that  'ere  raggamuflSn  of  a  Skye  as  followed  them 
yesterday  was  the  cleverest  and  curusett  daug  as  ever 
he  seer 

His  master,  being  apparently  precisely  of  the  Same 
opinion,  though  differently  expressed,  now  whistled 
Tatters  to  him,  and  that  sagacious  animal,  who  knew  that 
the  only  good  of  making  use  of  one's  head  is,  that  one  may 
eventually  alight  upon  one's  feet,  now  regained  his,  and  in 
the  most  natural  manner  imaginable,  like  a  mere  ordinary 
dog  ignoring  tricks  and  guiltless  of  talents,  trotted  over 
to  Lord  Portaijis,  and  although  an  expression  of  earnest- 
ness and  melancholy  reigned  in  his  eyes,  and  overshadowed 
his  countenance,  he  sat  up  and  extended  his  paw  to  the 
peer  with  a  degree  of  canine  courtesy  and  unaffected  ease, 
which  no  dog  in  St  James's  or  Belgravia  could  have 
excelled,  had  they  equalled,  though  albeit  their  acquaintance 
with  vegetable  rose  soap  and  tortoiseshell  combs  was  so 
much  more  extensive  than  even  poor  Tatters  was  ever 
likely  to  be. 

"Well,  sir,  and  what's  your  name?'  said  Lord Portaqis, 
taking  the  proffered  paw,  which,  considering  how  often  he 
had  been  hand-in-glove  with  far  dirtier  ones  that  he  had 
converted  into  catspaws,  was  not  astonishing.  "  Eh  ?'  con- 
tinued he ;  "  can't  you  tell  me  ?  for  you  really  look  as  if 
you  could  speak  ?' 

In  reply,  the  dog  made  a  little  low  whine,  trembled 
nervously,  and  looked  with  those  wondrous  and  luminous 
brrjwn  eyes  of  liis  up  into  the  face  of  his  new  master,  with 
an  enquiring  lament  for  his  old  one,  that  seemed  to  say  as 
plainly  as  a  dog^s  eyes  could  speak,  "  My  name  ?    Tatters 
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is  my  name,  and  my  heart  is  tatters,  too.  I  want  my  old 
ragged  master  T 

"  Well,  poor  fellow,"  said  the  Peer,  thus  interrogated, 
and  understanding  the  appeal,  "I  know  nothing  about 
your  master;  you  shouldn't  have  lost  him.  Pepper? 
Mustard  ?  Pincher  ?  Vic.  ?  Wasp  ?  Dandy  ?  What  u  your 
name  ?    What !  none  of  those,  eh  T 

"  I  wonder  what  is  his  name  V  added  he,  turning  to 
Plume  the  footman. 

"  Fm  sure,  my  Lord,  I  can't  think ;  he  don't  seem  to 
answer  to  none  of  the  names  your  lordship  have  called 
him.  Mop  would  do  for  his  name,  for  he  looks  as  if  he 
had  been  through  a  qidck-set  hedge,  and  got  torn  to 
tatters." 

The  dog,  who  had  sat  listening,  and  turning  his  head 
inquiringly  from  the  master  to  the  servant,  and  vice 
versd,  no  sooner  heard  the  old  familiar  name  of  Tatters, 
than  he  began  bounding,  cabrioling,  and  wagging  his  tail ; 
finally,  bursting  into  a  loud  bark,  and  jumping  up  upon 
Mr.  Plume,  to  the  infinite  peril  of  his  plush,  and  the  great 
terror  of  its  wearer.  "  Down,  sirrah,  down,"  he  exclaimed, 
flipping  off  the  contamination  with  the  comer  of  his  silk 
pocket-handkerchief,  in  as  much  dismay  as  if  the  dusty 
silhouette  of  the  dog's  paws  had  been  the  traces  of 
"  Decay's  effacing  fingers." 

"I  do  believe,  my  Lord,"  said  he,  as  soon  as  his  geraniums 
once  more  glowed  with  their  pristine  brightness  under  the 
silken  lash  he  had  subjected  them  to,  "  I  do  believe  as 
the  dog's  name  actally  is  Tatters;  for  he  seemed  to 
answer  to  that  immejet^  as  soon  as  ever  I'd  said  the 
word," 

"  At  all  events  it's  a  very  appropriate  name  for  him,* 
laughed  his  lordship.     "  Here  !  Tatters !  Tatters  1" 
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And  the  dog's  recommenced  eager  bounds  and  wagging 
of  tiie  tail,  evinced  that  there  was  something  in  a  nam^ 
and  that  had  he  been  in  Paradise  instead  of  on  the  pave, 
Adam  could  not  have  named  him  more  appropriately ;  and 
80,  for  the  second  time  in  his  life,  he  was  christened 
Tatters,  and  acknowledged  as  such,  nem,  con. 

"  Well,  will  you  go  back  to  the  stables  or  stay  with 
mer 

"Lord  Clanhaven  and  their  ladyships  would  be  veiy 
pleased  with  him,  my  Lord,  I  should  think,''  put  in  Mr. 
Plume,  who  had  a  most  diplomatic  eye  to  the  main 
chance,  and  therefore  never  omitted  an  opportunity  of 
making,  or  endeavouring  to  make,  himself  popular  with 
the  rising  generation !  for  as  he  was  wont  pithily  to 
observe  in  the  servants'  hall  between  the  hours  of  strong 
beer  and  souchong,  "So  surely  as  fennel  grows  in  the 
nurseriep  of  market-gardeners,  as  surely  may  a  footman's 
fortunes  spring  up  in  the  nurseries  of  the  harry stocract/y 
if  properly  cultivated" 

"  Better  have  him  washed,  and  give  him  to  Lady  Naomi 
and  her  sister.     Lord  Clanhaven,  I  fear,  will  worry  hint" 

"  Very  well,  my  Lord  Here !  Tatters !  Tatters !  here  sir  !'* 

But  Tatters,  like  all  his  race,  preferred  the  master  to  the 
man ;  and  therefore,  instead  of  accepting  this  invitation, 
declined  it  in  the  most  summary  manner,  by  pleading  a 
prior  engagement^  and  trotting  into  the  Foreign' OflSce,  in 
as  express  haste  as  if  all  the  bags  were  about  to  be  closed, 
and  he  were  the  bearer  of  some  packet  of  importance  to 
some  poodle  at  Paris,  St  Petersburg,  or  Vienna,  which 
would  be  too  late. 

"Well,  never  ijiind  him,"  laughed  Lord  Portarjis,  "you 
can  catch  him  when  the  carriage  returns; — be  here  at 
four." 


28  THE  WORLD  AND  HIS  WIPE  ; 

At  the  farther  end  of  the  haQ,  and  at  the  entrance  of  the 
dark  passage,  on  the  left,  leading  to  Lord  Portarjis's  offlce, 
there  stood  the  avant  courier^  Tatters,  panting,  with  his 
tongue  out,  and  his  eyes  shining  like  two  enormous  to- 
pazes; he  waited  and  watched  to  see  which  way  his  new 
master  went,  or  whether  he  would  ascend  the  stairs ;  but 
soon  perceiving  that  he  came  straight  on  towards  him, 
Tatters  bounded  forward,  till  he  came  to  a  door  at  the  end 
of  the  passage,  which  impeded  his  further  progress,  as  if  it 
(the  door)  had  been  the  House  of  Lords  condensed  into 
one  block,  and  he  (Tatters)  some  bill  framed  in  justice, 
equity,  and  common  sense :  but,  unlike  any  such  bill,  he 
soon  passed  tiie  barrier,  by  Lord  Portarjis's  coming  tip  and 
opening  the  door. 

"  Good  morning,  my  Lord !"  said  a  young  man,  rising 
from  a  table  where  he  had  been  writing. 

"Good  morning,  Vernon;  I  assure  you,**  said  the  Peer 

taking  off  his  gloves,  flinging  them  into  his  hat,  and  then 

laying  it  on  the  table,  "you  have  much  the  best  of  it  here^ 

in  what  the  'Times'  calls  'the  cold  shade  ;*  for  the  heat  is 

.  something  over-powering." 

"Capital  day  yesterday;  I  never  remember  a  better 
Derby,"  said  the  Honourable  SaviUe  Vernon,  resuming 
his  seat,  flinging  himself  back  in  it,  and  inserting  a  finger 
and  thumb  of  each  hand  into  his  respective  waistcoat 
pockets;  "never  saw  any  tiling  win  more  cleverly  than 
Ladybird  did.  I  only  wish  they  had  hung  that  rascal, 
Jennings,  on  any  other  day,  for  it  brought  the  whole  scene 
before  one's  eyes, — of  the  October  meeting, — when  poor 
Netherby  dropped  dead  from  Bashibazouke  five  minutes 
after  he  had  started.  I  should  think  all  the  other  jockeys 
must  feci  deuced  glad  that  the  amiable  Mr.  Joseph  Jen- 
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Dings  is  now  wider  instead  of  oil  the  tar(  and  tbftt  t^ 
«re  safe  from  his  jnleps  and  stairup-cups." 

"Ah,  jes; — ^v^7,  no  doubt, — ^amazingly  so.  I  wish — libat 
iSkl  lear — ^I  must  trouble  you,  Vernon,  to  write  in  th^  othei: 
room,  as  I  have  a  tiresome  report  to  make  out^  which  ro- 
qpires  my  whole  attention, — ^and  don't  let  me  be  broken  ia 
upon  this  morning, — ^at  least  by  any  one  but  St  Helier^ : 
I  mast  see  him  if  he  come% — tdl  Melville  so,  will  yo^f 

And  forthwith,  Mr.  Saville  Vernon  gathered  up  his  ^ps 
of  foolscap^  and  departed  at  once,  as  Lord  Portai^^is  appa- 
lently  not  wishing  to  lose  a  moment's  time,  dipped  his  pes 
faito  the  ink.  The  attach^,  too,  had  a  report  to  make  out^ 
but  it  was  not  one  that  required  the  pe^'s  supervision, 
as  it  was  to  Lady  Fortarjis ;  whom  he  thought  the  most 
beautiful  woman, — and  would  have  thought  the  most 
neglected  wife  in  London, — ^if  pre-eminence  in  the  latter 
crowded  category  could  be  as  easily  ascertained.  The  re- 
port he  wished  to  make  was  of  his  own  sleepless  nights, 
before  her  ladyship  went  out  to  drive ;  for  like  all  veiy 
yoong  unmarried  men,  Saville  Vernon  was  both  indignant 
and  surprised  to  see  so  beautifcd  a  woman  so  neglected. 
But,  alas;  his  sympathy  1(?)  as  such  sympathy  generally 
doe%  went  on  the  homoepathic  plan  of  like  to  like ;  and 
thought  the  best  way  of  healing  one  injury,  was  by  adding 
another  to  it.  Hitherto  he  had  only  employed  the  electric 
telegraph  of  eyes  and  sighs ;  but^  on  the  preceding  day,  at 
the  races,  she  had  appeared  more  than  usually  sad ;  and 
upon  that  hint  he  spake,  or  rather  determined  to  speak, 
and  consequently  resolved  that,  after  half-past  three,  the 
Foreign  Office  should  not  hold  him  that  day.  And  he  was 
no  sooner  alone  than,  instead  of  continuing  to  fill  up  the 
foolscap,  with  a  fine  wide  space  between  each  line  (which 
by  the  bye  would  make  an  excellent  plan  on  which  to  build 
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reception  rooms  for  Her  Majesty's  levees  and  drawing- 
rooms),  he  selected  a  much  smaller  sheets  and  began  in- 
diting  a  catalogxie  raisonnS  of  the  attributes  and  agonies 
of  an  attacM,  condemned  to  the  iravaux  forces  of  Foreign 
affairs,  with  the  husband,  when  his  heart  yearned  for  die 
Home  department  with  the  wife;  and  this  *' Manual  of 
Devotion,"  though  not  exactly  "  Preparation  for  the  Altar," 
he  had  made  up  his  mind  to  slip  into  Lady  Portarjis's  hand 
'-Hioilte  quHl  caAte. 

Meanwhile,  no  sooner  had  the  door  closed  on  the  at- 
tach6,  than  the  paprasse  zeal  of  the  minister  appeared  to 
have  deserted  him  also ;  for  he  flung  down  the  pen  he  had 
seized  so  eagerly  a  minute  before,  and  tore  open  his  waist- 
coat, as  if  really  suffocating  with  heat,  though  that  large, 
gloomy,  lofty  room,  was  as  it  ever  is,  even  in  the  dog- 
days,  cool  and  atmospherically  temperate  in  the  extreme. 
Tatters  who,  upon  his  entrance,  and  upon  seeing  another 
stranger,  had  crept  under  the  arch-way  of  the  office  table, 
which  he  justly  deemed  would  make  him  quite  a  Palladian 
kennel,  now  emerged  from  his  retreat.  Tatters,  it  is  true, 
had  been  always  not  only  allowed,  but  incited,  by  Mr. 
Bumpus,  to  wander  amid  the  tape  and  blue  ruin  that 
graced  the  tables  he  was  in  the  habit  of  sitting  in  council 
at :  but  Tatters,  like  many  other  clever  dogs,  with  all  his 
cleverness,  wanted  discrimination ;  and  not  perceiving  the 
least  difference  between  public-house  and  public-office  tape, 
or  between  blue-ruin  in  flaggons,  and  blue-ruin  in  fools- 
cap,— ^he  now  sprang  nimbly  up  on  the  table,  and  seated 
himself  with  infinite  gravity,  and  not  without  a  certain 
dignity,  amid  Lord  Portarjiss  official  documents,  thus  impro- 
vising a  sort  of  tableau  vivant  of  Voltaire's  assertion, 
thai--- 
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'*  Toujours  un  peu  de  verit6 
Se  xn^e  au  plus  groeeier  meusouge !" 

**  No,  no,  my  fine  feflow ! — that  will  never  do :  down,  sir!" 

And,  with  one  of  those  looks  of  mingled  resignation  and 
reproach,  of  which  dogs  and  wives,  alone  have  the  secret^ 
poor  Tatters  sprang  from  the  table,  and  again  retired  into 
private  life  under  it;  thereby  showing  that  he  was  of  the 
old  school,  and  that  his  was  the  private  life  of  the  days  of 
Pitt  and  Fox.  He  had  scarcely  settled  his  nose  between 
his  paws,  before  a  knock,  as  if  with  a  cane,  was  heard  at 
Uie  door. 

"  Come  in,"  said  Lord  Portarjis,  again  resuming  his  pen, 
which  in  Downing  Street  is  equivalent  to  a  soldier  shoul- 
dering his  arms, — and  at  this  permission  the  door  opened, 
and  the  tall  figure,  surmounted  by  the  intelligent  face  of 
Lord  St  Heliers,  entered. 

"Hope  I  don't  disturb  you,  Portarjis?*'  said  he,  pausing 
at  the  threshold ;  **  but  Vernon  said  I  might  come  in." 

"  Un  moment,  mon  cher,  et  je  suis  k  vous,"  replied  Lord 
Portaijis,  extending  his  left  hand,  while  he  affected  to 
write  with  the  other,  as  if  riveting  a  thought  that  must 
not  be  let  to  escape ;  but  the  next  minute,  laying  down  the 
pen,  he  extended  his  other  hand  to  shake  that  of  the  new 
arrival,  who  seated  himself  in  an  opposite  library-chair. 
Of  course,  the  Derby  of  the  prieceding  day  was  the  first 
subject  of  conversation,  as  being  the  most  important :  and 
after  Lord  St.  Heliers  had  duly  congratulated  Lord  Por- 
tarjis on  his  horse.  Ladybird,  having  won  so  cleverly,  he 
next  expressed  his  satisfaction  that  that  d — d  rascal  Jen- 
nings was  really  hanged  at  last !  despite  perjuiy,  puffery, 
and  Brummagem  philanthropy. 
"De  grAce,  mon  eher?'  cried  Lord  Portaijis  with  a  Very 
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rigid,  not  to  say  rusty,  smile,  putting  up  his  hands  as  if 
imploring  for  mercy;  "for  one  is  almost  as  tired  of  tiie 
name  of  Jennings,  as  one  is  of  the  word  "mismanagement^" 
which  that  confounded  press  has  been  ringing  the  chaoges 
on,  in  every  possible  key,  for  the  last  eighteen  months." 

"Ha,  ha^  ha . — well,  yes, — certainly,"  laughed  the  other; 
"and  then,  as  mankind  are  but  divided  into  two  greirf^ 
classes,  to  wit :  those  who  are  hanged  and  those — —who 
are  not"  Lord  St  Helier's,  as  naturally  as  possible,  changed 
the  conversation  from  gibbets  to  jobbers ;  and  both  he  and 
Lord  Portarjis  were  decidedly  of  opinion,  that  in  the  coDr 
duct  of  the  war  every  one,  and  every  thing  (even  in  the 
ministry)  had  been  to  blame  but  themselves;  and  were 
**free  to  confess,"  as  there  was  nobody  there  to  prevent 
their  doing  so, — that  nothing  could  be  more  absurd,  than 
^reotyping  rules  and  regulations,  when  the  ebb  and  flow 
of  human  events  were  ever  varying,  so  as  to  render  all 
fixed  rules,  with  regard  to  them  inefiScient, — and  make 
prompt  creative  genius,  and  astute  resolution,  the  only 
antagonists  fit  to  cope  with  them.  It  is  true,  that  as  they 
dissected  the  incapacity  of  their  colleagues,  and  repeated 
that  nothing  could  be  more  absurd  than  their  whole  coji- 
duct,  a  looker-on,  had  any  such  Asmodius  been  there^ 
might  have  been  forcibly  reminded  of  a  story  which  Hd- 
vetius  relates  as  the  answer  of  another  English  statesman : 
The  minister  was  saying  to  one  of  his  coadjutors,  that 
there  could  be  nothing  more  ridiculous  than  the  manner 
in  which  the  council  of  state  assemble  in  some  Negro 
nations ;  where,  in  the  council-chamber,  are  placed  twdve 
large  jars  half-fiill  of  water.  Twelve  counsellors  of  state 
then  enter,  en  costume  de  Paradu,  and  stalking  along 
with  great  gravity,  each  leaps  into  his  jar,  and  flounders 
in  the  water  up  to  his  chin ;  and  in  this  pretty  attitude 
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they  deliberate  on  the  national  affaira  "You  do  not 
smUer  continued  the  minister,  addressing  himself  to 
another  noble  lord  who  sat  next  to  him. 

''Smile!  No,"  answered  his  lordship.  "I  see,  every 
day,  things  more  ridiculous  than  that^ 

**Ptay,  whatr  returned  the  minister. 

"A  country,"  rejoined  the  nobleman,  where  the  j'or* 
(done  sit  in  council" 

•*  Ton  my  soul !"  cried  Lord  Portarjis,,  shifting  his 
ground  as  dexterously  as  if  he  had  been  rising  to  explain 
in  the  House,  as  he  turned  to  the  tabled  and  placed  his 
hind  on  a  pile  of  letters  and  packets,  not  written  on  the 
official  foolscap,  but  being  evidently  "elegant  extracts" 
from  "  De  la  Rue  s  best  cream  laid."  It's  quite  alarming, 
tiie  way  in  which  all  the  women  in  England  are  taking 
Lord  Lyncius'  bill  au  piedde  la  lettre,  and  fancying  that  all 
of  us,  who  have  voted  for  it,  as  a  party  job,  really  care  one 
straw  for  the  cause  that  bill  affects  to  advocate — they  are 
such  geese  !  they  cannot  see  the  difference  between  voting 
with  one  s  friend  or  one's  party — stopping  the  gap  of  a 
popular  cry,  and  saddling  oneself  with  sincerity  and  equity, 
and  all  that  sort  of  thing ;  and  I  am  really  overwhelmed — 
positively  overwhelmed,  with  the  avalanche  of  letters 
every  morning  s  post  brings  me  from  rebellious  Griseldas, 
who  have  the  folly  to  take  that  bill  for  a  new  gospel,  and 
to  suppose  that  each  of  their  separate  Apocalypses  is  of 
the  uttermost  impoitance  to  its  propagation  ;  as  if  any 
one  cared  how  the  deuce  they  were  used ;  and  after  all, 
confound  it,  a  man  has  a  right  to  use  his  own  wife  as  he 
pleases ;  as  this  bill,  if  it  t*  ever  jobbed  through  Parlia- 
ment, will  plainly  prove  to  them,  by  tightening  their  girths 
instead  of  loosening  them  !" 

"Well,  I  can't  quite  see  that  either,"  aaid  Lord  St; 
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Heliers ;  who  being  no  profligate,  and  whoee  unaffected 
piety  was  evidenced  by  the  pure  morality  of  his  life  and  the 
equity  of  his  conduct  in  every  relationship  of  it.  "  I  can't 
quite  see  that,  either " 

"  On  the  contrary,  the  evil  of  marital  tyranny  is  beooan- 
ing  so  crying,  that  I  think  policy  alone  should  urge  us  to 
check  it ;  for  ecclesiastical  injustice  has  grown  into  such  a 
mountain  of  one-sidedness,  that  women  have  now  arrived 
at  the  same  crisis  as  the  primitive  Christians  xmdet  Nero  ; 
of  whom  Bdlarmine  said,  that  if  they  did  not  detlinnie 
Nero  and  Dioclesian,  it  was  not  because  they  had  not  • 
right  to  do  so,  but  because  they  were  not  strong  enou^ 

''  In  both  instances,  the  want  of  strength  arose  from  the 
want  of  unanimity  ;  but  the  early  Christiaus  made  use  of 
their  strength  as  soon  as  they  were  able — ^it  would  be  best 
for  us  not  to  force  wom^i  into  doing  the  sama" 

Were  there  only  a  few  more  Lord  Aberdeens — candidly 
just  without  clap-trap — ^in  this  cause,  we  might  heartily 
wish  them,  as  we  do  him,  the  realization  of  his  own 
motto— "  FoETUNA  Sequatur"* 

"  The  devil  of  it  is,"  said  Lord  Portarjis,  with  a  shrug, 
"that  this  being  turned  into  conscript  fathers,  or  rather 
fathers  confessor,  by  the  pouring  out  of  the  grievances  of 
these  women,  places  one  in  such  an  awkward  position,  for 
one  is  obliged  to  say  something  to  them,  and  the  diflSculty 
is,  to  make  that  something  nothing,  that  is,  to  make 
it  as  non-compromising  as  possible;  for  it  don't  do 
for  one  to  mix  oneself  up  in  private  affairs,  and  be  made 
the  involuntary  repository  of  other  men's  peccadillos, 
kickings,  bitings,  monetary  meannesses,  and  pecuniary 
deMcations  towards  their  wives,  not  only  on  account  of  the 

•  ^'  Let  fortune  follow.'*— Lord  Aberdeen's  Motto, 
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lex  talionis,  btA  because  when  one  is  maldng  use  either  of 
a  feQow^s  bnuns,  or  capital,  or  want  of  principle,  or  dining, 
Totbig,  and  politically  coalescing  with  him,  it  would  never 
do  to  commit  oneself  by  animadverting  on  his  private 
conduct^  which  after  all  is  nobody's  affair." 

"  It  is  precisely,"  said  Lord  St  Heliers,  "  because  no- 
body will  (at  least  in  this  country)  mix  himself  up  in 
•private  affairs,'  however  flagrant,  on  accomit  of  that  con- 
Tentional  selfishness  which  they  dignify  with  the  names  of 
'pmdehce,*  and  'propriety,'  that  it  becomes  imperative 
Aat  there  should  be  some  equitable  tribunal  for  public 
fBppetX  under  flagrant  marital  outrage  and  oppression, 
which  now  there  is  not>  and  in  this  century  never  will  be ; 
but  the  world-old  prejudices  on  this  subject  remind  one 
of  the  Abb^  Cartout's  eloquent  description  of  the  Colossus 
of  Seraphis,  for  like  it,  these  prejudices  are  truly  more 
formidable  than  the  Throne  or  its  Monarchs,  or  even  than 
the  Temple  and  its  Pontiffs,  for  no  mortal  has  hitherto 
dared  to  approach  them  because,  as  in  tne  case  of  the 
monster  idol  of  the  Egyptians,  men  appear  to  think  that 
the  duration  of  the  world  is  connected  with,  and  contin- 
gent on  them,  and  that  whoever  breaks  this  talisman  of 
marital  injustice  will  replunge  the  earth  into  its  original 
chaos.  In  I^ypt,  no  bounds  were  set  to  credulity  re- 
specting their  colossal  bugbear,  about  which  everything 
was  an  enigma,  a  wonder,  and  a  mystery  ;  all  the  temples 
gave  oracles  concerning  it,  and  all  the  caverns  and  dark  places 
groaned  forth  horrible  bowlings ;  everywhere  were  seen 
trembling  tripods,  the  Pjrthia  in  a  rage ;  victims,  priests,  and 
magicians,  who,  having  invested  themselves  with  the  power 
of  the  gods,  also  thought  themselves  the  delegates  of  their 
vengeance.  Honour,  then,  to  the  first  to  aim  a  mighty 
blow  at  our  Ecclesiastical  Colossus !  more  especially  as 
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Vangelas  truly  observes,  there  are  more  judges  of  woids 
than  of  ideas,  and  the  mere  name  of  the  thing  is  enooj^ 
to  endanger  the  equilibrium  of  the  legislative  judgment  ^ 
upon  that  very  narrow  plank  of  custom  by  which  it  wM 
persist  in  crossing  the  gulf  of  time." 

"  Oh !  I  don't  at  all  mean  to  say,"  rejoined  Lord 
Portarjis,  who  had  personal  and  political  motives  (the  only 
axis  on  which  your  "  clever  men  "  revolve),  for  conciliating  ^ 
Lord  St  Heliers,  "  I  don't  at  all  mean  to  say,  that  when  [ 
common  men  desert  their  wives,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing, 
that  they,  the  wives,  should  not  be  allowed  to  earn  their 
own  bread,  if  they  can,  without  the  husband's  interfering^ 
or  possessing  himself,  as  the  existing  laws  allow  him  to 
do,  of  their  earnings." 

"  Ah !  there  it  is,"  smiled  Lord  St  Heliers,  **  the  com- 
mon people ;  we  are  always  ready  enough  to  lop  off  the 
idling  limbs,  and  pluck  out  the  offending  eyes,  of  the  com- 
mon people,  but  our  own  more  aristocratic  king's  evil 
must  be  draped  in  purple  and  fine  linen,  and  not  even 
alluded  to :  really  I  begin  to  think  that  piece  of  recondite 
erudition  in  the  Koran,  which  asserts  that  the  world  is 
carried  on  the  horns  of  a  bull,  may  be  at  least  true  in  a 
fi'agmentary  degree  ;  for  it  certainly  seems  as  if  the  vexed 
question  of  injustice  to  women  was  at  all  events  for  ever 
wedged  between  the  horns  of  a  dilemma." 

"  Ah  !  yes ;  very  true,"  yawned  Lord  Portarjis,  in  a 
considerable  state  of  boredom ;  for  not  only  was  he  totally 
iminterested  in  the  question,  but  decidedly  averse  from 
any,  even  nominal,  amelioratory  measures  respecting  it 
being  carried  out,  although  he  had  on  party  principles, 
and  as  a  sop  to  that  rapacious  Cerberus,  public  opinion, 
voted  for  Lord  Lyncius's  job ;  moreover,  he  was  anxious 
to  change  the  subject,  in  order  to  broach  one  much  nearer 
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his  heart,  that  is  to  say,  his  political  views  and  specula- 
tions. The  feet  was,  certain  rumours  had  been  afloat 
that  Lord  Dammany,  who  had  fevoured  them  with  a  few 
dissolving  views  at  St.  Stephens'  in  the  shape  of  a  more 
than  ephemerally  short-lived  administration,  was  doing 
the  impossible  to  try  and  form  another ;  and  as  his  was 
the  vCTy  Potichomanie  of  politics,  consisting  of  every 
shewy  shred  and  patch  of  the  most  flimsy  and  hetero- 
geneous materials  that  he  could  collect^  to  place  on  the 
transparent  smfece  of  ministerial  jarsy  in  order  to  look 
like  anytiiing  but  what  they  really  were,  and  which  only 
possessed  one  thing  in  common  with  what  they  were  in- 
tended to  represent,  to  wit^  that  of  being  hollow  within. 
Kn  on  dit  had  gained  ground  that  the  patch-work  Peer 
WIS  tiying  to  enlist  Lord  St  Heliers,  and  the  truth  or 
fiction  of  this  report  Lord  Portarjis,  by  much  beating 
about  the  bush,  now  endeavoured  to  ascertain ;  but  having 
totally  fieuled  in  defecting  the  political  poison,  by  all  the 
colour  tests  of  the  most  subtle  plausibility,  like  Harpagon, 
Moli^re's  miser,  who  when  he  suspected  his  valet  of  having 
robbed  him,  and  after  a  diligent  search,  not  finding  any- 
thing in  his  pockets,  suddenly  turned  round  and  said, 
"  Come,  give  me  what  thou  hast  stolen  without  searching." 
So,  Lord  Portarjis,  at  length  driven  into  the  straight-for- 
ward and  jwint-blank  by  stress  of  failure,  said  with  the 
ipropot  air  of  a  sudden  thought,  as  he  purposely  dropped 
and  broke  a  stick  of  sealing-wax,  with  which  he  had  been 
fiddling, — 

"  Do  you  know,  my  dear  St  Heliers,  I  have  been 
breaking  lances  for  you  the  whole  week" 

"  For  me  !  how  so  ?  Who  threw  down  the  gauntlet, 
and  upon  what  challenge  was  it  thrown  down  ?" 

"  Why,  that  champion  of  all  England,  Public  Ecport,  on 
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the  plea  that  you  were  about  to  deseiii  us  and  join  Lord 
Dammany  ?    I  said  No ;  what  say  you  ?    Yes  ?  or  No  ?" 

''Beally/'  smiled  Lord  St.  HeUers,  taking  his  pocket- 
handkerchief  £rom  his  pocket  the  better  to  conceal  the 
smile,  as  he  had  recourse  to  the  old  mot  of  Lord  Peter- 
borough's, "  I  am  not  competent  to  give  you  a  satisfiwjtoiy 
answer,  as  I  have  not  seen  the  papers  this  morning ;  but 
one  thmg  I  can  tell  you,  which  is,  that  Violdcgamba  is  to 
go  to  Vienna." 

Now  this  was  "the  unkindest  cut  of  all,"  as  Lprd 
Yioldegamba  was  Lord  Portaijis's  Mordecai,  and  he 
himself  had  been  wishing  and  expecting  to  be  sent  to 
Vienna^  but  while  the  point  and  terce  of  this  €usaui 
diplomatique  were  going  on  between  the  two  Peers,  a 
much  cleverer  dog  than  either  of  them  was  &om  imder  thQ 
table  watching  their  every  movement^  and  as  Lord  St» 
Heliers  took  out  his  handkerchief  a  letter  fell  out  of  his 
pocket  noiselessly  on  the  Turkey  carpet  Train  up  a  dog. 
in  the  way  he  should  7iot  go,  and  when  lie  is  old  he  will  not 
depart  from  it;  and  amid  Mr.  Bumpus's  diffusion  of 
knowledge,  Tatters  had  also  learnt  conveyancing,  but  with 
a  confusion  of  meum  and  tuum  not  always  included  in 
that  branch  of  learning.  So,  upon  seeing  the  letter  Mlf 
he  had  quietly  emerged  from  his  bel  retiro  imder  the 
table,  and  first  harpooning  it  nearer  to  him  with  his  paw, 
he  then  took  it  gingerly  between  his  teeth  and  returned 
with  it  to  his  newly-acquiied  territory,  for  with  the 
penetratmg  sagacity  of  his  race,  he  knew  that^  for  either 
dogs  or  diplomatists,  "biding  one's  time"  is  the  grand 
secret  of  success  ;  and,  as  in  all  the  long  course  of  public- 
houses  he  had  been  through  with  Mr.  Bumpus,  one  of  the 
chief  rudiments  of  liis  education  had  been  never  to  deliver 
up  any  stray  waifs  he  might  have  acquired  (either  by  fiur 


OB,  A  »BSQN  OF  OONSBQUENCE.  39 

oi  qwstionaUe  means)  to  hia  maslier,  tiU  the  ooast  was 
qmte  ekaz;  and  both  Tatters  and  Bob  were  ''alone  in  their 
loveliness,"  he  certainly  was  not  such  a  bromUanaa  to 
dqwrt  &om  so  prad^t  a  rule,  upon  finding  himself 
tmusS&ered  to  a  public  offica 

''WeU,"  resumed  Lord  St  Heliers,  too  well-bred  to 
imdl  upon  a  subject  that  was  evidently  not  agreeable  Uy 
Ids  companion,  and  putting  on  one  glove  as  he  rose  prepa- 
Uny  to  his  departure.  ''We  at  aU  ev^ts  have  passed 
Lfndus's  Bill  through  the  Upper  House,  and  aU  things 
ocmsideEedy  one  cannot  help  smiling  at  the  quarter  from 
whence,  the  impediment  arises  in  the  CJommons,  as  there  is 
a  sort  of  retrospective  doing  as  one  would  be  done  by  in 
it^  which,  however,  has  more  numberoneatlveness  than 
Christianity  about  it" 

"Ah !  yes,  clearly,"  shrugged  Lord  Portarjis,  who  knew 
from  long  practical  experience,  no  one  better,  that  through- 
out England,  both  in  private  soir^isant  friendship  and 
public  nominal  justice  ;  apathy,  dawdling,  selfishness,  and 
Ifammon-worship  are  the  rocks  upon  which  all  interests, 
whether  spiritual  or  temporal,  vital  or  otherwise,  split ;  and 
that  the  smallest  possible  globule  of  deeds,  in  either  case, 
invariably  goes  to  some  thousand  bushels  of  words,  and 
the  victims  of  these  verbal  panaceas,  whether  oppressed 
clasBes,  or  outraged  individuals,  are  always  voted  most 
impracticable  and  ungrateful,  when,  instead  of  being 
miraculously  and  cheaply  healed  by  this  syllabic  system, 
they  complain  of  its  acting  upon  their  original  wounds  as 
a  blistering  ointment,  or  irritant 

*•  Ah  !  yes,  clearly,"  said  Lord  Portarjis,  "  and  I,  myself, 
think  it  is  a  very  clever  dodge  of  our  friends,  that  the 
whole  affidr  will  blow  over  by  next  session,  or  be  thrust 
oat  by  some  fresh  cry  through  the  country,  and  so  mattei-s 
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will  remain  just  as  they  are ;  or,  if  it  passes,  be  mada  ='  ^ 
worse  by  being  left  to  the  fiat  of  particular  individuals 
who  can  always  be  managedy 

"  It  will  be  a  deuce  of  a  shame  if  they  do,"  said  Lord 
St  Heliers,  who,  having  no  private  views  to  protect,  had 
the  plebeian  paucity  of  intellect  to  be  sincere  in  his  code 
political,  and  to  wish  justice  not  only  for  all  classes,  but 
actually  for  both  sexes  ! 

"  Well,  *pon  my  soul,  I  don't  know,"  smiled  his  com- 
panion. "**  This  Eevolt  of  the  Harem'  throughout  the 
country,  for  I  can  call  it  nothing  else,  has  nearly  en- 
dangered the  gravitation  of  the  world  with  the  catalogue 
of  female  grievances  it  has  brought  to  light" 

"Very  likely,"  rejoined  Lord  St  Heliers  gravely,  as  he 
put  on  his  other  glove. 

"  Longa  mora  est,  quantum  noxaa  sit  ubique 
repertum  enumerare; 
Minor  fuit  ipsa  infamia  vero." 

"By  Jove,  then,  my  dear  St  Heliers,"  said  Lord  Por- 
tarjis  with  a  forced  laugh,  as  he  extended  two  fingers  to 
his  departing  visitor,  "you  actually  threaten  us  with 
another  deluge  of  conjugal  dilemmas  ?" 

"Perhaps,"  said  the  former,  as  he  closed  the  door, 
"  *  Malo  accepto  stultus  sapit'  you  know,  and  after  suffer- 
ing such  cruel  evils  since  the  commencement  of  the  world, 
those  hereditary  fook — women,  are  beginning  to  learn  from 
that  most  capable  of  all  teachei-s — Expembncr" 

As  the  door  closed,  Lord  Portaijis  tossed  his  head,  pro- 
truded his  under  lip,  and  as  if  to  give  a  practical  dissent 
to  this  assertion,  recommenced  writing,  but  it  was  not  on 
the  elongated  ofScial  foolscap,  but  on  a  page  of  more 
lilliputian  dimensions,  which  our  spiritueU  and  always 
Apropos  Gallic  neighbours   denominate   ''poulet,''  from 
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nch  sued  paper  being  more]  especially  used  for  biUets- 
douz;  the  one  in  question  had  nothing  official,  save  its 
dateof 

F.  0.  3  P.M. 
IS  it  began, 

"  Tsnte  Cara,  Bellissima,  e  gentilezza  Signora, " 

How  it  proceeded,  it  is  not  for  us  to  say,  without  follow- 
ing the  writer^s  bad  example  of  prying  into  other  persons 
letters;  moreover,  he  had  only  written  so  far  in 

""  That  soft  hattard  latin,^' 
when  Tatters  emerged  from  under  the  table  with  the 
letter  that  had  dropped  from  Lord  St  Helier^s  pocket  in 
his  mouth,  and  placing  both  his  fore  paws  gently  upon 
Lord  Portaqis's  knee,  presented  it  to  him,  with  that  inten- 
sity of  brownness  and  solemn  sagacity  in  his  eyes,  which 
onlySkye-terriers,  poodles,  owls,  and  Lord  Chancellors  ever 
achieve 

"Well,  sir,  what  do  you  want?  So  ho  !  I  see  you  have 
turned  postman,"  saidTatters's  new  master,  attending  to  the 
earnest  appeal  of  his  brown  eyes,  and  the  gentle,  and  as  it 
were,  solenm  wagging  of  his  tail,  as  he  took  the  letter  thus 
pr«»ented  to  him,  adding  as  he  looked  at  the  superscription — 
"Hey  day!  you  should  have  learnt  to  read  before  you  got 
into  the  post-office,  for  you  have  brought  this  letter  to  the 
wrong  addresa" 

But  Tatters,  who  had  seated  himself  beside  his  lordship's 
chair,  continued  earnestly  looking  up  in  his  face  with  a 
little  low,  nervous,  interrogatory  whine,  as  if  fully  expecting 
the  usual  remuneration  of  his  felonious  proceedings,  in  a 
piece  of  bread,  and  approving  pat  on  the  head,  or  a  pulled 
eir,  as  he  shifted  the  weight  of  his  person  from  one  paw 
to  another:   but,  finding  like  many  others  who  dance 
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attendance  upon  grea4^  men,  in  public  offices^  thaif  he  mas  <»ily 
likely  to  reap  his  pains  lor  hie  gaine^  he  at  lengthy  with  a 
sigh  of  mingled  resignation  and  regret,  and  other  mute 
passages  of  canine  facundia,  though  not  of  that  particular 
sort  specified  by  Quintilian,  as  he  growled  at  no  one,  poor 
Tatters  once  more  retired  into  pcLvate  life  by  stretching 
himself  on  the  carpet,  and  placing  his  two  fore  paws  like 
bulwarks  along  either  side  of  his  nose. 

Lord  Pbrtarjis  having  seen  that  the  letter  was  addressed 
to  Lord  St  Heliers,  and  therefore  must  have  dropped  from 
his  pocket,  was  about  to  put  it  into  an  envelope  and  re- 
direct it  to^him,  when  his  attention  was  attracted  by  the 
handrWiiting,  which  was  neither  that  of  a  lady  nor  a  gen- 
tleman, and  yet,  withal  appeared  familiar  to  him.  He  next 
scrutinized  the  seal,  which  was  one  of  those  vulgar  adhesive 
envelopes  that  common  people  think  sudi  a  satisfactory 
substitute  for  sealing-wax,  while  in  reality  they  are  only 
on  aggravation  upon  wafers,  &om  being  equally  nasty  and 
unsafe  with  far  more  pretension,  which,  like  all  pretension, 
only  adds  to  their  vulgarity,  as  if  by  an  involuntary  im- 
pulse, the  Peer  half  abstracted  the  letter  &om  the  cover, 
and  then  paused,  having  the  grace,  though  alone,  to  be 
ashamed  of  such  an  act — ^bufc — ^buti — it  is  astonishing  how 
degeneration  in  the  moral  and  physical  world  keeps  pace ; 
and  this  reminds  us  of  a  story,  which  has  the  wondrous 
merit  of  bemg  both  new  and  original,  as  it  only  happened 
to  a  friend  of  ours  some  few  months  ago:  complaining  to 
a  stationer  of  the  daily  increasing  degeneration  of  quill 
pens^  and  asking  if  he  could  in  any  way  account  for  the 
inconvenient  fsict?  that  worthy,  while  magnetising  his 
chin  with  his  finger  and  thumb,  replied  in  measured  and 
cogitative  accents,  and  with  a  nasal  twang,  that  would  have 
soimd^d  indigenous  in  Broadway  or  at  Saratoga — 
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*^  Well,  ma'am ;  I  thinlf  It  mjust  be,  that  auijce  thjsre  has 
been  snch.  a  demand  for  gold  and  steel  pens,  and  that  con- 
sequently quilla  have  not  been  so  much  nsed,  the  geese 
have  left  off  having  such  good  pinions!'' 

And  ccsterus  paribus,  we  fear  that,  since  there  has  of 
late  years  been  'such  a  demand'  for  peers,  nature  has  left 
off  making  as  good  gentlemen  as  she  used  to  do.  Be  this 
a^  it  may,  it  is  certain,  that  Lord  Portagis  again  looked 
at  tlie  superscription  of  the  letter,  again  half  withdrew  it 
from  the  envelope,  and  again  paused  on  the  threshold 
of  so  dishonourable  an  act>  indulging,  however,  this  time  in 
the  following  brief  soliloquy: — 

''No,  it  can't  be,  either;  I  should  think,  all  common 
people  write  alike." 

And  then  once  niore  he  turned  the  cover,  and  half  took 
out  the  letter;  and,  like  all  persons  who  coquette  with 
temptation^  ended  by  yielding  to  it,  so  that  in  another 
moment  he  began  to  read  tiiis  epistle,  which  was  directed 
to  Lord  St  Heliers;  but  previous  to  doing  so,  looked  (as 
guilt  ever  does,  even  when  alone)  nervously  and  furtively 
around,  and  felt  considerably  relieved  at  finding  that  the 
only  eye;i  in  the  room  beside  his  own,  those  of  the  itinerant 
Mephistophiles,  who  had  placed  this  snare  in  his  way,  were 
not  fixed  upon  him  but  were  closed,  in  pursuit  of  those 
desultoiy  day-dreams^  to  which  dogs  and  poets  are  so  much 
addicted.  Thus  re-assured — ^he  eagerly  ran  his  eye  over 
the  contents  of  the  ill-written  scrawl  Before  doing  so, 
he  had  determined  to  re-enclose  it  (after  having  read  it) 
to  its  legitimate  owner,  but  seemingly  the  revelations  it 
made  were  so  utterly  disagreeable,  that  biting  his  lips, 
knitting  his  brows,  and  clenching  and  tremulously  shaking 
his  right  hand,  as  though  he  had  held  some  springed 
victim  within  it,  he  suddenly  changed  Ids  mind,  and  with 
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a  sort  of  spasmodic  grasp,  not  however  unaccompanied  by 
a  sardonic  sneer,  crumpled  up  the  offending  document,  and 
holding  it  to  the  flame  of  the  ever-lighted  taper,  soon 
reduced  it  to  ashes. 

"Thats  all  one  gets  by  this  confounded  educational 
movement — teaching  such  people  to  write,"  muttered  the 
Peer,  as  he  watched  the  firmament  of  rapidly  expiring 
sparks  meandering  through  the  blackening  fragments  of 
the  consuming  letter,  as  they  blew  in  flimsy  nothings  off 
the  hob,  and  up  the  chimney;  and  having  seen  the  last 
particle  vanish,  he  flung  himself  back  in  the  luxuriously- 
stuffed  library-chair,  and  appeared  for  some  seconds  lost  in 
a  reverie,  which  his  tightly-folded  arms  seemed  as  it  were 
to  gird  round  him,  but  from  which  he  was  aroused 
by  a  knock  at  his  door — ^it  was  one  of  the  ofiicial 
satellites. 

"Beg  yer  ludship's  pardon,  but  Lord  St.  Helier's  com- 
pliments, and  wishes  to  know  if  he  dropped  a  letter  here 
just  now,  as  it  contains  the  address  of  some  poor  person, 
which  address  his  ludship  has  forgotten, 

"  Tant  mieuxl'  thought  Lord  Portarjis  ;"  but  all  he  said 
was,  with  considerable  alacrity,  "  Dear  me,  look  every- 
where for  it ; "  adding,  as  he  backed  his  chair  to  join  in 
the  search,  "I  did  not  see  him  take  out  any  letter 
when  he  was  here  just  now.    Who  has  he  sent  for  it  V 

"  His  Lordship  is  in  the  carriage  at  the  door  himself,  my 
lord." 

"  Oh  ! — then  his  own  servant  had  better  come  in,  and 
help  you  to  look  for  it." 

And  accordingly,  a  semi-giant  iti  daffadowndilly- 
coloured  plush  unmentionables,  and  a  chocolate  coat, 
to  which  his  well-powdered  hair  gave  the  appearance  of 
some  huge^oiir  de  fan  caprice  in  chocolate,  soon  made 
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hi^  appearance,  hat  in  hand,  and  immediately  joined  in  the 
hunt,  which,  like  that  after  happiness,  of  course  proved 
fruitless,  though  Lord  Portarjis,  not  only  loosened  with  his 
own  hands,  the  Venus's  Cestus  of  red  tape,  which  lent 
» mysterious  charm  to  so  many  sheafs  of  folded  foolscap, 
but,  in   the  most  inquiring  spirit,  and  with  the  most 
complacent  courtesy,   made  over  for  analytical  scrutiny, 
the  contents  of  two  waste-paper  baskets,  those  indispen- 
sable official  results  of  so  much  wasted  time ;  and  while 
nnsacking  one  of  these,  a  serious  accident  had  like  to 
have  befisdlen  Mr.  Delpops,   Lord  St   Helier's  footman; 
for  upon   his  condescendingly  consenting   to   find  his 
level  in   his  master^s  service,  and   going  upon  all-fours 
under  the   arch  of  the  large  office-table  in  this  pursuit 
of  letters  under  difficulties. 

Tatters,  albeit  unused  to  any  but  the  very  common- 
est, and  most  ordinary  occurrences  of  animal  life,  now 
seeing  his  peculiar  province  of  the  Netherlands  invaded 
by  a  huge  party-coloured  animal,  with  a  large  round 
white  head,  and  a  face,  fi-om  the  centre  of  which  pro- 
truded a  large  excresence,  like  "  a  red,  red  nose  !  newly 
sprung  in  Jime,"  made  straight  for  the  aforesaid  red 
target,  with  one  deep-determined  war-like  growl,  and 
would  inevitably  have  seized  it  between  his  teeth,  had 
not  the  agitation  of  Mr.  Delpops,  under  these  critical 
circumstances,  at  that  moment  like  Jove  on  Olympus, 
shaken  such  a  cloud  from  his  ambrosial  locks,  that 
Tatters,  almost  blinded,  retreated  more  hastily  than  he 
had  advanced,  sniffing,  and  snarling,  and  rubbing  his  eyes, 
almost  to  madness,  with  his  own  paws. 

Though  it  is  only  due  to  him  to  say,  in  exculpation 
of  any  appearance  of  cowardice,  this  proceeding'  may 
have  had  on  the  part  of  so  generally  courageous  a  dog,  that 
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this  was  the  first  time  he  had  smelt  powder;  btit  still, 
for  so  clever  a  dog,  he  had  certainly  been  guilty  of  tt 
oversight,  for  he  ought  to  have  known  (by  intuition), 
that  in  that  stronghold  of  diplomacy,  he  would  haV6 
been  sure  to  have  had  dust  thrown  in  his  eyes,  >n4jfeh 
he  Was  guilty  of  the  folly  of  making  a  straightforward 
charge. 

Meanwhile,  Mr.  Delpops,  who  had  on  his  side  re- 
treated simultaneously  with  Tatters,  was  very  neatly 
having  had  his  retreat  cut  ofT,  in  a  manner  as  ub- 
pleasant  as  it  was  unexpected ;  fi)r  it  so  happened  thAt 
the  Honotirable  SaviUe  Vernon,  having  a  night  or  two 
before  attended  the  Speaker's  levee,  he  had  dressed  for 
the  part  at  the  Foreign  Office,  and  very  carelessly  left 
on  a  chair  his  steel  sword,  with  its  steel  basket-hill, 
he  having  disencumbered  himself  of  it,  and  his  valet 
not  being  there  at  the  time,  it  had  been  left  for  thilee 
whole  days  in  its  present  awkward  situation. 

Now,  from  this  basket-hilt,  protruded  a  steel-chain  with 
a  hook  at  the  end  of  it,  which,  in  its  propet  vocation, 
served  to  attach  the  sword  to  the  dress,  and  still  true 
to  its  mission  (though  deviating  in  its  course),  just  as 
Mr.  Delpops  was  backing  out  from  under  the  table,  he 
was  taken  with  a  hook,  or  rather  with  the  hook,  which 
instantly  attached  the  sword  to  a  part  of  his  dross, 
from  which  those  weapons  are  not  in  the  ordinary  course 
of  things  suspended,  though  amid  the  numerous  indig- 
nities that  occurred  during  international  hostilities,  simi- 
lar contacts  may  occasionally  be  seen  at  the  seat  of  war. 
Now,  Mr.  Delpops  had  of  course,  like  all  the  peaceful  heroes 
of  his  order,  fought  over  every  inch  of  Affganistan  fit)m  a 
Windsor  chairjin  "The  Chequers"  at  Westminster,  or  from 
an  oaken  bench  at  "  The  Feathers"  in  King  Street ;  and 
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kad  also  t^en  tiie  afatughter  at  Mooltan  at  Asiley'd ;  bat 

nofw  he  rerj  unexpectedly  felt  that  he  was  engaged  in 

angle  combat  ImnsdJ^  and  -whatever  the  flnsh  c$  victoiy 

m7be,he  did  not  at  aU  like  this  first|}2u«A  of  war,  and  in 

Us  strennofis  efforts  to  rdbnt  it,  Sedrly  whisked  the  conrt- 

sword  ont  of  the  chair,  so  that  npon  regainii^  his  per- 

pendicniar,  and  lesolutdy  flinging  himself  bade,  in  order 

te  diseneiunber  himsdf  of  his  clanking  appendage,   he 

feimd  himself  miracnlonsly  snppoited  by  a  long  prop,  as 

an  nnfinished  colossal  statne  is  in  a   stndio,  at  which 

ininiated  straggle  between  Natore  and  Ai%  Lord  Portar- 

jis,  vndignified  as  sach  a  proceeding  was,  conM  not  help 

lai^hing  inunoderatdy ;  stiU  the  before-mentioned  official 

satellite  came  to  the  rescne,  Mr.  Delpops  the  while  not  only 

tom  with  conflicting  hooks,  bat  with  conflicting  emotions, 

as  he  kept  apologudng  with  many  bows  that  such 

"A  ridiclus  haccident  should  ave  hoccurred  hin  his 
Indship's  presence." 

"Not  at  all,  not  at  all;  hope  you  are  not  hurt?" 
condescendingly  inquired  Lord  Portarjis,  holduig  his 
handkerchief  before  his  mouth  to  conceal  his  laughter. 

"  Honly  to  think  that  I  should  have  hunintentionally 
made  so  free  with  your  ludship's  court  sword,"  bowed  the 
dilapidated  and  distressed  Delpops. 

"  Quite  the  contrary,"  re-laughed  his  lordship,  "  it's  the 
sword  I  think  that  has  made  free  with  you ;  but  it's  not 
my  sword,"  and  again  the  Peer  chuckled  as  he  thought 
how  he  could  introduce  Mr.  Delpop's  misadventure  that 
day  at  dinner,  as  "The  People's  Edition  of  Hook's  Sayings 
and  Doings;"  and  then,  after  a  few  minutes'  more  hunting 
for  what  he  knew  could  not  be  found,  he  despatched  the 
rival  Tatters  to  Lord  St  Heliers,  saying  he  had  not 
dropped  the  missing  letter  there ;  while  Mr.  Delpops, 
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profiting  by  the  sharp  lesson  he  had  received  from  the 
court-sword,  backed  out  of  the  room  as  if  it  had  been  out 
of  the  presence,  though  only  in  reality  to  conceal  "  the 
rent  the  envious  "  hook  "  had  made  f  and  so  the  curtain 
fell  upon  this  farce,  verily  a  far  more  harmless  one  than 
those  generally  enacted  in  Downing  Street 

But  scarcely  had  Lord  Portarjis  recovered  from  his 
laughter  before  the  door  again  was  assailed  by  another 
knock,  which  having  been  responded  to  by  a  "  Come  in," 
a  tall,  thin,  thoughtful,  thoroughly  respectable-looking 
man,  with  straight,  pale,  well-cut  features,  dark  eyes>  and 
partially  grey  hair,  entered  with  some  papers  in  his  hand, 
upon  which  the  ink  was  not  yet  dry.  The  black  clothes 
of  the  new  comer  were  scrupulously  clean  and  well 
brushed,  though  not  over  new,  and  his  linen  was  dazzlingly 
white,  yet  was  there  a  languid  drooping  of  the  shirt- 
collar  over  his  black  neck-kerchief,  as  if  it  also  felt 
sympathetically  overworked,  for  the  wearer  was  Mark 
Melville,  Lord  Portarjis's  private  secretary.  Mahomet 
shut  himself  up  in  a  cavern  to  enjoy  the  credulous  adora- 
tion of  his  fellow  men,  but  now-a-days  in  England  we  are 
wiser  in  our  generation,  and  our  literary  and  legislative 
Mahomets,  have  generally  deputies  to  do  the  cavern  seques- 
tration while  they  strut  abroad  in  the  sunshine,  reaping  the 
plaudits  for,  and  golden  opinions  of,  the  wondrous  web 
woven  in  the  dark,  unsuspected  nook ;  for  brain-machinery, 
like  every  other  machinery,  being  ignored  by  the  mass  in 
its  details,  gets  little  or  no  credit  for  its  indefatigable 
achievements,  while  the  plausible  and  pushing  retailer 
reaps  all  the  profit  and  pleasure  that  accrue  from 
them. 

Now  for  fifteen  years,  Mark  Melville  had  been  Lord 
Portaijis's   brain-machine — ^for  a  showy  speech,   dama»* 
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cined  with  classical  clap-trap  quotations,  or  any  of  the 
pgrrotechiuc  hnmbng  of  legiedation,  the  noble  Earl  wanted 
no  assistance  ;  but,  when  some  flagrant  blunder  was  to  be 
txplained,  that  is,  got  over,  and  proved  to  be  not  only  an 
ict  of  unavoidable  eocpediencyy  but  of  astute  policy,  or 
aome  local  measure  to  be  brought  forward  or  opposed;  for 
the  subtle  logic  and  overwhelming  l^on  of  authoritative 
piecedents  that  victoriously  defended  the  former,  or  for 
the  carefully  collected  and  well-digested  statistics,  and  pro- 
band and  curiously  analyzed  detail,  brought  to  beax  upon 
the  latter,  it  was  Mark — ^not  Aurile,  but  Melville^  qui 
parlait  ce  n^itait  pas  lui ;  and  for  fifteen  years  so  it  had 
been ;  and  though  promotion  flew  above  and  around  him 
in  the  shape  of  comfortable  Commissibnerships  of  Bank- 
mptcy,  or  Excise,  it,  or  they,  never  once  reached  the  pale, 
painstaking,  indefatigable  man,  seated  almost  like  a  part 
of  it,  at  that  heavy  library-table,  in  that  gloomy  Foreign 
Office  room ;  in  truth,  what  Molifere  modestly  felt  for 
himself  when  he  rejected  Boileau's  oflfers  on  the  part  of 
the  French  Academy,  saying,  "I  may  be  a  tolerable 
anthor,  but  might  make  a  very  bad  secretary.  Let  us  be 
careful  of  displacing  ourselves." 

Lord  PortarJLS  considerately  felt  for  his  prot6gi\  he 
knew  him  to  be  an  admirable  secretary,  and  something 
more,  and  was  therefore  careful  of  displacing  him  ;  and  so 
all  that  poor  Melville  had  gained  in  these  fifteen  years, 
was  his  own  father  s  house  in  Upper  Seymour  Street,  a 
large  family,  and  a  kind  of  moth-eaten  look,  from  his 
increasing  grey  hair ;  and  though  it  is  true  that  his  wife 
was  so  ungrateful,  as  she  sat  stitching  away  at  the  gala- 
frocks  in  which  her  children  were  to  have  the  honour  of 
occasionally  passing  the  day  with  the  ladies  Do  Vere  and 

YQU  i.  ^ 
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their  brother,  to  murmur  r^rets  that  Lord  Portarjis  did 
not  do  something  better  for  Mark,  than  giving  his  duL* 
dren  an  opportmiity  of  getting  their  clothes  torn,  and 
their  faces  scratched  by  that  very  rude  boy,  Lord  Qai^ 
haven.  Yet  Mark  himself  was  so  &r  from  participatnig 
in  these  repinings,  thfat  often  as  he  unfurled  "  The  Times^ 
at  his  eight  o'clock  breakfast^  while  he  held  his  cup  in 
abeyance,  a  smile  of  conscious  but  modest  satisfiEu^tion 
might  be  seen  dawning  faintly  round  his  mouth  as  he 
read  the  ''  hear,  hears,"  and  the  subsequent  panegjrric  of 
the  Thunderer  on  his  own  compositions,  as  retailed  by 
Lord  Portarjia 

The  meal  ended,  he  arose,  put  on  his  gloves  and  his 
scrupulously  well-brushed  but  somewhat  napless  hat,  to 
proceed  on  his  diurnal  walk  to  Downing  Street ;  and  if 
Mrs.  Melville  proflfered  her  usual  stirrup-cup  of  "Well 
Mark,  it  is  a  shame  that  you  should  have  all  the  work, 
and  Lord  Portarjis  all  the  credit  of  your  talents,  without 
ever  giving  you  an  opportunity  of  exercising  them  on  your 
own  account."  Imprinting  a  parting  kiss  upon  her  cheek, 
he  would  say  mildly : — 

"  Nonsense,  Mary.  I'm  sure  he's  very  kind  to  us,  and 
you  know  Hubert  is  his  godson ;  and  I  have  no  doubt 
when  the  boy  grows  up,  he'll  do  something  for  him ;"  for 
which  profession  of  faith,  Mary  had  a  stereotyped  toss  of 
her  head,  which  did  not,  however,  prevent  Mark  frt)m  pmv 
suing  the  even  tenor  of  his  way ;  and,  on  arriving  in 
Downing  Street,  placidly  selecting  one,  from  a  quiver  of 
quills,  and  spreading  out  the  as  yet  spotless  foolscap  before 
him.  The  Abb^  de  Longuereu  used  to  say,  of  all  the 
works  of  St  Augustine,  "he  only  remembered  that  the 
Trojan  horse  was  a  military  machine.    So  poor  Melville 
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of  ill  his  own  works,  only  remembered  that  he  was  a 
dqdomatic  machine;  and,  as  his  patron's  memory  ran  qnite 
in  a  parallel  direction,  the  nuumer  in  which  on  the  present 
occasion  he  said  '*  Ah  !  good  morning,  Melville  l"  really 
WIS  particnlarly  gracious. 
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CHAPTER  lit 


Jonion  in  giamonbs. 


I^UANTUM  est  in  rebus  inane  !"  and  though  this 
emptiness  or  inanity  of  human  affairs  applies 
more  especially  to  politics  and  political  paitiefl; 
yet  evening  parties,  fix)m  Kccadilly  to  Pentcm- 
ville,  have  at  least  an  equal  claim  to  it>  and  so  they  must 
continue  to  do,  as  long  as  society  pursues  its  present  con- 
ventional course  of  eschewing  all  earnestness  and  sincerity, 
in  everything  but  vice,  and  giving  to  virtue  and  to  rights 
nothing  but  apathy  and  drawling  procrastination,  deeming 
all  who  deviate  from,  or  object  to  this  tariff  of  well-bred 
stagnation,  vulgar  and  mauvaia  ton.  The  great  Jugger- 
naut of  our  Anglo-Saxon  8ocial  system  is  public  lifb, 
for  which,  and  to  which,  everyone  and  everything  is  sacri- 
ficed, from  human  feeling  up  to  human  probity.  For  the 
altar  of  public  humbug  must  be  served,  and  is  insatiable 
in  the  Holocausts  it  requires^  and  the  solemn  shams  it 
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exBCt&   The  innocent  and  nninitiated  are  some  time  before 
tkey  discover  this,  and  consequently  imbibing  their  modicum 
of  patriotism  and  philanthropy   through  the  carefully- 
filtered  columns  of  a  newspaper,  their  verdant  hearts  and 
eyes  dilate,  when  "  a  noble  lord "  in  the  Upper  House 
thrills  with  his  eloquence  the  very  arras  of  St  Stephens, 
in  appealing  against  the  barbarically  iniquitous  laws  now 
in  existence  for  the  oppression  of  women.     Or,  when  an 
"honourable  member"  in  the  Commons  himself  becomes 
nearly  black  in  the  &ce  in  inveighing  against  the  in- 
human traffic  in  sable  humanity  carried  on  in  America. 
Bat,  on  the  strength  of  the  former,  let  some  morally  and 
I^ysically  lacerated  wife  send  a  statement  of  her  indi- 
ridual  wrongs  to  the  chivalric  Peer  who  has  so  ably  and 
eloquently  endeavoured  to  legislate  for  her  sex  (as  she, 
poor  fool,  thinks),  and  not  only  will  no  human  feeling,  nor 
even  common  courtesy  be  shown  to  her,  but  ten  to  one  she 
and  her  statement  are  in  the  most  treacherous  and  dis- 
honourable  manner    betrayed    to    her    legal    oppressor. 
Which   apparently  incredible    and    unquestionably   dis- 
graceful fact  arises  firom  two  causes,  both  contingent  on 
the  exigencies  of  political  life,  which  the  silly  appellant 
ignored.     In  the  first  place,  the  seemingly  enlightened 
and  Catholic  measure  brought  forward  in  the  legislature 
to  redress  (as  she  and  they,  silly  creatures,  thought)  a 
whole  sex,  was  in  reality  a  mere  private  and  personal  job, 
got  up  to  play  the  game  and  gratify  the  vanity  of  the 
M^salina  of  some  other  noble  lord.     And  the  pre-con- 
certed juggle  which  had  not  one  grain  of  sincerity  in  it 
was  agreed  to  be  passed  through  the  Lords,  and  spoked  in 
the  Commons,  and  moreover  the  noble  lord  who  brought 
in  tiie  nominal  amelioration-bill  must,  of  course,  think 
of  his  party,  and  screen  and  play  into  the  hands  of  the 
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members  of  that  parfy,  however  vidons^  crooked^  c 
scandalous  their  private  lives  may  be.  And  oonseqmnil; 
though  even  Lords  and  Oommons  may  be  mianimons  1 
acknowledging  that  "  Sir  Bluebeard  Lyeandspye  is  a  ooi 
founded  blackguard,"  yet,  as  a  most  useful  and  unscn^ 
lous  doer  of  dirty  work  tor  the  party,  he  must  be  sapporta 
by  the  party.  So  much  chance  of  human  sympathy^  li 
alone  justice,  the  legal  victim  of  such  a  man  has^  at  tl 
hands  of  even  the  most  silver-tongued  and  goldennM 
timented  legislator. 

On  the  other  hand,  let  some  equally  honesty  ignorai] 
and  credulous  John  Bull  be  writhing  under  a  fiagm 
piece  of  injustice  ttom  the  honourable  Anacharsis  Howii 
Broth^lylove  Scaremwell,  the  rich  American  planter^  i 
practised  upon  the  brother  of  a  black  servant  of  his  oiw 
and  fly,  with  this  strong  case  in  point,  to  Mr.  Nimbi 
tongue  Niggerwhite^  the  eloquent  and  energetic  denouno 
of  negroHslavery  in  "  Tlie  House,''  and  he  will  be  mm 
surprised  to  find  that,  cither  from  being  a  personal  firiei 
of  the  honourable  Anacharsis  Howard  Brotherlylo* 
Scaremwell,  or  from  some  unsettled  hocus-pocus  «t 
pending  about  the  ''Bulwer  Olayton  "  swindle,  or  becao 
a  rich  female  cousin  of  the  honourable  Anacharsis  is  aba 
to  bestow  herself  and  her  dollars  on  a  poor  relation  of  H 
Niggorwhite's,  or  for  some  other  equally  cogent  reas( 
*"  still  unexplained,''  that  gentleman  **  cannot  possibly  i 
terfere  in  private  affairs"  for  by  that  all-<^mprehendi] 
and  all-negativing  term  is  the  imi^enetrable  JBgis  oalk 
behind  which,  English  apathy,  selfishness,  truckling,  ai 
injustice,  shelter  themselves  from  the  odium  that  callii 
things  by  their  right  names  would  entail,  or  the  person 
risk  or  inconvenience,  pursuing  the  right  and  straig 
path  might  incur. 
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Fnvtde  affidrs !  that  great  social  Alpha  and  Osiega^ 
tint  imsolTeable  enigma  of  our  conventionalily,  upon 
which  that  true  Sphini^  INJUSTICE,  may  insure  her  life, 
md  go  on  quietly  devouring  her  victims,  for  where  is  the 
(Edipus  that  shall  dare  to  resolve  you  into  your  first 
principles^  as  Death  resolves  man  into  his  original  dust  ? 
And  yet^  what  on  earth  are  these  sacred  and  untangible 
Private  Affairs  but  the  foundation  of  public  affairs  ? 
**  My  Lord,  with  all  due  deference,  why  that  little  arrange- 
ment by  which  a  certain  crim,  con.  was  hushed  up,  by  a 
Uend  paying  the  damages,  and  tihus  securing  a  peerage  for 
himself  as  well  as  to  you,  was  once  upon  a  time  a  strictly 
private  afiiEur,  though  it  may  now  be  proclaimed  upon  the 
house-tops,  for  what  can  you  expect  of  a  cat  but  its  skin  ? 
Oh  1  ah !  yes,  very  true ;  but  Miniver,  you  know,  is 
different;  pardon  me,  madam,  even  if  your  name  is 
Dtnaus,  and  you  should  have  fifty  daughters  to  marry,  it 
is  only  a  distinction  without  a  difference.  And  what, 
pray,  is  every  job  hatched  by  the  legislative  incubators  in 
Dawning  Street,  at  the  Treasury,  ihe  Horse  Guards,  in 
"The  Editor's  Eoom,"  or  my  Lady  Protocol's  Saloons,  but 
strictly  private  affairs  ?  till  they  are  exposed  and  made 
public ;  which,  if  we  bad  a  little  more  conscience,  and  a 
little  less  conventionality,  a  little  more  of  the  thing  called 
honesty,  and  a  vast  deal  less  of  the  name  called  Honour !  (?  ?) 
and  a  decimal  coinage  of  patronage,  would  be  made  public 
at  a  much  more  railway-speed  than  they  at  present  are. 
And  now,  though  albeit  no  admirer  of  Laurence  Sterne, 
Bor  of  any  other  sentimental  vawrien,  we  will  conclude 
these  reflections  with  a  quotation  from  the  original 
**  Tristram  Shandy,"  and  assure  you,  my  dear  reader, 
that  as  long  as  we  qxq  nationally  agreed  in  Eng- 
land that    the    impervious    and   betinselled    mantle   of 
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pt^Uc]  humbug,  shall,  ougH  <^d  must  cover  entj 
and  any  amount  of  private  vice  and  defonnily,  ire 
shall,  in  the  words  of  Engenius,  have  to  continue  ^lo 
wind  up  the  last  scene  of  the  tragedy  with  CBUELTIT  and 
COWABDICE,  twin  ruffians — ^hired  and  set  on,  by  ICAUCB  in 
the  dark,  who  shall  strike  together  at  all  thy  infirmilieB 
and  mistakes.  The  best  of  us,  my  dear  lad,  lie  open  these ; 
and  trust  me,  trust  me,  Yorick,  when  to  gratify  a  private 
appetite,  it  is  once  resolved  upon,  that  an  innocent  and 
helpless  creature,  shall  be  sacrificed,  it  is  an  easy 
matter  to  pick  up  sticks  enow  from  any  thicket  where  it 
has  strayed,  to  make  a  fire  to  offer  it  up  with  " 

Cela  posi— let  us  follow  Monsieur  Antonine  Nevers  de 
Bussy,  and  the  Honourable  Saville  Vernon  (who  had  jnst 
alighted  at  Lord  Portarjis's  house  in  Piccadilly  Terraoe), 
up  the  exotic  breathing  staircase,  as  Lady  Portarjis  had  a 
reception,  and  watch  London  in  diamonds,  collecting  its 
little  bundles  of  sticks,  ready  to  sacrifice  any  plethoric 
reputation  which  has  not  a  sufficient^sense  of  expediency, 
like  the  hunted  beaver  in  the  fable,  to  divest  itself  of  the 
only  part  the  hunters  care  for,  and  fling  it  to  them,  which 
in  the  himian  animal  is  its  character. 

And  be  they  male  or  female,  who  voluntarily  abandon 
all  pretension  to  that  encumbrance,  they  will  be  sure  to 
pass,  not  only  unmolested  through  the  devious  thickets  of 
our  "  m^yraV  (?)  society,  but  to  accumulate,  cheminfaisant, 
troops  of  piaxtizans,  coadjutors,  and  admirers. 

For  we  are  too  generous  and  courageous  a  people  to 
attack  the  lost  and  the  fallen  ;  it  is  only  the  Gibraltar  of 
virtue,  or  rectitude,  that  we  assaiL 

And  who  knows  but  that  all  this  may  be  a  kind,  though 
oblique  way,  that  society  has  of  acquainting  its  rival  armies 
of  votaries  and  victims ;  that  to  attempt  to  get  an  in 
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Ihglmd,  dtlier  politically  or  socially,  without  a  party,  or 
a  clique^  is  indeed  to  attempt  to  fish  in  the  air,  or  to 
hunt  in  the  sea,  or  to  indulge  the  insane  chimera,  that 
rig^t  is  stronger  than  might 

"  How  you  do,  mon  cher  T  said  the  French  attacM, 
laymg  two  fingers  gently  on  the  English  one's  shoulder,  as 
the  latter  with  his  head  down,  arranging  the  opal  buttons 
of  his  waistcoat,  was  about  to  ascend  the  stairs. 

**  Ah  I  c'est  vous,  beau  sire,"  smiled  Mr.  Saville  Vernon, 
ertendJTig  his  whole  hand  with  immense  cordiality  to 
Bossy ;  for  the  truth  was,  the  pair  fully  exemplified  the 
affection  proverbially  attributed  to  two  of  a  trada 

And  being  rivals  in  most  things,  save  languages,  in 
which  Saville  Vernon  had  indisputably  the  advantage ; 
they  mutually  feared,  and  consequently  disliked  each 
other — and,  as  the  diplomatic  unnatural  result  of  so  doing, 
could  not  live  out  of  each  other's  society,  which  passed  for 
I  most  romantic  friendship  in  the  world. 

Vernon  was  decidedly  handsome  ;  but  in  the  true,  stag- 
nant, Anglo-Saxon  style ;  by  no  means  underrating  the 
attribute,  but  thinking  that  conquests  and  every  other 
succis  de  society,  must,  as  a  matter  of  course,  come  to 
him. 

And,  therefore,  there  was  no  earthly  use  in  his  endan- 
gmng  the  set  of  his  hair— or  worse  still,  of  his  collar,  in 
nmning  after  them. 

And  so,  when  he  came  forth, — ^like  Waller's  Sacharissa, 
he  merely  "  suflTered  himself  to  be  admired." 

And  as  long  as  British  females  are  what  they  are,  he 
could  not  possibly  reckon  without  his  host — of  ladies, 
young,  old,  and  middle-aged  —  making  all  possible 
advances  to  him.  The  Prenchman,  on  the  other  hand, 
though  he  had  in  reality  quite  as  high  an  estimate  of  his 
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own  attraction^  and  as  sinoere  an  admiration  for  them, 
yet,  £rom  an  hereditary  way  they  have  in  Franoe  of  always 
treating  every  woman  with  Ae  respect  due  to  a  queen, 
and  the  devotion  awarded  to  a  goddess,  he  made  a  point 
of  presenting  arms,  that  is,  of  lowering  his  own  Narcissian 
oriflamme  to  any  of  the  other  sex.  Au  reste^  with  regard  to 
his  general  character,  he  was  both  nationally  and  naturaUy 
much  more  mercurial,  as  like  his  red-bearded  ancestor, 
"  Le  Seignieur  d'Amboise  ;*'  he  also  was  a  "  beau  cher- 
cheur  de  noise,"  and  therefore,  when  unrestrained  by  the 
regal  presence  of  the  gentler  sex,  at  petiU  diners  or  Mouperw 
de  garfom,  he  would  give  way  to  animal  spirits  so  per- 
fectly gjrmnastic,  that  merely  witnessing  them  was  quite 
sufficient  to  make  the  more  amadou  temperament  of 
Vernon  feel  languid  and  &tigued. 

"  Oh  !  by  the  bye,  Bussy,  will  you  dine  with  me  on 
Thm-sday  next  f*  said  the  more  quiescent  dandy,  pulling 
up  at  the  first  landing,  just  as  the  groom  of  the  chambers 
was  about  to  boom  their  names  through  the  densely 
crowded  rooms. 

"  How  manys?"  asked  the  other,  fiatically,  as  he  twirled 
his  moustache,  in  a  state  of  suspended  deliberatioa 

"  Only  seven  if  you  come,  my  dear  Apicius,"  smiled 
the  Amphitryon. 

"  Bon ;  septani  convivium,  novem  convicum."*  Je  suia 
des  votres,  mon  cher  Lucullus,"  responded  the  gastronome^ 
with  a  pendant  Irwirl  of  his  other  moustache,  *'  mais  je 
vous  avoue,  dat  I  trembles  at  9es  diners  de  garQon  en 
Angleterre,  except  ven  dey  are  gives  at  ze  clobes^  for  you 
have  salles  k  manger  no  biggers  aen  glove-boxes^  and  ao^ 

*  ''  Seven  is  a  banquet,  nine  a  brawl/'  a  &rourite  maxim 
with  the  Boman  epicures. 
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TOfus  antres  Anglaia^  savent  tree  Men  avaler,  yous  ne  aarec 
pas  manger." 

"  Hi  pourtant !  mon  cher,  il  /a  des  choses  que  noTus  ne 
iaiiri(»ia  avaler ;  et  dependant  que  nous  font  manger  k  ceuz 
qui  nous  lea  offiient" 

"  Lea  quellea,  je  vous  prie  f' 

"  Why,  when  we  make  people  eat  their  words." 

"Eats  dere  vordes?  diantre!  if  dey  is  de  English 
▼Ofdes  dey  most  be  as  coriace  as  dere  meats, — ^bien !"  cried 
Bossy,  suddenly  nudging  his  companion  as  they  entered 
the  first  ante-room,  to  call  his  attention  to  a  skeleton 
studded  with  diamonds,  in  the  person  of  the  dowager 
Lsdy  Agincourt,  the  palsied  motion  of  whose  head,  as  she 
macadamiEed  a  Moral  Essay  to  Lady  Pumperville,  caused 
the  three  rows  of  splendid  brilliants,  intersected  with  pear- 
shaped  pearls,  on  her  neck,  to  bob  about  as  if  they  were 
pUying  leap-frog  with  her  collar-bonea 

*'  Hein  de  grftce  regardez  la  vielle  Agincourt  avec  sea 
minauderies  surann^  et  ses  rivifercs  de  diamaus  qui  se 
promeneut  par  sauts  et  par  bonds,  en  tr^uchants  k 
chaqiie  instant,  contre  les  protuberances  escarp^  de  son 
effrayant  ddcolletage  d'honneur,  c'est  impayable,  elle,  et  la 
PompeiTille,  qui  rachSte  en  morale  prdch^  les  d^vergon- 
dagea  de  leur  jeunesse,  qui  du  reste  ont  4t&  assez  leste* 
ment  trouss^/' 

*•  Ha !  ha  !  ha !"  gently  cachinnated  Vernon.  "  Voila 
pourquoi  elles  finissent  en  capucinadea" 

**En  effet,"  responded  Bussy,  with  another  twirl  of  his 
moustache,  c*est  presque  toujours  le  br^viaire  des  anciennes 
pechcresses,  elles  n'y  manquent  non  plus,  que  mars  en 
csir^me." 

The  subject  of  Lady  Agincourt's  homily  to  her  friend. 
Lady  Pomperville,  was  a  regret  at  the  romantic  and  sen- 
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timental  turn  of  Lady  Portarjis's  mind,  for  that  sort  of 
women,  when  they  were  unhappy  in  their  minxxge^  were  so 
apt  to  ruin  themselves  with  some  silly,  serious  attachment; 
as  from  not  being  able  to  control,  or  rather  to  conceal 
their  feelings,  they  never  knew  how  to  manage  little 
affairs  of  that  kind,  and  then  esclandres  were  not  only  so 
vulgar,  but  were  positively  the  detective  police  of  civilized 
society  !  not  stopping  at  the  culprit  actually  denounced, 
but  stirring  up  and  dragging  to  light  a  thousand  other 
extraneous  matters. 

"Ah,  very  true,  my  dear  Lady  Agincourt,"  sighed  Lady 
Pumperville;  "  exactly  what  I  used  to  tell  poor  dear  silly 
Lady  Nelborough,  who  might  have  gone  on  till  now,  had 
she  only  taken  my  advice,^  instead  of  going  off  and  making 
one  of  those  epoch  scandals,  which  become  historical  in 
society,  and  are  therefore  past  either  negativing  or  vamisb- 
ing,  really  of  the  two,  prononc^es  feelings  are  even  worse 
and  more  mauvais  ton,  than  prononc^es  msamers;  look 
now,  on  the  other  hand,  how  beautifully  dear  Lady 
Templeton  alwajrs  managed,  even  during  Lord  Coverdale's 
lifetime;  every  one  knew  of  her  affair,  not  only  with  Lord 
Templeton,  but  all  her  other  little  episodes,  but  nobody 
ever  thought  of  saying  a  word  about  them,  or  of  breaking 
the  seal  of  Lord  Coverdale's  content,  as  long  as  he  stuck 
to  his  claret,  and  left  Lord  Templeton  his  Countess;  and 
when  at  last  he  had  the  good  breeding  to  die,  and  Lord  Tem- 
pleton married  her,  you  know  it  had  quite  the  effect  of  a 
beautiful  long  attachment  and  constancy-rewarded  sort  of 
affair,  and  thoughforeigners  areguilty  of  innumerable  i^i7tfe# 
and  gaiAcheries,  in  complimenting  her  on  the  intense  like- 
ness of  all  the  Coverdales  to  Lord  Templeton,  still,  that  is 
only  a  petit  mot  pour  rire,  and  she  has  such  charming 
manners,  and  is  such  a  popular  person  in  society,  that  she 
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it  quite  as  rSpandue  at  'our  virtaous  court'  as  any  where 
else." 

"What  a  pity  it  is,  then,"  concluded  the  virtuous  (no  pru- 
iaU)  Lady  Pomperville,  with  another  sigh,  "that  women 
wiU  do  silly  things,  when  even  men  can't  afford  to  be 
openly  vicious  now-a-day&  You  and  I,  my  dear  Lady 
Aginoonrt^  are  old  enough  to  recollect  what  a  simpleton 
poor  Lord  Byron  made  of  himself  by  not  only  affichiing 
his  Uze  morale^  but  actually  doing  it  in  capitals  !  whereas 

thereare and and and fifty  thousand  times 

greater  profligates  than  ever  he  was,  and  ten  million  times 
greater  monsters  as  men,  and  brutes  as  husbands,  than  he 
was,  or  had  time  to  be,  and  yet,  you  see  by  dint  of  the 
most  adamantine  hypocrisy,  well  seasoned  with  sprightly 
lies,  and  solenm  perjuries,  and  fine  sentiments  in  print, 
and  in  public,  they  get  themselves  actually  puffed  off  as 
great  moralists ! ! !  which  is  the  nolo  mi  tangere  thistle  they 
throw  to  that  dne  tnorutre,  the  public,  to  prevent  its  inter- 
fering with  their  private  peccadillos.  But,  poor  Lady 
Portarjis,  I  fear,  with  that  crjrstal  face  of  hers,  which  lets 
erery  feeling  be  seen  through  it,  will  yet  do  some  sUly 
thing.  Ah,  Talleyrand  should  have  gone  a  step  further, 
and  said  that  words  were  not  only  given  to  us  to 
conceal  our  thoughts,  but  above  all,  to  conceal  our 
actions." 

"  Comme  vous  dites  chfere,"  nodded  the  old  Lady  Agin- 
court,  while  the  diamonds  continued  to  jump  about  in  the 
most  mercurial  manner,  as  if  proud  of  their  pertinacity  in 
bang  the  only  brilliant  things  that  still  hovered  round 
her. 

But  here,  the  old  Duke  of  Longchin,  looking  blue  as  his 
own  garter,  at  the  remorseless  manner  in  which  his  feet 
(albeit  more  tender  than  his  heart)  had  been  trodden  on  in 
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the  crowd,  approached  the  two  Dowagers,  who  speakmg 
in  their  highest  key,  in  consideration  of  his  deafiiesi, 
simultaneously  expressed  their  regret  at  his  being  '*the 
star'*  they  had  missed,  not  exactly  from  heaven,  birt 
from  every  crush  they  had  been  at,  for  the  last 
fortnight 

''  AhT'  -said  he,  with  his  hand  to  his  ear,  to  catch  th« 
sympathetic  sounds;  ''I  have  been  at  Brighton,  flyii^ 
from  my  annual  foe,  the  hay  fever.*' 

"  My  dear  Duke,'*  said  Lady  Pumperville^  putting  her 
lips  close  to  his  ear;  "  you  see  you  have  the  advantage  oi 
us  all,  for  each  succeeding  year  you  can  count  upon  being 
in  your  A^-day." 

The  fi-devant  jeune  homme,  did  not  catch  the  ezaot 
purport  of  her  words,  but  assuming  from  her  manner,  and 
from  the  La  Tremouille  blood  she  boasted  in  her  veins, 
that  as  usual.  Lady  Pumperville  was  paying  him  some 
compliment,  for  with  such,  is  the  daily  bread  of  rich 
bachelor  Dukes  in  all  countries  kneaded;  he  replied  with 
a  bow — "Toiyours,  amiable  chfere  Comtesse!"  and  the 
trio  then  proceeded  to  discuss  the  —  Coronation, 
when  the  Duke  informed  them  that  he  had  had  all  his 
cameos,  onyxes,  sardonyxes  and  intaglios,  mounted  in  a 
pareur  for  his  niece.  Lady  Honfleur,  to  wear  on  that 
occasion,  upon  which  both  the  dowagers  duetted — 

"  Charming !  but  my  dear  Duke  you  have  such 
taste!" 

While  Bussy,  who  heard  this  startling  announcement^  as 
he  bowed  to  the  group,  en  passant,  muttered  with  a 
shrug  of  his  shoulders,  "  Ciel !  qu'elle  id^e  !  elle  aura  Fair 
d'un  Bahut  de  la  Benaissance  !" — the  two  attach^  darned 
their  way  through  the  crowd  impervious  to  the  preve- 
nances  of  the  young   ladies^  who  not  only  so   kindly 
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(And  to  ahaxe  their  seals  with  them,  but  added  the 
dbeapoof ''Docomehere?  there  is  plenty  of  room  !" 

Ihej  at  length  beheld  a  vista  of  the  fourth  room,  and 
Uif  Fottaijia,  at  the  end  of  it,  looking  yeij  handsome, 
mj  langoid,  and  very  mneh  bored,  from  her  prolonged 
mieh  fbr   chil  things  to  say  to  her  guests  of  all 
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fbimd  far  Tnmee,  Spain,  and  Italy,  and  the  geographic 
ed  foes,  Bnssia  and  Tmfcey,  were  at  least  congenial  in 
reqairing  nothing  from  a  beantifol  woman  bui  her 
bcsnty.  Germany,  too,  she  conld  supfdy  fnmk  its  own 
inldlectaal  rilver,  and  silver  lead-minea  The  most  di£S« 
eilt  of  an  to  cater  for,  were  the  endless  social  degrees 
tnd  grades,  of  her  own  compatriots,  floating  like  so 
many  uniform  passionless,  colourless  lilies  upon  the  sur- 
face of  the  frozen  stagnant  pool  of  their  own  conven- 
tionality. These,  coupled  with  the  "  raw  material  *' 
coarseness  of  American  independence,  were  the  **flat, 
stale,  and  unprofitable'*  portions  of  her  weary  way 
through  the  crowded  desert.  She  had  once  a  week 
during  the  London  season  to  traverse  at  her  own 
house. 

"  Ck>mme  elle  est  belle,  ce  soir ! "  said  Bussy  to  hi:> 
companion,  honestly  lauding  his  own  taste  as  he  glance-*! 
towards  their  beautiful  hostesa  But  as  Mr.  Saville  Ver- 
non had  not  yet  had,  or  made,  an  opportunity  of  ccai- 
veying  to  Lady  Portarjis  the  Manual  of  Devotion  he  liad 
drawn  up  a  few  days  before  at  the  Foreign  OflBce,  he 
took  refuge  in  his  national  anti-demonstrativeness,  which 
on  such  occasions  generally  deviates  into  the  antipiMles 
of  sincerity.  So,  imitating  one  of  Bussy's  shrugrf,  he 
ntmchalanify  replied, ''  Elle  n'a  plus  la  beauts  du  diable/' 
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^'Soit,  mais  elle  est  toujours  diablement,  belle"  r^ 
joined  the  Frenchman.  ''Et  c'est  nne  beauts  accentu^ 
qui  vaut  tout  nn  sdrail  de  ses  jeunes  meeses,  avei 
leor  langnes  qui  parlent  sans  cesse,  et  leurs  figures,  qa 
ne  disent  rien." 

"  Hallo ;  old  fellow,"  said  Vernon,  stopping  Mr.  Pre 
derick  VUeways  in  the  door-way  of  the  last  saloon 
"where  the  deuce  have  you  been  hiding?  Berkeleg 
Square  knowsjyou  not,  and  Tattersall's  no  longer  echoec 
with  your  name ;  but  now  that  you  are  caught  at  last^ 
will  you  dine  with  me  on  Thursday  V 

"  Caught  at  last !  Good  Gkul !  my  dear  Vernon ;  what 
Cursitor  Street  phraseology  you  indulge  in,"  drawled 
the  dandy,  turning  away  his  head,  and  holding  out  both 
his  hands  in  a  deprecating  manner,  with  an  expression 
of  ineffable  disgust 

"  Eh,  nothing  personal,  I  hope  T  laughed  the  other ; 
"  but  will  you  dine  with  me  V 

"Dooced  sorry,  but  I  carit,  —  obliged  to  travel  — 
for  my  healtL" 

"Why,  what  the  deuce  is  the  matter  with  you?  I 
think  I  never  saw  a  fellow  look  so  disgustingly  and 
plethorically  welL" 

"  Ah !  general  health !  yes  ;  pewaps,  but  the  chest ! 
— the  chest! — ^is  weak,  and  our  confounded  climate  too 
hot  for  it — ^ha !  ha !  ha !"  laughed  the  Honourable  Frederick 
Vileways,  as  he  pointed  with  the  forefinger  of  his  very 
amandine-lookmg  right  hand  to  the  ruby  and  diamond 
studs  that  glittered  like  a  dioramic  firmament  along  the 
milky  way  of  his  cambric  shirt-front,  and  then  contrived 
to  slip  himself  neatly  in  among  the  dense  crowd,  as 
adroitly  as  he  would  have  inserted  a  supernumerary  trump 
into  a  pack  oi  cards  at  Boodle's  when  it  was  his  dealt 
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noogh  with  r^aid  to  the  pulmonaiy  inconvenieucc  he 

U  oomplftined  ot,  the  honourable  gentleman  only  spoke 

JBODetarily  and  metaphorically,  as  ''  The  Morning  Posf 

tVD  days  after  explained,  by  announcing  his  departure  for 

Ae  Continent^  owing  to  the  amiable  little  circumstance  of 

Im  dunking  so  much  more  of  his  friends  than  of  him- 

rit,  that  he  had  actually  made  the  awkward  mistake  of 

^pending  their  signatures  to  sundry  bills  instead  of  his 

am ;  so  Uiat,  pour  le  coup,  he  was  obliged  to  prolong  this 

fit  of  aiMence  by  remaining  for  an    indefinite   period 

ilroad 

"(Test  un  v^table  anguille,  que  ^e  Miriflore  de 
TOeways,"  said  Bussy,  looldng  with  a  degree  of  wonder 
fiot  immixed  with  envy,  at  the  retreating  head  of  the 
dindy,  as  he  watched  it  like  a  dissolving-view  ncaring 
the  last  room,  while  he  himself  was  effectually  kept  back 
hj  the  human  wall  he  had  not  the  art  of  penetrating. 

"  Angoille  k  la  Tartare,  done,  vA  que  c'est  vous  qui 
Taccommode,"  laughed  Lady  Selina  Vileways,  touching 
Ae  arm  of  the  speaker  with  her  fen,  not  so  much  by  way 
of  defending  her  brother,  as  to  detach  herself  from 
her  mother  s  arm  and  take  that  of  Bussy,  whose  sallies  she 
always  found  so  much  more  amusing  than  her  mother's 
crinoline  politics,  and  paperasse  party-spirit,  that  she 
wa3  never  tired  of  doling  out  to  every  old  woman  of  either 
sex,  which  so  retarded  their  progress,  as  to  make  the 
transit  of  the  smallest  room  a  sort  of  journey  from  Dan  to 
Beersheba,  wherein  poor  Lady  Selina  found  "all  barren." 
Seeing  that  Lady  Jamley,  when  disencumbered  of  her 
daughter,  was  about  to  pounce  upon  him  f ante  de  mienx, 
as  one  breathing  at  least,  not  exactly  the  odour  of  sanctity, 
but  of  its  antipodes,  state  papers. 
Mr.  Savill«  Vemon,  espying  an  open  side-door,  made  a 
VOI4  h  ** 
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precipitated  and  diagonal  retreat^  knowing  tihot  tiliat 
passage  once  reached,  he  should  be  able,  vid  a  boudoir  at 
the  end  of  it,  to  get  into  the  room  wfaei:e  Lady  Portaijis 
was  without  any  further  impediment  On  entering  tUs 
temple  of  the  absent  divinity,  which  still  breathed  iu  it 
were  of  her,  for  verily  the  bitter  herbs  which  were  cmshed 
to  offer  up  in  incense  on  the  Hebrew  altars,  are  well  and 
abundantly  replaced  by  the  crushed  feelings  and  bitter 
thoughts  that  most  women  are  ceaselessly  offering  up  fron 
that  desolate  and  desecrated  altar  of  a  martyred  faith,  their 
own  heart  And  the  atmosphere  of  this  quiet  niche  in  tiie 
great  house,  now  seemed  redolent  of  the  sweet,  sad,  but 
withal  holy  incense  of  many  sighs,  as  if 

"  Some  softening  dream  of  love  and  prayer 
Had  lingered  on  each  mute  object  there." 

The  light  shed  from  one  pale,  rose-coloured,  ground-glass, 
lotus-shaped  lamp,  suspended  from  the  ceiling  with  chains 
of  sUver  lilies,  was  as  soft  and  shadowy  as  all  the  otiier 
harmonious  blendings  of  the  place,  and  seemed  more  to 
circle  them  like  the  gentle  memory  of  some  long-set  joy, 
than  to  glare  on  them  with  the  prying  intensity  of  a  vivid 
ray.  The  shrine  was  worthy  of  the  divinity,  being  a 
perfect  gem  of  its  kind ;  the  doors  were  of  the  most 
elaborately  and  delicately-carved  Ceylon  ivory,  lined  with 
blush-coloured  pink  satin,  with  draperies  (forming  por- 
tieres) of  Valenciennes  lace  lined  with  the  sama  The 
walls  were  hung  with  a  similar  shade  of  satin,  embroidered 
in  bunches  of  silver  lily  of  ike  valley,  standing  out  in 
natural  relief,  with  draperies  of  lace  all  round,  caught  up 
at  intervals  with  silver  cords  and  ta«sels,  while  in  the 
centre  pannel  of  two  sides  of  the  room,  and  over  the 
jnantel-piece  was  inserted  an  oval  mirror,  reaching  from 
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the  coiling  to  the  ground,  with  an  archway  of  gilt  trcllis- 
work  projecting  from  the  top  and  sides,  and  covered  with 
a  profiision  of  luxuriant  growing  foliage,  which,  with  the 
iBasion  produced  by  the  looking-glasses,  had  the  appear- 
snce  of  so  many  different  charmilles  leading  on  into  a 
lista  of  enchantment  worthy  of  the  gardens  of  Armida. 

Tie  carpet  of  this  mimic  rus  in  urbe  was  not  only 
beautiful  in  itself  but  was  a  chefd*ceuvre  as  a  work  of  art^ 
being  composed  of  beautifully  shaded  green  chenilles,  which 
perfectly  imitated  the  freshest  and  softest  moss,  amid 
which  spring  up  a  perfect  enamel  of  equally  natural  wild 
flowers,  acting  their  parts  so  well  as  to  rival  the  elasticity 
of  their  prototypes,  and  never  appear  the  worse  for  being 
trampled  upon.  In  two  comers  of  the  room,  at  right 
angles,  were  two  alabaster  fountains  of  perfumed  waters, 
the  one  group  representing  Hylas  borne  aWay  by  the 
nymphs  ;  the  other,  .£gle,  and  two  other  Naiades  gather- 
ing water-lilies,  also  sculptured  in  that  same  pretty 
ftmine  marbla  In  the  other  two  comers  were  semi- 
circular bookcases,  reaching  from  the  ceiling  to  the  ground, 
the  fronts  of  which  were  also  composed  of  ivory,  inlaid 
with  gold,  the  piece  of  leather  descending  over  the  books 
being  of  pale  rose-coloured  kid,  stamped  with  gold,  while 
all  the  books  were  uniformly  bound  in  white  vellum  and 
gold  ;  but  what  gave  to  these  book-cases  a  peculiar  light- 
nesij  was  that  they  were  in  the  form  of  niiarets  at  the  top. 

With  regard  to  the  bijouterie  and  objects  of  tertu 
scattered  artistically  about,  the  Vatican  or  Louvre  them- 
selves,  could  scarcely  have  shown  a  more  costly  display  of 
onyx;  sardonyx,  ruby,  and  Benvenuto  Cellini  tazzas, 
ornaments,  and  intaglios.  A  beautiful  enamel  copy  of 
the  Mona  Liza  was  among  the  pictorial  gems,  in  a  folding 
up  book-like  frame;  one  or  two  exquisite  modem  Sfevres 
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vaaes,  in  Constantin's  happiest  style,  with  little  fiEdry-like 
masterpieces  of  Pctitots,  which  might  have  passed  for  the 
court  beauties  of  Oberon  and  Titania.  The  Piccolo  piano 
was  also  carved  ivory,  inlaid  with  gold,  and  on  the 
top  of  it,  lay  in  most  coquettish  contrast,  a  real  old  Man- 
dolin-shaped Estramadura  guitar.  The  circular  table  near 
the  couch,  was  covered  with  a  sort  of  green  velvet  houising, 
made  to  fit  it,  reaching  to  the  floor,  and  bordered  with  a 
deep  bullion  fringe;  a  few  books  were  scattered  about  it 

In  the  centre  was  a  green  circular  tin,  which  being 
filled  with  flowers  formed  a  wreath,  that  looked  as  if  it 
had  just  been  unbound  frt)m  the  brows  of  Flora  herself 
and  flung  down  upon  the  tabla  At  each  comer  of  the 
velvet-covered  mantel-piece,  was  a  large  osier  hat-shaped 
basket,  richly  gilt,  and  filled  with  the  rarest  flowers.  The 
jewelled  Sevres  time-piece  was  an  allegory  of  the  world-old 
gospel  of  "  Le  temps  fait  passer  V amour ;"  and  here,  at  one 
end  of  the  gilded  boat,  the  veteran  was  rowing  briskly  and 
steadily  away,  while  at  the  other  end,  tired  to  death,  and 
looking  even  more  bored  than  tired,  sat  listless  Love,  with 
drooping  wings,  and  the  oar  dropping  from  his  enervated 
grasp.  As  this  pendule  was  in  the  Louis  Quatorze  taste^ 
it  might  have  been,  and  most  probably  was,  an  experience 
of  one  of  the  Fontanges,  Lavalliferes,  or  Montespans; 
rendered  permanent  in  Vermeil,  by  Madame  de  Maintenon, 
and  sunnounted  by  the  frail  and  brittle  graces  of  the 
royal  "fine  porcelaine."  The  luxurious  causeuse  and 
cabriole  chairs,  with  their  eider-down  squabs,  were  also 
of  inlaid  ivory,  covered  with  pink  satin  and  silver  brocade. 

Having  taken  all  this  entourage  in  at  a  glance,  the 
intruder  looked  through  the  door,  that  opened  into  the 
suite  of  reception-rooms,  and  there  beheld,  in  the  one  next 
adjoining,  the  otject  of  his  adoration — no,  of  his  pursuit 
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— Jwr  the  so-called  gallantry  of  men  of  the  world,  seldom 
or-nerer  deviates  into  the  former  sin  of  idolatry,  but  is 
generally  begnn,  ended,  and  all  comprised,  in  the  latter 
octhodoxly  conventional  vice. 

With  hair  of  an  almost  purple  black,  Lady  Portarjis 
mited  a  stdn  of  the  finest  texture  and  the  most  dazzling 
whiteness,  and  eyes  of  the  darkest  and  softest  blue,  long 
cut  and  almond-shaped,  with  white  heavy  lids,  fringed 
with  long  dark  silken  lashes,  so  long,  that  they  cast  their 
dndows  upon  her  soft  and  faintly  tinted  cheeks.  The 
noee,  without  being  absolutely  Grecian,  was  straight,  finely 
diifldled,  and  of  the  most  delicate  whiteness,  harmoniously 
blending  with  a  beautifully  short,  curved  upper  lip,  whose 
twin  under  one,  had  a  slight  pout,  but  when  both  agreed  to 
anile,  they  did  so  in  the  most  charming  round  little  dimples 
imaginable,  displaying  two  rows  of  small  pearl-like  teeth, 
besutifiilly  arched  in  the  lovely  head  that  served  them  for 
a  casket;  a  head  most  exquisitely  set  on  the  small  white 
round  neck  and  gracefully  falling  shoulders.  Nothing 
conld  exceed  the  symmetry  of  the  slight  yet  full  bust, 
except  perhaps  the  beautifully  modelled  arms  and  hands 
appended  to  it;  too  well  proportioned  to  appear  as  tall 
as  she  really  was,  the  {lanc4e  slightness  of  her  figure  gave 
to  her  all  the  charm  of  petitesse,  combined  with  the 
elegance  of  height. 

Her  dress  consisted  of  a  perfectly  plain  purple  velvet 
robe,  without  guipure  or  any  other  ornament,  save  a  girdle 
of  brilliants,  marking  the  svelte  outline  of  her  waist; 
and  one  white  moss  rose  in  the  corsage  of  her  dress, 
whose  leaves  could  scarcely  have  been  distinguished  from 
the  bosom  on  which  they  reposed,  but  for  their  green 
tdiage.  The  rich  masses  of  her  dark  hair  were  wreathed 
in  plaits,  plainly  round  her  head,  and  the  one  thick  cable 
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that  circled  her  forehead  like  a  diadem,  alone  was  studded 
with  diamond  stars,  the  centre  brilliant  of  each  star  being 
set  loose  like  a  pendulum,  emitted  meteoric  scintil- 
lations every  time  she  moved,  and  amid  the  mid  night 
of  her  hair,  really  glittered  like  a  firmament. 

Withdrawing  his  eyes  from  the  mirror  in  the  boudoir, 
and  actually  for  a  few  seconds  forgetting  the  omnipresence 
of  his  own  identity,  Saville  Vernon  stood  contemplating 
this  beautiful  vision,  and  as  he  did  so,  he  sighed — was  it 
a  sigh  arising  out  of  that  compound  of  admiration,  vanity, 
and  selfishness,  for  which,  to  fijid  ''a  local  habitation 
and  a  name,"  the  generality  of  men  purloin,  and  profane 
that  of  love? — or,  was  it  a  genuine  heart  vapour,  emaua- 
tiag  from  a  better  source;  in  a  word,  was  it  a  sigh  of 
regret,  at  contemplating  the  desecration  of  one  of  the 
fairest  living  temples?  Neither  the  one,  nor  the  other; 
and  if  that  sigh  had  a  meaning,  and  that  meaning  had 
been  translated  into  club,  or  drawing-room  vernacular,  the 
sentence  would  have  run  thus: — 

''Confounded  bore !  all  these  people  being  here;  but 
between  one  thing  or  another,  a  fellow  never  has  a  chance ;" 
and  then  he  sighed  again;  but  this  time  it  was  decided!} 
truffles-— or  that  Chipolata  pudding — ^for  he  had  dined 
at  Lord  Mount  Fungus's,  and  as  Bussy  truly  remarked — 
"  Ces  diners  Mount  Fungus,  vous  disent  des  injures,  poui 
huit  jours  apr&;" — nevertheless,  it  must  not  be  supposed 
that  there  was  anything  particularly  bad  about  Mr.  Saville 
Vernon — ^far  from  it;  he  was  too  indolent  to  be  even  verjf 
vicious,  and  on  the  other  hand,  he  had  not  stuff  enough 
in  him  to  make  a  villain;  he  was  merely  one  of  the  masa^ 
eminently  selfish,  and  pre-eminently  conventional;  culling 
all  his  experiences  from  the  most  ordinary  and  commcm- 
place  intelligences,  and  obtaining  his  sentiments  (such  as 
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Hmf  Iran)  Eke  his  shirts^  ready  made»  and  oi  the  most 
pattern;  and  so  he  admired  Lady  Portarjis, 
every  one  said  ''she  was  a  deuced  nice  woman," 
and  fuBcied  himself  in  love  with  her,  "  because  so  many 
Ulows^  said  they  were;  and  then  again  '* it  deddedly  gave 
a  fieUofw  a  lift  in  society — it  was,  in  shorty  equivalent  to 
having  a  celebrated  chef,  or  possessing  an  unique  collection 
ol  old  ruby  glass,  or  Capo  de  Monte  chinar— or  out-bidding 
cniWDfid  heads  for  a  Murillo — or  the  Bothschilds  for  a 
iuidseer— or  being  a  sine  gud  non  to  the  yearly  flitting 
lo  BaliKval,  to  be  after  a  woman  of  that  sort." 

lioffeover,Portarjis  was  too  bad  land  did  behave  devilish 
in  to  her,  ergOj  of  course  she  was,  or  ought  to  be,  quite 
Sttdy  to  let  other  men  follow  his  example.  Not  only  did 
it  never  enter  his  head  to  think  what  might  be  the 
consequence  to  Lady  Portarjis,  were  those  pretty  little 
incitements  organized  into  a  successfid  scheme,  but  he  did 
not  even  contemplate  the  matter  from  that  point  of  view, 
few  men  do ;  and  from  the  one  he  did  look  upon  it, 
namely,  the  possible  contretemps  and  chances  it  might 
entail  upon  him,  he  instantly  reassured  himself  by  the 
highly  satisCEU^ry  reflection  that  grandes  pasaiojis,  elope- 
ments, and  compromising  esclandres  of  that  description 
were  now  thoroughly  exploded,  except  among  hair- 
dressers' apprentices,  and  maids  of  all  work,  whereas  cases, 
and  that  sort  of  thing,  were  always  going  on  in  society. 

While  Mr.  Saville  Vernon  was  involuntarily  putting 
himself  through  this  little  course  of  one-sided  moral 
philosophy,  which,  indeed,  was  no  other  than  that  particular 
species  (rf  sophism  in  rhetoric,  technically  and  appro- 
priately called  "  A  Ceooodilb,*"  and  satisfactorily  weighing 

•  As  the  origin  of  this  rhetorical  term  of  "  Crocodile" 
may  not  be  known  to  all  our  yoxmg  lady  readers,  it  may  be 
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his  own  mascnline  limited  liabilities,  and  at  the  same-i 
jilting  his  own  image  in  the  glass  to  gaze  iq>on  La£j 
Portarjis's  glorious  beauty !  his  nerves,  or  rather  Ui 
dandjrism,  received  a  severe  shock  by  the  approach  of  s 
trio  towards  the  beautiful  hostess,  whose  parallel^  or 
prototype,  he  had  never  seen  in  those  rooms,  nor  indeed 
in  any  other  London  rooms  befora  They  consisted  of 
two  female,  and  one  male  specimen  ;  the  first  of  the  former 
being  a  pale-eyed,  pale-faced  woman,  of  about  sixty,  with 
a  sort  of  battle-axe  sternness  of  feature,  which  gave  to  hear 
countenance  a  most  tranchante  and  relentless  expressiaQ 
Her  dress  (and  dress  it  might  be,)  though  gown  it  certainly, 
could  not  be  called,  consisted  of  a  tight  casing  of  black 
satin,  made  like  a  cuirasse^  high  up  to  her  throat,  almost 

as  well  to  state  that  the  source  of  its  being  so  applied  was 
from  this  old  fable  of  the  poets : — "  A  poor  woman,  begging 
a  crocodile  who  had  caught  her  son  while  he  was  walking 
by  the  river  side,  to  spare  his  life  and  restore  him  to  her ; 
the  Crocodile  replied  that  he  would  do  so,  provided  she 
gave  a  true  answer  to  the  question  he  should  propose.  The 
question  was,  *  Will  I  restore  thy  son  or  not  ?'  To  which 
the  poor  woman,  suspecting  a  deceit,  sorrowfully  answered^ 
*^  Thou  wilt  not,"  and  demanded  to  have  him  restored, 
because  she  had  answered  truly.  "  Thou  liest,"  said  the 
Crocodile,  "for  if  I  restore  him  to  thee,  thou  hast  not 
answered  truly  ;  I  cannot,  therefore,  do  so,  without  making 
thy  answer  false.** 

APPLICATION. 

The  snares  profligate  men  spread  for  their  victims  are 
all  sided,  against  which,  Tbuth  in  their  prey,  is  no  defence; 
but,  on  the  contrary,  often  only  serves  as  an  additional 
springe  for  the  Arcana  of  their  destruction. 
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Ip  her  chin,  where  it  appeared  to  be  doing  a  little 
kncBopathic  martTrdoin  for  her,  in  the  shape  of  gentle 
itmigDlation,  while  the  ct^ffure  that  snrmomited  this 
peeoliar,  or  perhaps  we  should  say,  serioa9  costume^  was  of 
a  sum  nondescript  character  still,  as  it  was  an  elaborate 
eiSee  in  white  tarlatan,  evidently  intended  as  a  sort  of 
triple  compromise  between  the  domestic  bereavement  and 
icpose  department  of  a  widow's  cap,  and  a  night-cap,  on 
die  one  hand,  and  the  conforming  to  the  gands  and 
unities  of  the  world,  in  an  attempt  at  a  turban,  on  the 
ottter,  though  it  must  be  confessed  that  neither  the 

**  Fly  firom  the  world,  oh,  Bessy  to  me," 

of  the  cap  side  of  the  question,  nor  the 

"  We  met,  'twas  in  a  crowd, 
And  I  thought  you  would  shun  me  !" 

of  the  turban  illustration,  derived  any  additional  grace 
from  the  two  braids  of  iron-grey,  thin,  straight  hair  that 
bordered  them  in  a  dark,  hard,  barrier  of  outline  that 
Albert  Durer  might  have  equalled,  but  certainly  could  not 
have  surpassed.  The  pendant  female  figure  was  that  of  a 
decidedly  young  and  pretty  woman,  with  a  little  more  of 
her  ivory  throat  to  be  seen,  though  none  of  her  shoulders, 
except  the  rounded  silhouette  that  appeared  through  the 
high  black  crape  dress,  lined  with  thick  lutestring.  She 
also  wore  a  sign — as  a  widow's  cap  may  be  called,  when 
snrmounting  a  young  and  pretty  face,  whereas,  when  those 
signals  of  distress  arehoisted  by  perfect  Gorgons,  they  may 
fairly  be  denominated  "wonders!"  for  one  cannot  hut 
wonder  how  certain  faces  ever  came  by  such  things. 
But  this  particular  "  widow's  cap  had  nothing  weedy  and 
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wan  about  it;"  ou  the  contrary,  there  was  a  lighl 
setherial  fluttering,  as  it  were,  in  its  impalpable  goaaamflr 
texture,  which  plainly  told  to  aU  whom  it  might  conoenv 
that,  that  croaking  crone,  E3q>erience,  was  safely  buried 
four  Cftthoms  deep  with  *'  the  dear  deceased,"  and  Hope 
alone  dwelt  there,  making  merry  music  with  Folly's  cap 
and  bells,  stuck  jauntily  on  the  top  of  her  anchor.  There 
is  no  exactly  telling  whether  it  was  the  thousand  and  <»ie 
pretty  little  chimeras  she  kept  whispering  into  the  young 
widow's  ear,  or  a  conscientious  conviction  of  how  much 
more  beautiful  she  could,  and  would,  have  looked,  had  she 
been  dressed  like  a  Christian  instead  of  like  a  saint,  as 
her  mother  insisted  she  should  dress,  which  caused  the 
latter  to  blush  so  deeply  and  incessantly,  as  she  made*her 
way  through  the  crowd,  or  a  latent  sense  of  the  ridiculous, 
at  the  ill-advised  charge  they  were  making  upon  the  unities 
of  that  aristocratic  mob,  by  their  three-abreast  advent,  for 
tlic  sedate  young  wMowwas  divided  by  her  solemn  brother, 
from  her  serious  mother. 

Now,  if  the  most  accomplished  fine  gentleman  that  ever 
lived,  from  the  unencumbered  estate  days  of  Adonis,  down 
to  tlie  heavily  mortgaged  with  starch  and  broad  cloth 
ones  of  Bnmimel,  wanted  to  take  out  a  patent  for  looking 
ridiculous  I  he  would  only  have  to  go  to  a  poulterer^s  and 
get  himself  trussed  for  a  woman  on  each  arm.  What^ 
then,  must  have  been  the  appearance  of  a  very  lank,  very 
tall,  male  individual,  with  those  elongated  coat-tails 
peculiar  to  Roman  Catholic  Priests  and  Paseyites,  a  plain 
dog-collar  in  white  cambric  round  hLs  throat,  his  head 
rising  from  his  long  neck  in  NoahVarkish  fashion  above 
it,  and  a  ])air  of  round-rimmed  tortoisesliell  spectacles 
adding"  lack-lustre"  to  his  eyes,  refracting  all  sorts  of  rig- 
xag  shadows  over  his  magpie  costume,  and  giving  him  a 
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jfair  oar  of  an  amholatjng  Hexapla^*  with  a  female  figure^ 
«h  IB  we  have  attempted  to  describe,  tacked  uzider 

TbB  air  was  perfectly  tesselated  with  the  mosaic  of 
tbi&A  ejaculations^  this  eztraordinaiy  trio  elicited  from 
tke  assembled  spectators  ;  as  the  fonner  advanced  in  an 
nkoken  colunm,  that  did  infinite  credit  to  the  strategy  of 
tke  Ciharch  militant.  But  above  all  these  faintly  sup- 
jKsaed  exclamations  of  surprise,  accompanied  as  they 
lere  with  an  obligato  giggle  from  the  young  ladies,  might 
be  heard  the  "  good  gwacious  Heavens  /"  of  the  baulverses 
diadieSk  who  were,  to  a  moustache,  perfectly  electrified 
It  this  vision !  which  they  declared  nenk  can.  exceeded 
&e  '* Uncle  Tom"  assificationa  at  Stafibrd  House;  for. 
the  Duchess  of  Sutherland  only  had  Mrs.  Beecher  Stowe  ; 
kt  where  on  earth  did  Lady  Fortarjis  mean  to  slow 
&ue  natural  curiosities  of  hers  i  and  who  were  these 

''  Three  Black  Graces?" 

Neither  Law,  nor  Physic  ;  though,  according  to  the  esti- 
mate that  two  of  them  had  of  themselves,  they  might  Lay 
daim  to  divinity,  for  the  broadcloth  and  the  weeds,  were 
the  flower  of  a  serious  family,  being  no  other  than  Mrs. 
llomington,  of  Momington  Manor,  Field  Fleury,  lier 
eldest  daughter  the  pretty  widow,  Mrs.  Delmar,  and  her 
eldest  son,  Luther  Momington,  or  as  his  mother  called 
hJT".  an  advanced  centurion  in  the  Army  of  Martyrs  ! 
But  as  the  mother  and  son,  with  their  pretty  daughter 

•  A  book  containing  the  Hebrew  text  of  tlie  Bible 
written  in  Hebrew  and  Greek  characters,  with  translations 
of  the  Septuagiut,  Aquila,  Theodosian,  and  Symmachut,  in 
gix  several  columns. 
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and  aister,  pursued  their  solemn  progress  towards  the  fiur 
hostess,  who  was  the  handsome  young  guardsman,  in  a 
very  differently  cut  black  coat  from  Luther  Momington's ; 
propelling  himself  through  all  impediments,  as  it  were, 
by  a  vigorous,  yet  nervous  twirling  of  his  moustache,  and' 
evidently  endeavouring  to  cover  his  retreat  at  the  other  end 
of  the  room,  as  Sir  Hugh  de  Byons,  his  glass  fixed  in  his 
eye,  very  inopportunely  barred  his  passage,  by  calling  his 
attention  to  the  strange  group,  vid  the  following 
remark : — 

"  A  devilish  pretty  face,  that,  'pon  my  soul !  peeping 
through  that  quagmire  of  weeds ;  but  who  the  dooce  can 
they  be  ?  As  you  are  sometimes  on  dooty  at  the  Tower, 
£owes,  do  you  recognise  the  male  and  elderly  female  spe- 
cimens, by  which  it  is  flanked,  as  any  escapades,  or  ticket- 
of-leave  tigers,  from  that  menagerie,  eh  T* 

But  the  snared  victim,  now  struggling  fiuntically  in 
the  springes  of  the  white-gloved  hand,  the  bore  had  laid 
on  his  arm  in  propounding  this  query,  being  no  other 
than  Captain  Bowes  Momington,  of  the  Grenadier  Guards^ 
son  and  brother  to  the  accused  !  of  course  did  not  know ; 
and  looked  in  any  direction  but  the  one  indicated  by  Sir 
Hugh  ;  wilftdly  letting  his  eyes  rest  upon  a  tall,  imgainly 
figure,  with  grizzled  grey  hair,  darting  perpendicularly  out 
in  all  directions, 

"  Like  quills  upon  the  fretfiil  porcupine ;" 

the  spectacles  he  wore  adding  to  the  solemn  vacuity  of  his 
appearance,  so  that  he  looked  like  a  colossal  statue  of  a 
galvanized  owl ;  and  a  little  evaporated  woman  in  white 
dangling  on  his  arm,  like  one  of  the  stray  feathers  he  had 
moulted 
Bowes  said,  "Do  you  mean  those  ?" 
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'^Tliofie  ;  no,  my  dear  felkfw  j— what  are  you  thinking 
aimii}  ETeryone  knows  Sir  Noodle  Fitz  Doodle  and  his 
little  aqoetiky  wife,  as  they  belong  to  our  own  drawing-room 
edifiioQ  of  'Les  animanz  peints  par  eux  memes;'  but  I 
mean  those  three  new  importations  now  holding  out  their 
pure  to  Lady  Portarjia — ^whence  come  they?  from  the 
Boith  or  south  poles,  New  Zealand,  Central  America,  or 
Imibactoo  ?  or,  can  it  be  possible  that  the  indefieitigable 
L^yud  has  actually  succeeded  in  catching  a  leash  of  live — 
MeUmt  Nmevitesf 

"I  am  happy,  Sir  Hugh  De  Byons,"  rejoined  Bowes 
Macnington,  coldly  and  sternly,  but  with  the  same  manly 
bearing  and  unflinching  courage  that  had  been  often  tried 
and  never  found  wanting  in  the  trenches  of  a  battle-field, 
"to  be  able  to  satisfy  your  curiosity,  for  those  ladies  (he 
did  not  think  it  necessary  to  include  Luther  in  the  inven- 
tory, and  so  cut  his  brother  according  to  his  coat)  are  my 
mother  and  sister  ;  there  is  nothing  extraordinary  in  their 
being  here,  as  Lady  Milverton,  Lady  Portarjis  s  mother, 
and  my  mother,  were  half-sisters." 

*'  My  dear  fellow,  I  beg  you  ten  thousand  pardons," 
said  De  Byons,  with  a  sort  of  frank  embarrassment  that 
was  fiup  more  effective  in  obtaining  the  pardon  he  asked 
than  the  most  subtle  savoir  vivre  could  have  been,  "but  as 
I  have  got  into  a  pretty  m6ss,  I  must  only  stand  my 
ground,  therefore,  I  Tnaintain  that  your  sister  is  one  of 
the  prettiest  women  I  ever  saw.  Now,  you  can't  deny 
that,  can  you  ?  And  I  think,  you  must  also  own  that  it 
is  impossible  to  put  a  better  face  on  the  matter,"  added 
he,  holding  out  his  hand  to  the  handsome  guardsman, 
who  shook  it  as  cordially  as  it  was  offered. 

"  I  only  wonder,"  resumed  the  baronet,  "  that  I  neve 
had  the  good  fortune  io  see  that  lovely  face  here  before." 
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''My  mother  has  not  been  in  London  for  ten  years,  and 
it  was  by  accident  she  and  Lady  Portarjis  met  yesterdigr 
in  the  Crystal  Palace.  I  am  surprised  that  my  mothe^ 
who  thinks  there  is  something  sinful  in  a  crowd  of  weDr 
dressed  human  beings  congregating  together  in  well-lit 
rooms,  should  have  come  here  this  evening.** 

^^Paritur  pax  bello,  vide  Cornelius  Nepos,"  laugfaiod 
Sir  Hugh ;  ''and,  perhaps,  the  war  your  mother  wages 
against  the  world,  spiritually,  makes  her  wish  to  be  <^ 
peaceful  terms  with  it  corporeally." 

While  this  conversation  was  taking  place  between  Sir 
Hugh  De  Byons  and  Bowes  Momington,  at  one  end  of  the 
room.  Lady  Portarjis  was  receiving  her  strange-looking 
kinsfolk,  in  her  most  amiable  and  graceful  manner,  at 
the  other ;  for,  perceiving  the  ill-suppressed  titter  their 
extraordinary  costume  excited,  she  said,  audibly,  as  she 
took  Mrs.  Momington's  rigid  hand,  cased  in  a  large,  white, 
thick  leather  glove^  which  might  have  been  goat,  but  was 
decidedly  too  tough  for  kid,  and  looked  as  if  it  were,  with 
its  protruding,  unfilled-up  finger-ends,  the  legitimate  pro- 
perty of  some  mute  at  an  old  maid's  funeral 

"  My  dear  aunt,  it's  very  kind  of  you  to  come  to  me  to- 
night, as  I  know  you  don't  like  going  out  of  an  evening, 
or,  at  least,  coming  to  reunions. 

"Honoria!"  responded  the  matron,  in  a  shrill,  clear, 
chanticleer  sort  of  voice,  that  seemed  to  awaken  the  very 
marrow  of  all  who  heard  it,  like  the  crowing  and  wing- 
flapping  of  an  ornithological  conscience,  "Honoria !  to  the 
PXjBE  all  things  are  pure.  Mt  carriage  has  been  seen 
before  now,  at  the  doors  of  the  lowest  sinks  of  infamy, 
through  which  /  have  gone  unscathed,  for  I  walk  by  faith 
and  not  by  sight ;  and,  whatever,  scenes  of  iniquity  we 
be  called  upon  to  mingle  in,  during  our  earthly 
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pOgrinuige^  those  who,  like  wie,  are  to  rise  in  the  first 
WMineclion,  will  be  folly  able  to  gire  a  fEuthfiil  account 
cf  their  stewardahip.  I  could  have  o(»ne  to  see  yon  in 
diemondng,  wiiich,  as  fSur  as  my  own  fedings  go»  I  shonld 
hire  mnch  {Haired;  bnt^  in  truth,  I  came  here  this 
evemhg  to  spoil  the  Egyptians,  for  I  want  to  get  np  a 
ooooeri  of  sacred  mnsic  at  my  hoose,  for  the  purpose  of 
moDg  fnnds  for  conT^rting  the  Nepanlese  ambassadors 
and  their  aoite :  so  I  have  brongfat  yon  a  few  doaens  of 
my  guinea  tickets  to  dispose  of  among  your  set,  but  as 
children  are  always  ccHnparatively  innocent,  Luther  has 
biDoght  some  half-guinea  ones  for  them,  your  own,  or  any 
odier  c^  the  little  perilled  souls  of  your  acquaintances.'' 

TbiB  was  almost  too  much  for  Lady  Portarjis's  gravity, 
but  she  promised,  nevertheless,  to  /aire  son  possible  ;  and 
then  turning  from  the  formidable  full-blown  widow  to 
the  pretty  widow-bud,  on  the  other  side,  she  said — "  As 
usual,  you  are  looking  charmingly,  dear  Amy.  How  is 
E?a  f  is  she  growing  up  as  lovely  as  she  promised  to  be 
as  an  infant?" 

"  She  is  very  pretty — ^it  may  be  vanity  in  me,  but,  do 
you  know,  I  sometimes  fancy  she  is  like  you." 

"  Her  spiritual  beauty,  I  am  happy  to  say,  improves 
daily,"  put  in  Mrs.  Momington,  her  shrill  voice  again 
fla^^ing  its  wings,  clear  and  sharply,  above  the  hum  of  the 
wliole  suite  of  rooms,  and  truly  a  strange  melange  was  at 
all  times  to  be  seen  in  those  rooms  of  Clanhaven  House, 
to  which  de  Bussy  had  given  the  sobriquet  of  **L'H6tel  des 
Qnatre  Nations ;"  for  politics  being  Lord  Portaijis's  end, 
pqmlarity  was  his  means  ;  therefore,  every  one  distin- 
guished for  anything  was  sure  to  be  found,  that  is  seen,  at 
Lady  Portarjis  s  weekly  receptions.  Science,  literature, 
and  art,  he  of  course  affectioned,  or  at  least  affected — ^who 
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does  not  in  these  days  ?  and  looked  upon  all  their  repr^ 
sentatives  as  so  many  advertising  columns  for  himself^  in 
their  respective  and  distinct  spheres,  and  being  too  weU 
bom  to  have  any  taint  of  snobbism,  cared  little  for  tlia 
plebeian,  or  worse,  tmknovm  exterior  of  any  one,  and  wat 
quite  equal  even  to  such  extreme  cases,  as  Luther  Mom-' 
ington  and  his  mother  ;  knowing  full  well,  that  howew 
base  or  worthless  the  human  coin  might  be ;  that  circulated 
through  those  rooms,  his  invitation  was  the  hall  mark  tbak 
gave  it  the  stamp  of  currency  and  conventional  value  or 
Society!  And  yet,  notwithstanding  the  galaxy  of 
science,  genius,  wit,  and  every  small  change,  talent,  ao 
heterogeneously  crowded  together  in  these  assemblies, 
nothing  could  be  denser  or  duller  than  they  were,  for  each 
particular  star  seemed  to  want  an  orbit  of  its  own,  wherein 
it  might  do  all  the  shining,  and  think  very  little  of  the 
scintillas  emitted  by  its  neighbour,  thereby  folly  illuB- 
trating  that  most  profound  remark  of  Helvetius,  that — 

"  Let  a  Newton,  a  Quinaut,  and  a  Machiavel  be  brought 
together,  let  them  not  be  named,  let  no  opportunity  be 
given  them  for  conceiving  for  each  other  that  kind  of 
esteem  which  may  be  called  esteem  upon  trust,  it  will  be 
found  that,  after  having*  reciprocally,  but  to  no  purpose, 
endeavoured  to  communicate  their  ideas  to  one  another, 
Newton  will  look  upon  Quinaut  as  a  paltiy  rhymer,  while 
Newton  will  seem  to  him,  a  maker  of  almanacks,  and  both 
will  consider  Machiavel  as  a  mere  coflFee-house  politician ; 
and,  in  fine,  all  three,  by  calling  each  other  men  ci 
very  little  genius,  will  revenge,  by  a  reciprocal  contempt^ 
the  mutual  uneasiness  they  experienced."  And  verily 
this,  may  be  accepted  as  the  real  solution  of  that  dull, 
back-biting,  stagnantly  conventional,  and  irresponsive 
enigma — ^English  Society  ! 
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HoireTer,  no  rale  witliont  an  exception, — and  Mrs. 
Moniington,  who  lived  much  in  solitnde,  fully  appreciated 
Ihe  society  ahe  had  the  privilege  of  enjoying  ;  and  con- 
aeqafiaily,  prominent  and  legible,  as  the  startling  '*  Mene, 
Ihkeel,  Uphabbin/'  at  Belshazzar's  feasts  had  the  hard 
fines  on  that  self-iighteons  lad/s  forehead  stereotyped 
the  Dnchesse  de  la  Fert^s  modest  proclamation — "Ye 
people^   I  assure  you  that  /  alone  am  always  in  the 

Despairing  of  finding  anything  to  converse  with  the 
iigid  matron  upon.  Lady  Portarjis  had  recourse  to  persons, 
and  said,  "  Do  tell  me  something  about  poor  Lady  Clair- 
viDe,  whom  I  hear  is  now  living  at  Field  Fleury  7" 

"  I  don't  visit  her,"  snapped  Mrs.  Momington,  severing 
the  sentence  firom  her  tongue  at  one  blow ;  and,  having 
given  her  interlocutor  this  set-down,  she  gave  herself 
another,  by  dropping  into  a  chair,  as  if  exhausted  from  the 
effort  required  to  utter  so  many  profane  words;  while  ])Oor 
Lidy  Portarjis,  involuntarily  passing  her  hand  across  her 
throat,  as  if  to  ascertain  whether  it  still  adhered  to  her 
dioulders,  was  glad  to  bow  her  head  as  much  in  gratitude 
as  courtesy,  as  she  recognised  in  the  door-way  the  tall 
figure  of  Mark  Melville,  and  his  pretty,  quiet,  blush  rose- 
looking  wife,  leaning  on  his  arm 

Mrs.  Melville  liked  and  admired  Lady  Portarjis ;  but 
6he  did  not  like  these  gatherings,  and  on  the  ''  few,  and 
far  between"  times  she  came  to  them,  it  was  to  j)lease 
Mark  that  she  did  so ;  for  though  carefully  kept  in  the 
dark  as  to  the  prison-house  sins  of  the  host,  by  her  hus- 
band^s  iron-chest  secrecy  as  to  those,  in  England,  sacred 
mysteries — his  patron's  private  vices;  yet,  with  her 
woman  s  instinct,  despite  all  the  provenance  and  blandish- 
ment of  Lord  Portarjis's  manners,  she  fdt  that  he  was 
VOL.  I,  G 
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a  bad  man,  a  conclusion  which  his  non-advAncement  of 
Mark  after  so  many  years  of  faithful,  arduous,  and  unre- 
mitting services,  confirmed  her  in.  Moreover,  the  mother 
as  well  as  the  wife,  had  its  part  in  making  her  dislike  the 
honour  of  attending  Lady  Portarjis's  Wednesdays ;  for,  as 
Chancellor  of  the  Nursery  Exchequer,  she  was  always 
calculating  the  amoimt  of  little  shoes  and  sashes,  the 
mere  adjuncts  of  her  dress,  such  as  gloves,  bouquets,  and 
flowers  for  her  hair,  could  have  been  converted  into ;  a 
paroxysm  of  financial  fever,  that  was  greatly  aggravated 
when  (as  in  the  present  instance)  Mark  in  his  way  home 
from  Downing  Street  had  taken  the  long  Overland  Boate 
of  Waterloo  Place,  and  brought  her  a  new  dress  from 
Howell  and  James's. 

In  short,  on  these,  and  all  similar  occasions,  Mary  Mel- 
ville laboured  under  a  severe  attack  of  that  most  painful  of 
all  maladies, — the  unequal  struggle  between  gentle  birth 
and  imgentle  poverty!  wliich,  for  want  of  a  better  classifi- 
cation, may  fairly  be  denominated  Angina  Pubse- 
STRINGS  !  And  as  she  was  just  then  sufiering  from  a  crisis 
of  one  of  its  most  severe  attacks,  she  had  no  ambition  to 
wade  into  the  Arcana-cana  of  the  inner  room,  and  be 
jostled  by  the  very  plebeian  rudeness  of  aristocratic  dow- 
agers ;  or  scowled  at  by  their  unsaleable  daughters, 
because  her  face  was  unfortunately  fresher  and  fairer  than 
theirs.  So  she  was  quite  content  to  remain  on  the  Fron- 
tiers, wedged  amid  the  mob  of  nobodies,  or  little  un- 
knowns, which  formed  as  it  were  the  elective  franchise  of 
Lord  Portarjis*s  diplomatic  necessities, — the  Pot- Wallo- 
pers in  short  of  all  his  popularity — consisting  of  influential 
editors,  and  their  dowdy,  or  \Tilgar  wives,  as  the  case 
might  be, — clever  Legion  of  Honoured  members  of  the 
iVench  Academy,  Ponderous  Professors  from  Gottingen. 


OB,  A  PEBSON  OP  CONSBQUtoCE.  83 

Wdmar,  and  Bonn,  with  impartially-cut  coats,  which  did 
not  decidedly  adopt  any  particular  fashion  that  had  alter- 
nated through  Europe  for  the  last  half  centuiy,  but  with 
M-blown  roses,  or  camelias,  in  their  button-holes,  accord- 
ing to  the  most  approved  portraits  of  Jean  PauL  Strange 
amphibious-looking  animals  of  both  sexes,  who  were 
neither  professors  nor  performers,  but  yet  who  must  have 
had  some  collateral  meaning,  or  been  of  some  remote  use ; 
or  they  wotdd  not  have  been  there ;  for,  in  the  political, 
as  in  the  physical  creation,  the  most  ugly,  the  most  veno- 
mous, and  the  most  insignificant,  all  have  their  latent  use, 
which  is  neither  apparent  nor  intended  to  be  so,  to  the 
ordinary  and  superficial  observer. 

But  to  this  filling  up  stuff  or  ballast,  to  his  lordship's 
political  bark,  the  United  States,  of  course,  sent  their 
qaota,  in  the  shape  of  cute  down  casters,  who  knew  how 
to  feed  on  firesh  Britishers,  and  pickle  them  for  future  use, 
by  booking  them  on  their  return  to  America.  Prominent 
too  lyDud  this  chire  a  lac^Mbrite  or  materiel  for  popularity, 
were  long-nosed  gentlemen  from  beyond  the  Minories, 
who  never  having  known  a  bill  (or  its  holder)  that  they 
could  not  do,  always  excepting  that  little  protested  one 
concerning  themselves  in  Parliament,  seemed  to  look  with 
contempt  on  the  empty  titles,  and  corresponding  pockets 
around  them,  doubtiess  considering  j 


Upstart  each  name,  that  Doomsday  book  discloses, 
Compared  with  theirs,  old  as  the  book  of  Moses. 

Next  came  a  milder  form  of  the  yellow  fever,  in  the 
shape  of  substantial  Anglo-Saxons,  city  men,  known  to  be 
good  on  'Change  for  any  amount,  short  of  the  national 
debt,  and  not  so  constantly,  but  three  or  four  time;  iji  llie 
^abon,  mi^ht  be  seen,  though  never  <:ni  the  same-  evi-uiiii;, 

<i  2 
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but  alternately,  the  brothers  Quirker,  of  the  finn  of 
Quirker  and  Springe,  his  lordship's  solicitors.  Mr.  Crosbie 
Quirker  was  a  portly,  full-breasted,  white-waistcoated 
gcntlenia]!,  veiy  elear-headed,  inasmuch  as  that  he  was 
extrenu'ly  bald,  but  making  up  on  the  cheeks,  for  what  he 
lacked  on  the  craniiun,  by  iui  exceedingly  bushy  |pair  of 
wliiskers,  which  being  perfectly  white,  Imd  a  fattx  air  of 
a  tuft  of  marabout  feathers  on  each  cheek.  Withal,  there 
was  an  air  of  Brummagem  candour  and  confiding  benevo- 
lence about  Crosbie  Quirker,  that  might  have  deceived  the 
j-harpest  Old  Bailey  barrister  into  the  temporary  belief  that 
tliicanery  and  quibbling,  were  but  the  fictions  of  the  law ; 
and  truth,  justice,  and  dove-like  simplicity  its  great 
facts. 

Nevei-theless,  in  the  profession,  Crosbie  Quirker  was 
considered  all  to  nothing  the  sliarper  of  the  two  brothers ; 
though  for  mole-like,  underground  ferretings,  and  back- 
stair  voyages  of  discovery,  Terps.  Quiiker,  as  he  was  called 
by  his  confreres,  had  no  equal.  His  baptismal  name  was 
Roger ;  but  in  very  early  life  he  had  been  of  such  a 
meit^mial  temperament,  that  the  oiJy  safety-valve  for  this 
surplus  physical  energy,  his  i^rents  deemed  would  be 
making  him  a  dancing  master,  and  so,  for  some  time  he 
cut  his  family  in  Bedford  K^)W,  and  capers  in  the  provinces; 
but  at  last  having  put  his  foot  in  it^  by  proposing  himself 
as  ii  partner  for  life  to  one  of  his  pupils,  the  daughter  of 
a  Yorkshire  Baronet,  he  sold  his  kit  in  disgust,  and 
retimied  to  his  kin,  when  (that  his  antecedents  might  be 
less  known)  he  was  articled  to  a  solicitor  in  the  vicinity 
of  Hanover  Square. 

Alas !  Vain  are  all  human  precautions  for  the  preserva- 
tion of  secrets — ^for  the  anxiety  to  prevent  a  circimistance 
from  being  known,  is  the  very   thing  that  gives  it  aa 
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rMm<b  |«bfecR|f.  Iln%  fhoii^  nature  had  made 
'^dKfa!^  in  a  voy  diAsranl  inonld  from  his  portly 
is  to-Ma  flmafl,  wmn,  sad  particnlarfy  ignoble 
; ;  yiBt  1m  had  ao  trained  his  feet  in  the  W17  they 
go^  tliat  the  and  traditioii  of  his  having  been  a 
r,  Utatbegm  tobesospeeled,  and  then  roundly 
,  80  Ait  tke  ao6rilgriM(  of  Terpe,  (the  by  no  means 
r  diltoinvUfe  of  Terpsichore) soonflew  from  deik 
to  eomwil,  till  within  the  Inns  of  Court,  and  irithout 
i  hir  to  benehy  and  so  on,  throuf^  eveiy  circuit, 
HMutymm  known  by  no  other  name  than  Terps ; 
bein^  as  we  all  know,  nine  points  of  the 
I  be  no  doubt  that  had  he  ever  after  his  mis- 
i  the  baronet's  daughter,  succeeded  in  getting 
a  la^  to  enter  into  partnership  with  him,  the  event  would 
have  been  recorded  in  the  public  journals  as  follows  : — 
"On  the  first,  or  any  other  instant,  Terps  Quirker,  Esq., 

to  IGsB ,  dau^tcr  of ." 

But  nick-name  or  no  name,  the  brothers  Quirker  were 
invahiable  to  Lord  Portaijis ;  for  while  the  portly  Crosbie 
was  the  syren  that  lured,  the  tortuous  Terps  was  the  harpy 
Aat  datehed  any  prey  his  lordship  might  require,  so  that 
bdog  in  possession  of  much  of  his  secret  history,  this 
knowlec^  served  of  course  as  a  chamberlain's  key,  to  give 
them  the  entrie  at  danhaven  house.  On  the  present 
eeeanoii,  it  was  Crosbie  Quirker,  and  not  Terps,  "who 
fltnitted  and  fretted  his  little  hour''  through  those  gorgeous 
noms ;  and  now  as  the  portly  Crosbie,  from  time  to  time, 
Cttessed  his  whiskers  and  chin,  looked  about  him,  and 
wished  he  knew  a  litUe-cS  some  of  the  other  people  there, 
tt  well  as  so  much  of  Lord  Portaijis,  a  group  of  four 
pnons    ftmn  the    opposite  side  of  the  doorway  were 
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looking  at  him  as  scrutinizingly  as  if  they  were  taking  aa 
inventory  of  him  for  a  bill  of  sale.  This  group  consisted 
of  M.  Abraham  Levi,  Moses  Aaron,  Mr.  Solomon  Lsaakeay 
and  a  gentile  friend  of  theirs,  one  Mr.  Spencer  Thombeny, 
a  barrister. 

"  Beg  your  pardon,  sir ;  but  pray  may  I  ask  if  that 
gentleman  in  the  white  whiskers  and  waistcoat  is  Mr. 
Terps  Quirker?"  asked  Levi,  addressing  himself  to 
Melville. 

"  Oh  no,  no,''  replied  MarJc,  with  his  usual  mild  courtesy; 
''  ihaty  is  Mr.  Crosbie  Quirker;  he  has  much  the  advantage 
of  his  brother." 

"Ugh  !"  cachinnated  Mr.  Thomberry,  with  a  guttural 
noise  between  a  gnint  and  a  laugh.  "  Ugh !  and  if  he 
had  not  the  advantage  of  him,  he'd  have  soon  taken  it" 

•*  What,  is  he  so  wide  awake  as  all  that  ?"  inquired  the 
three  Mosaic  gentlemen  with  a  laugh,  and  a  look  of  evident 
admiration  at  the  object  of  their  inquiries. 

"  Sleepless  !  *'   laconicized  Thomberry. 

"Well,  I  must  say,"  put  in  Mr.  Solomon  Lsaakes, 
looking  somewhat  superciliously  at  all  the  blue,  and  red, 
ribands  around  him,  and  even  including  in  that  Mosaic 
Arab  look  of  disdain,  their  female  pendants  glittering  as 
they  were  in  diamonds,  worth  at  least  a  Jew's  eye — "  I 
must  say,  the  English  aristocracy  are  a  stupid-looking  set" 

"Of  course  they  ai^e,"  regrowled  Mr.  Thomberry. 
"Queen  Christina  of  Sweden, accounted  for  that  long  ago." 

"Did  she  indeed,  sir — As  how  pray?"  asked  the  in- 
quiring-minded Izaakes. 

"  Cause  and  effect,  sir ;  cause  and  effect" 

"  Well,  yes  sir,"  but  what  is  the  cause  ?" 

"  Do  you  think  I  have  no  fear  of  those  great  bulwarks 
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of  ODTGOurt  and  crosettes,*  *  The  Morning  Post!'  and 
'Oomt  Journal !'  before  my  eyes,  that  I  should  tell  you  ; 
besides  sir,  I  always  do  all  my  own  quotations  (as  no 
doubt  you  do  yours  on  'Change),  and  expect  every  man  to 
do  the  same.  But  you  may  read  the  why  and  wherefore, 
tat  yourself  in  the  life  of  Christina  ;  as  it  is  all  condensed 
in  one  of  her  pithy  maidms  on  monarchs,"  croaked  the 
bland  Thomberry. 

Here,  Lord  St.  Heliers,  who  had  just  arrived,  bowed 
coorteously  to  all  as  he  passed,  whether  he  knew  them  or 
not,  and  with  that  magnetic  inclination,  caused  a  passage 
to  be  opened  for  him  on  either  side,  that  all  the  elbowing 
and  pushing  in  the  world  would  not  have  achieved,  even 
Mr.  Thomberry  bent  his  head  deferentially  as  he  fell,  or 
rather  squeezed  backwards,  and  contributed  his  small 
modicum  of  room,  and  the  three  mosaic  gentlemen,  albeit 
as  we  have  seen  unmoved  by  the  other  stars  and  garters 
by  which  they  were  surrounded,  seemed  as  they  made  way 
for  him,  to  look  on  his,  with  as  much  reverence  as  if  they 
had  been  the  sacred  and  gorgeous  ephod  of  one  of  their 
own  high  priests,  so  certain  is  it  that  the  prestige 
diffused  by  the  qualities  of  a  real  gentleman  never  goes 
unacknowledged,  even  where  those  qualities  may  not  be 
exactly  appreciated,  any  more  than  those  of  the  vrai  vwine 
depuis  que  le  monde  jnoinant  moina  de  moinerie. 

Lord  St.  Heliers,  as  he  passed,  merely  kissed  the  fingers 

•  Beally  Mr.  Thomberry  is  too  recondite  in  his  terms,  as 
every  one  may  not,  like  himself,  have  built  up  such  an 
edifice  of  information,  and  therefore  may  not,  like  him,  be 
aware,  that  crosettes  in  architecture  mean  the  returns  in 
the  comers  of  door-cases  and  window-frames,  called  also 
ears,  elbows,  aucones,  and  prothyrides. 
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of  his  left  hand  glove,  which  he  held  in  his  right  hand,  to 
the  host  * 

Seeing  that  he  was  occupied  in  trying  to  look  interestoA 
and  proportionably  profound,  while  undergoing  a  sort  of 
argumentative  shampooing  upon  men  in  general,  and 
national  pre-eminence  in  particular,  from  a  Monsieiir 
Vercoquin,  arrived  that  morning  firom  (xeneva^  a  square- 
built,  imder-sized  individual,  with  hands  that  indicated  his 
being  a  lord  of  the  soil,  somewhere,  as  they  bore  evident 
traces  of  soil  about  them ;  and  the  little  glass  cup  of  cheny- 
water^  which  he  held  in  one  of  them,  after  a  Mahomet's 
coffin  fashion,  suspended  between  heaven  and  earth,  was  in 
the  energetic  gymnastics  of  his  disputation,  for  ever  in: 
danger  of  baptizing  Lord  Portarjis  with  its  content^ 
while,  that  the  carpet  might  not  feel  itself  neglected. 
Monsieur  Vercoquin  occasionally  improved  his  oratdry^ 
by  expectorating  on  it,  with  as  much  energy  and  sonorous- 
ness, as  if  he  had  been  assisting  at  one  of  those  strange 
sans  gine  and  scms  c4rhionie  affairs  d  prSche  in  the 
Temple  at  the  Fustrie,  in  his  native  town.  The  premises 
M.  Vercoquin  had  laid  down,  were  (of  course)  that  a  Re- 
public was  the  "  discretest,  wisest,  best ''  form  of  govern- 
ment; and  that  all  the  goodness  and  utility  arising  out  of 
it^  were  the  effects  of  the  most  profound  human  fore- 
thought and  deliberation,  and  of  the  highest  human  intel- 
ligence; whereas,  added  he,  with  more  self-satisfaction 
than  suavity  or  truth,  "  Whatever  greatness  in  science,  art, 
or  even  in  morals,  you  achieve  under  a  monarchical  form 
of  government,  is  purely  accidental:  look  at  the  innumera- 
ble instances  my  great  compatriot  adduces  of  this — ^was  it 
not  the  mere  accident  of  the  adventures  of  Achilles^ 
firing  the  imagination  of  Alexander,  that  gave  him  the 
thirst  for  glory,  and  caused  him  to  destroy  the  empire  of 
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Duinsl  just  as  Qaintos  Cartins  was  the  patriotic  myth, 
dMt  was  the  real  instigator  of  the  victories  of  Charles 
Xn,  and  the  tears  of  Veturia  by  disarmmg  Ck)riolantis, 
eonsolidated  the  power  of  Eome^  which  was  on  the  brink 
of  crmpbling  nnder  the  efforts  of  the  Volscii,  and  oc- 
caaoned  that  long  train  of  victories,  which  changed  the 
&ce  of  the  world,  and  to  which  Europe  owes  its  present 
position.  And  the  Abb^  Vertol  tells  ns  that  Gustavns 
went  in  vain  through  all  the  provinces  of  Sweden  and 
wiadeied  above  a  year  in  the  mountains  of  Dalecarlia. 
The  mountaineers,  though  preposessed  by  his  good  counte- 
Biiiee^  the  tallness  of  his  figure,  and  the  muscular  strength 
of  his  body,  were  by  no  means  determined  to  join  him, 
till  on  the  very  day  on  which  he  harangued  the  Dalecar- 
lians;  an  old  man  of  the  country  remarked,  that  the  north 
wind  had  for  some  time  constantly  blown.  This  wind 
appeared  to  them  as  a  certain  sign  of  protection  of  heaven, 
and  as  an  order  to  take  up  arms  in  favour  of  Gustavus — 
now  what  does  this  prove  ? 

"  Why,  that  it  is  an  ill  wind,  that  blows  nobody  good ;" 
chimed  in  Mr.  Thomberry,  stopping  with  his  hands 
behind  his  back,  on  his  way  out  of  the  room,  to  hear  the 
ooDclusion  of  the  Gkn^vois  harangue. 

"  Excutez,  MomieuTy  it  proves,"  re-gesti6ulated  the 
ktter,  "  that  it  was  chance,  mere  chance,  the  chance  of 
the  north  wind  that  placed  the  crown  of  Sweden  on  the 
head  of  Gustavus  Adolphus  : — and  in  science,  was  it  not 
also  chance,  that  caused  the  tranquil  soul  of  your  Newton 
to  be  startled  by  the  fall  of  an  apple ;  as  thinking  of 
nothing  less,  he  walked  in  his  garden,  and  so  got  the  first 
idea  of  his  system  of  gravitation.'' 

"  Gkirden,  for  garden,  my  dear  sir,"  smiled  LordPortarjis. 
"  Florence  was  a  BepubKc,  and  yet,  was  it  not  also  mere 
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chance  that  led  Qalileo  into  the  gardens  of  the  Boboli,  when 
the  gardeners  were  working  the  pumps,  and  not  being  abb , 
to  raise  the  water  above  thirty-two  feet,  they  asked  him  the 
cause  ?  which  question,  first,  piquing  the  vanity  of  the 
philosopher,  next,  caused  him  to  put  his  vanity  into 
action,  till  he  discovered  the  weight  of  the  air,  and  with 
it,  the  solution  of  the  problem.  But/'  added  the  peer, 
with  a  somewhat  more  invidious  smile,  "will  you  not' 
also  allow,  that  chance  may  have  had  likewise  something 
to  do  with  William  Tell  sending  the  arrow  through  the 
apple,  instead  of  through  his  son's  head  ?" 

"Ahem !  ahem  !'*  preluded  Mr.  Thomberry,  before  the 
struggling  M.  Vercoquin  had  time  to  reply,  and  finiBhing 
him  as  it  were,  with  a  blow  from  hissledge-hammer. 
"  That,"  my  lord,  may  be  too  fitr  back  for  Monsieur  to 
remember ;  but,  according  to  his  doctrine  of  chances^ 
perhaps  he  will  have  the  goodness  to  tell  me,  how  it  would 
have  turned  out  for  Geneva,  and  the  Oenevois,  if,  instead 
of  John  Calvin  having  paid  them  a  visit,  his  right  jovial 
friend,  "  le  bon,  le  docte,  le  sage,  le  tant  humain,  tant 
debommire  et  equitable  Fran9ois  Rabelais  (as  the  said 
Rabelais  said  of  his  friend  Tiraqueau)  had  settled  amongst 
them?"  This  was  too  much  for  even  Lord  Portarjis's 
good-breeding,  and  gravity — so  he  was  obliged  to  laugh 
outright,  while  Mr.  Thornberry,  with  the  most  solemn 
and  imperturbable  seriousness  of  visage  answered  his  own 
question,  by  saying,  "  I  think,  sir,  that  had  the  chance 
fallen  out,  Rabelaisien,  instead  of  Calvinistic,  the  result 
would  have  been  (and  a  blessed  one,  too,  for  posterity) 
that  though  there  might  have  been  more  public  laisser 
aUer  amid  these  worthy  Republicans  ;  that  is,  that  the 
women  might  have  been  less  guindiea,  and  the  men  more 
galantSy  there  would  also  have  been  more  virtue,  though 
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less  cant  in  private,  and  though  you  might  have  had  no 
dames  du  haut,  neither  would  you  have  had  any 
80  80 ;  had  you  had  the  good  fortune,  or  chance 
18  you  call  it^  to  have  had  Pantagruelism,  instead 
of  Calvinism,  in  your  little  Republic/'  Poor  M.  Ver- 
ooquin  actually  gasped  as  he  stared  at  that  aggressive 
interbper  in  the  discussion,  Mr.  Thomberry — ^but  word  he 
ottered  none,  being  as  pre-eminently  gifted  with  Veaprit 
du  lendemain — ^that  never  has  a  reply  ready,  as  most  of 
his  compatriota  We  read  in  the  Travels  of  Alexander 
Von  Humboldt,  that  in  the  missionary-station  of  Esme- 
nlda,  he  became  acquainted  with  that  curious  and  partial 
poison  called  "Curare,"  equalling  in  deadly  subtlety  the 
Ikunas  of  the  Amazon  stream  and  the  Upas  of  Java,  but 
differing  from  them  in  this,  that  when  taken  internally 
the  Curare  is  a  salutary  medicine,  and  antidote  for  certain 
diseases  ;  whereas,  when  used  only  superficially  or  exter- 
nally, more  especially  when  coming  in  contact  with  any 
excoriated  spot,  its  effects  are  mortal  and  instantaneous. 
Now  Cramming,  whether  conversational  or  oratorical, 
may  be  fairly  considered  as  a  sort  of  parasite  curare, 
growing  on  the  tree  of  knowledge,  which,  like  its  other 
fruits,  when  taken  internally  and  well-digested,  is  a  salu- 
tary specific,  but  which  generally  proves  fatal  to  those  who 
merely  make  an  external  and  superficial  display  of  it,  as 
in  the  case  of  crammers ;  for,  having  but  the  certain 
quantity,  so  used,  they  have  nothing  to  fall  back  upon  as 
an  antidote,  and  so  once  down,  are  completely  at  the  mercy 
of  their  adversary  ;  and  such  being  the  case  with  poor  M. 
Vercoquin,  we  shall  pusillanimously  leave  him  in  the 
clutches  of  the  ruthless  Thomberry,  not  caring  to  be  a 
spectator  of  the  proceedings  of  the  latter,  while 

**  Thrice  he  slew  the  slain :" 
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but  return  to  the  boudoir  where  we  left  Mr.  Ssvflle  V*. 
non  revolving  what  would  be  the  safest,  most  ezpeditiMflk 
and  least  compromising — ^for  himself — ^mode  of  proceed^ 
ing,  with  regard  to  "the  little  affair,"  (as  breaking  tM 
seventh  conmiandment  is  called,  or  rather  miscalled,  it 
good  society)  he  had  so  kindly  chalked  out  for  lanif 
Portarjis: — cogitations  which  were  suddenly  and  strangely 
interrupted,  as  we  have  before  stated,  by  the  advent  Ht 
that  "grim  white  woman,"  Mrs.  Momington,  her  daughter 
Delmar,  and  her  son  Luther.     Having  stared  at  them  tffl 
he  began  to  suffer  from  an  indigestion  of  surprise,  as  to 
what  they  were,  and  wonder  as  to  who  on  earth  they  eoaU 
be  ?  the  former  feeling  always  jostling  and  baffling  the 
latter  conjecture.    At  length,  fedrly  exhausted  between 
the  two,  he  lowered  the  portiere,  to  shut  out  the  inex- 
plicable vision,  and  sank  into  a  bergire,  determined  to 
wait  tiU  all  "those  confounded  people  were  gone,"  when 
he   thought  Lady  Portarjis  would  be  certain  to  return  to 
her  own  room,  viA  the  boudoir,  as  it  opened  on  the  land- 
ing,  opposite  to  the  stairs,  leading  to  the  bed-rooms.    To 
be  sure  it  was,  as  he  himself  thought,  "a  confounded  bort 
for  a  fellow  to  pass  so  much  time  alone,"  and  therefore,  he 
resorted  to  every  resource  within  his  reach  to  beguile  it — 
first  looking  at  his  exceedingly  well-made  and  highly- 
polished  kid  boots,  as  he  elongated  his  feet,  then  passing 
his  hands  in  review,  more  especially  the  state  of  his  nails ; 
but  as,  "on  revient  toujours,  k  ses  premiers  amours,"  he 
once  more  returned  to  the  glass,  and  having  arranged,  for 
the  twentieth  time,  his  hair,  beard,  and  moustache,  and 
viewed  his  face  in  every  possible  direction,  in  front,  in 
profile,  and  three-quarters,  he  summed  up  the  evidence 
his  judgment  had  passed  upon  the  examination,  in  the 
following  sentence — "  Well !  she  might  do  worse  ! " 
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After  this»  determined  to  continae  en  bonne  odeur 
with  himself,  he  tried  all  the  different  perfumes  in 
tlie  Turious  flacona  scattered  about  the  room,  till,  some- 
what oyerpowered  by  the  melange,  he  again  went  back  to 
the  doke/ar  niente  of  the  eider-down  bergire;  and  wish- 
ing in  vain,  that  he  had  a  cigar,  he  was  at  length  driven, 
bjr  stress  of  yawning,  into  actually  opening  a  book,  which 
tnmed  out  to  be  Charles  de  Bernard's  exquisite  tale  of 
"L^  Faraveni."  Lured  on  by  the  charm  of  the  style,  the 
flesh  and  blood  vitality  of  the  characters,  the  artistic 
working  out  of  the  defumemewt,  and  the  masterly  social 
diplomacy  with  which  that  rard  avis  of  mothers-in-law, 
Maxime's  mother,  dijou^d — the  rou^  Vicamte's  designs — 
upon  her  son's  wi&,  he,  in  spite  of  himself,  read  on  to  the 
end.  Then,  closing  the  volume,  he  flung  it  &om  him  with 
an  impatient  jerk,  as  if  he  had  been  listening  to  a  tissue  of 
the  most  pointed  personalities,  which  he  was  obliged  to 
endure  from  having  no  means  of  resenting,  though  he  did 
relieve  himself  by  the  following  soliloquy — "Ah,  well ; 
it's  lucky  that  out  of  that  book  there  are  no  such 
belles  nitres,  or  there  would  soon  be  an  end  of  all  society ; 
for  a  fellow  might  just  as  well  have  a  division  of  the  de- 
tective police  in  the  room  every  time  he  spoke  to  a 
pretty  married  woman,  as  a  dowager-dragon  of  that 
description-" 

This  truth  uttered,  he  had  again  to  seek  a  safety-valve 
for  his  ennui,  and  so  began  opening,  and  examining  divers 
square  and  oval  morocco-cases  upon  the  table,  containing 
miniatures  of  Lord  Clanhaven,  and  the  ladies  Genmia 
and  Naomi  de  Vere ;  at  length  he  opened  one  that  had 
more  interest  for  him  than  the  youthful  eflSgies  he  had 
just  been  looking  at,  and  that  was  a  portrait  of  their 
mother,  exquisitely  painted,  and  satisfactorily,  as  well  as 
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beautifully  like.  For  a  few  seconds,  the  dandy  foigofe 
himself  in  more  senses  than  one,  while  looking  at  it»  and 
after  a  hurried  chain  of  reasoning— no-— of  floating 
egotisms,  which  ended  in  the  following  assertion : — 

**  A  deuced  nice  thing  for  a  fellow  to  hare  on  his  toilefe 
some  years  hence,  with  lockets  and  rings,  and  knots  of 
ribbon,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing." 

And  with  this  prudent  provision  for  the  future  by,  like 
Dr.  Watts's  "  Little  busy  bee,"  improving  "  each  shining 
hour,"  he  was  about  (acting  under  the  influence  of 
Mercury,  that  tutelary  deity  of  lovers  and  thieves,  those 
Olympian  synonymes)  quietly  to  transfer  the  treasure  to 
his  pocket,  when  he  was  disagreeably  and  unexpected^ 
prevented,  by  a  pendant  piratical  illustration  of  Dr. 
Watts's  poetry  and  of  Priscian  !  in  the  shape  of — 

"  Let  dogs  delight  to  bark  and  bite, 
For  'tis  their  nature  to ! ! !  " 

For  Tatters,  who  had  been  quietly  curled  up  under  the 
sofa  all  the  while,  and  had  hitherto  contented  himself  with 
following  Mr.  Saville  Vernon's  every  movement  with  his 
intensely  brown  eyes  round  the  room,  and  fixing  them 
upon  him  from  between  his  paws  while  the  former  gentle- 
man sat  reading,  yet  no  sooner  did  he  attempt  to  fran- 
chise the  barriers  of  civilized  society,  by  pocketing  what 

""Was  not  *M^n— " 

than  Tatters  (though  languid  from  a  long  course  of 
nursery  worrying  on  the  part  of  the  little  lord,  his  new 
master,  from  which  he  had  escaped  to  his  present  retiro, 
at  an  early  hour  of  the  evening  with  one  of  the  maid's 
caps  tied  to  his  tail)  Tatters,  we  say,  who  in  the  rmniouM 
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be  had  been  in  the  habit  of   frequenting    with    Mr. 
Bompns,  knew  that 

"  Erery  dog  was  expected  to  do  his  duty," 

one  part  of  which  was  that  of  a  four-footed  policeman, 
iriienever  he  detected  anything  finding  its  way  into  the 
wrong  pocket,  consequently  he  now  made  a  spring  from 
under  the  sofa>  barking  loudly,  till  seizing  the  exquisite 
by  the  ankle,  the  bark  was  exchanged  for  a  rotdade  of  the 
most  con  spirUo  growls,  accompanied  by  a  vehement 
wagging  of  his  be-furbelowed  tail,  while  the  white  cap  of 
the  nuiseiymaid  seemed  to  be  here,  there,  and  every- 
where, like  that  rallying  point  of  victory,  the  panache 
Ucmc  d' Henri  quatre. 

"  Oh  !  oh  !  get  away,  you  horrid  wretch,"  screamed  the 
terrified  dandy,  dropping  the  miniature  as  if  it  had  been  a 
burning  coal,  and  then  defending  himself  with  one  foot 
and  both  his  hands  against  his  canine  assailant,  but  all  in 
vain,  so  looking  hopelessly,  helplessly,  despairingly !  around 
for  an  auxiliary  weapon,  the  only  one  within  his  reach, 
pegged  down  as  he  was  like  Gulliver  by  the  Lilliputians, 
was  a  long  sj)iral  bottle  of  eau  de  Cologne,  which,  seizing 
from  its  stand,  he  remorselessly  poured  its  contents  over 
his  antagonist,  but  luckily  for  the  poor  animal  none  of 
it  went  into  his  eyes.  He  still  growled  bravely  on, 
without  relinquishing  his  grasp,  though  considerably  incom- 
moded by  the  unwonted  fragrance,  more  accustomed  as 
Tatters  was  to  its  smells  of  Cologne,  as  enumerated  by 
CV)leridge,  than  to  its  far-famed  water. 

At  this  crisis  of  the  combat.  Lady  Portarjis,  being  about 
to  leave  her  now  nearly-deserted,  salons  and  hearing  the 
ij<*reains  from  the  boudoir,  concluded  that,  as  iLSual,  Lord 
Portarji.s  had   counter-ordered  her  mandates,   and  given 
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Lord  danhaven  permission  to  come  down  and  sit  up; 
instead  of  going  to  bed  ;  so  fearing  tha<^  as  was  ge^e^a^f 
the  case,  his  disobedience  to  her  commands  and  defianoe 
of  her  wishes,  had  been  followed  by  some  untoward 
accident  or  catastrophe,  she  mshed  to  the  door,  and 
raising  the  partiire  in  great  alarm,  exclaimed — 

''  Good  heavens !  Clanhaven,  what  is  the  matter  ?  How 
comes  it  that  you  are  not  in  bed  yet  i"  But  upon  per- 
ceiving her  mistake,  and  also  the  critical  position  of  the 
unfortunate  attachd,  whose  discretion  and  diplomacy,  wera 
alike  at  fault,  and  after  looking  from  him  to  Tatters,  njnd 
from  Tatters  to  him,  she  ended  by  calling  off  the  latter 
with  a  smila 

"Here,  Tatters !  Tatters !  come  here,  sir,  directly. 
Tatters,  come  this  minute  when  I  call  you  1" 

Thus  appealed  to.  Tatters  reluctantly  relinquished  his 
hold,  and,  with  his  head  and  ears  downward,  and  a  low. 
growl  at  his  released  prey,  en  passant,  came  over  to  his 
beautiful  mistress,  wagging  his  ad  eop-tandum  tail,  and 
putting  out  his  shaggy  paw,  which  she  took  in  her  soft 
white  hand,  reading  him  a  homily  on  canine  courtesy,  and 
doggish  delinquencies. 

"  Oh !  thank  you,  my  dear  Lady  Portarjis,"  gasped  the 
emancipated  hero,  rubbing  his  wounded  ankle  with  one 
hand,  while  he  fanned  himself  with  his  pocket-handker- 
chief with  the  other :  "  thank  you,  for  calling  off  that 
confounded  cur  !*' 

"  I  hope  he  has  not  bitten  you  ?" 

"  No,  no, — not  exactly  ;  but  I  feel  the  pressure  of  his 
infemaUy  sharp  teeth  even  through  my  boot  I  thought 
Lord  Portarjis  had  ordered  him  to  be  given  away  T 

"  Well,  so  he  had ;  but  the  children  took  a  fancy  to  him, 
and  begged  him  off,  poor  fellow  !''  continued  she,  patting 
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tlie  dog's  shaggy  head  as  he  laid  it  on  her  velvet  lap ;  for 
tired  with  so  many  hours  standing,  the  danie  jiu  logxa 
kad  seated  herself  upon  the  sofa,  on  perceiving  that  Mr. 
Siville  Vernon  was  more  fiightened  than  hurt ;  ]K>or 
liellow !  poor  old  doggie !  but  you  really  must  leave  off 
your  cabaret  manners,  Tatters,  and  not  fly  at  people  as  if 
they  were  thieves."  • 

"  Thieves !"  sighed  the  attaehi  in  his  turn,  seating  him- 
kIC  and  gradually  approaching  his  chair,  nearer  to  the 
lady,  as  tightly  pressing  his  hat  into  a  still  flatter  crush,  he 
kokfid  up  over  it  intently,  or,  as  ake  thought,  imperti- 
nently, into  her  fiice. 

"  Do  you  know  who  are  the  worst  sort  of  thieves?" 

''  No,''  she  replied,  with  a  slightly  satirical  inflection  of 
Toice,  as  she  stretched  across  the  table  to  reach  a  book 
that  sihe  did  not  want,  to  give  her  a  plausible  prcti?xt 
which  she  did  want,  for  removing  some  degrees  farther 
from  the  proximity  of  Mr.  Saville  Vernon's  chair,  "  No, 
for  I  was  not  aware  that  there  wei-e  any  good  sort  of 
thieves !" 

"What!  not  when  angels  aie  thieves ?"  again  sighed 
the  exquisite,  with  a  large  round  look  of  calf-like  vacuity, 
which  he  intended  for  sentiment. 

-That  is  a  sort  of  calumny  difficult  to  refute,"  said  Lady 
PortarjLs,  between  an  exhausted  yawn,  and  an  apathetic 
smile  ;  "for  as  angels  dwell  in  Heaven,  one  cannot  suppose 
there  is  anything  on  earth  that  they  would  think  worth 
stealing." 

'*  Ah!''  fiaid,  or  sighed,  her  companion. 

But,  as  "  Ah  I"  is  not  an  ejaculation  of  that  specific 
character  which  absolutely  requires  an  answer,  Lady  Port- 
arjis  made  none. 

"Oh!"    was    Mr.  Vernon's  next   attempt;  but    that 

TOL.  L  H 
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being  colloquially — ^precisely  in    the    same    categoiy  as 
All !'' — ^there  was  nothing  to  be  said  to  it,  either  ;  so,  to 
fill  up  die  awkward  pause,  the  little  S&vres  time-piece 
struck  two. 

**  Two  o'clock !  I  fear  1  must  congfdier  you ;  for  it  is 
time  for  all  sensible  i)eople  to  be  in  bed/'  said  Lady 
Portarjis.       « 

"  Oh !  but  Vm  not  a  sensible  i)ei'Son/*  rejoined  the 
attachiy  accompanying  this  sui)ererogatory  piece  ci 
candour  with  another  look  of  still  softer  goose-down  than 
the  last. 

''It  is  uot  civil  to  contmdict  people,  nor  right  to  praisQ 
oue-sclf/'  smiled  tlie  Lady;  "but  I  do  lay  claim  to  aa  much 
sense,  as  is  comprised  in  being  always  glad  to  go  to  bed 
when  I'm  tii'ecl" 

'*  And  can  you  sleep,  when  there?"  asked  Mr.  Saville 
Vernon,  in  a  tone  of  inquiring  reproach,  that  mi^t  have 
served  as  a  model  for  the  ordinaiy  of  Newgate,  in  his 
last  night's  interview  with  condemned  criminals,  on  the 
eve  of  their  execution. 

"Of  course,  I  can — as  I  don't  think  it  requires  any 
great  degree  of  talent  to  be  able  to  sleep  when  one  is 
sleepy;"  in  corroboration  of  which  axiom,  the  fair  speaker 
gave  another  yawn. 

''There  is  sometliing  that  awes  a  fellow  confoundedly! 
witli  these  matter-of-fact,  cold,  stately  women,"  thought 
the  discomfited  attachS,  ''but  perhaps,  after  all,  Fd  better 
leave  the  packet  with  her,  that  Fve  got  in  my  pocket; 
Bussy  says,  'women  like  to  have  declarations  legally 
drawn  up  in  black  and  white  (and  one  need  not  sign  one's 
name),  and  poetry,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing;' — ah,  but 
the  deuce  of  it  is,  that  I  never  can  remember  any  poetiy." 
But  all  this,  was  merely  a  neutral  electric  flash,  ending 
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iitii — "Oh!  ah!  yes — Hamlet  by  Jove!"  which  he  put 
■to  words,  by  exclaimmg,  with  an  abortive  attempt  to 
ake  her  hand  (for  seeing  the  movement  she  parried  it) — 

''And  in  that  sleep,  what  dreams  may  come." 

'Eiactly,"  said  she;  ''dreams,  which  are  to  sleep,  what 
he  sool  is  to  the  body ;  it's  better,  because  it's  immortal 
ut;  were  our  life  not  'rounded  by  a  dream,'  it  would 
ideed  be  a  sad,  harsh,  nigged,  angular  affair.*' 

Ihe  imaaunrato  breathed  more  freely — ^he  began  to  see 
friHght,  for  when  she  talked  about  dreams,  he  thought 
hoe  mi^t  be  some  chance  of  her  being  caught  napping. 
tin,  he  felt  that,  in  an  encounter  of  wits,  or  even  of 
wds,  he  was  no  match  for  her ;  so,  withdrawing  the 
ng-written  declaration  from  his  pocket,  he  was  in  the 
ery  act  of  presenting  it  to  her,  as  having  succeeded  in 
eizingone  of  her  hands,  and  raising  it  to  his  lips,  he 
lid, 

"Most  lovely  of  women!  here  are  some  dreams  of 
tine,  if  you  will  but " 

When  the  door  opened,  and  the  Groom  of  the  Chambers 
ntered,  but  was  about  as  suddenly  to  retire,  on  seeing 
be  room  was  still  occupied,  with  an  apologetic  bow,  and 
n  "  I  beg  your  ladyship's  pardon ;  I  came  to  put  out  the 
ights,  not  being  aware  that  anyone  wa^  still  here." 

"I  was — going  Jackson — so  light  my  haud-candlo, 
-and  here,"  added  she,  casting  a  glance  of  mingled 
com  and  espi^glerie  on  the  overwhelmed  attache,  "  take 
his  packet  to  Lord  Portarjis,  if  he  has  not  gone  to  bed 
et,  as  they  are  papers  Mr.  Saville  Venion  wishes  him  to 
ee." 

"  No,  no," — gasped  that  unfortunate  pwsonage,  "  I  find 

have  brought  the  wrong  papers,  Jackson,  so  must  wait 
iU  Lord  Portarjis  comes  to  Downing  Street  to  moiTow." 

H  2 
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"  That  will  be  quite  time  enough,  Sir/*  bowed  Jackson, 
as  he  handed  the  lighted  taper  to  Lady  Fortaijis,  *'  for  his 
lordship  went  out  about  an  hour  ago,  as  soon  as  the  com- 
pany was  gone,  and  has  not  returned  yet." 

"  Good  night,  Mr.  Saville  Vernon,"  said  the  hostess, 
holding  the  candlestick  in  one  hand,  and  her  £bui  and 
gloves  in  the  Other,  so  as  to  preclude  the  necessity  or  pos- 
sibility of  shaking  hands.  "  I  am  sorry  Lord  Portarjis 
could  not  see  your  papers  to-night,  but  I  suppose  to- 
morrow will  do  as  well  f 

"  Oh !  quite,"  stammered  the  discomfited  dandy,  as  he 
bowed,  and  descended  one  flight  of  stairs,  while  the  lad^ 
ascended  the  other  ;  and  so  the  Honourable  Saville  Ver- 
non learned  for  the  first  time,  by  practical  ezperieno^ 
that — ^great  truth, — ^that 

"  Une  femme  d'esprit,  pent  trahir  son  devoir ; 
Mais  il  faut  pour  le  moins,  qu'elle  ose  le  vouloir ; 
Et  la  stupide  au  sien,  peut  manquer,  d'ordinaire, 
Sans  en  avoir  Penvie,  et  sans  penser  le  faire." 

As  Mr.  Saville  Vernon  crossed  the  hall,  he  had  (if  it 
were  one)  the  satisfaction  of  finding  that  he  was  not  *'  the 
last  man,"  as  a  very  elaborately  got-up  personage,  a  Mr. 
Warren  Hastings  de  Musty,  one  of  the  Stat  major  of  a 
leading  morning  paper,  the  Tyburn  Tonans,  emerged  from 
the  library,  where  he  had  been  ostensibly  to  look  for  his 
hat — a  certainly  not  veiy  useful  article  among  dead  men's 
braias, 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


f  onbon  in  |lags. 


|IGHT  was  going,  morning  coming;  slowly  and 
m^  dreamily,  the  latter  opened  her  blue  and  languid 
eyes  upon  that  moiling,  toiling,  murky,  pleasure-circled, 
and  sorrow-paved  great  city  of  Piutus — London  !  which, 
having  quaffed  from  its  myriad  cups  of  crystal,  gold,  and 
clay,  its  divers  draughts  of  deadly  wine,  now  lay  like  some 
huge  giant  stretched  along  the  banks  of  the  sluggish  river, 
sleeping  its  heavy  sleep.  Almost  every  soimd  of  human 
life  was  hushed,  save  the  faint  echoes,  here  and  there,  of 
the  sobs  and  sighs,  which  sleep  returns  as  an  acknowledg- 
ment of  the  costly  capital  of  human  ills  she  has  received 
into  her  temporary  keeping. 

At  length,  morning  opened  wide  her  ruddy  lips,  and 
yawned  out  day-light  on  the  world,  when  London's  dia- 
monds returned  home  to  their  cases,  and  London's  rags 
^ave  themselves  "the  rousing  shake,"  and  began  to  emerge 
from  the  holes  and  comers  where  they  had  not  exactly 
rested,  but  subsided,  for  the  few  small  link-hours  that 
intervene    between   day  and   night      Among  the  first 


100  THE  WORLD  AND  HIS  WIFE; 

"  That  will  be  quite  time  enough,  Sir/*  bowed  Jackson, 
as  he  handed  the  lighted  taper  to  Lady  Fortaijis,  *'  for  his 
lordship  went  out  about  an  hoar  ago,  as  soon  as  the  com- 
pany was  gone,  and  has  not  returned  yet." 

"  Good  night,  Mr.  Saville  Vernon,"  said  the  hostess, 
holding  the  candlestick  in  one  hand,  and  her  fan  and 
gloves  in  the  other,  so  as  to  preclude  the  necessity  or  pos- 
sibility of  shaking  hands.  "  I  am  sorry  Lord  Fortarjis 
could  not  see  your  papers  to-night,  but  I  suppose  to- 
morrow will  do  as  well  f ' 

"  Oh !  quite,"  stammered  the  discomfited  dandy,  as  he 
bowed,  and  descended  one  flight  of  stairs,  while  the  lady 
ascended  the  other ;  and  so  the  Honourable  Saville  Ver- 
non learned  for  the  first  time,  by  practical  experience^ 
that — great  truth, — ^that 

"  Une  femme  d'esprit,  peut  trahir  son  devoir ; 
Mais  il  faut  pour  le  moins,  qu'elle  ose  le  vouloir ; 
Et  la  stupide  au  sien,  peut  manquer,  d'ordinaire, 
Sans  en  avoir  Penvie,  et  sans  penser  le  faire." 

As  Mr.  Saville  Vernon  crossed  the  hall,  he  had  (if  it 
were  one)  the  satisfaction  of  finding  that  he  was  not  "  the 
last  man,"  as  a  very  elaborately  got-up  personage,  a  Mr. 
Warren  Hastings  de  Musty,  one  of  the  etat  major  of  a 
leading  morning  paper,  the  Tyburn  Tonatis,  emerged  from 
the  library,  where  he  had  been  ostensibly  to  look  for  his 
hat — a  certaioly  not  veiy  useful  article  among  dead  men's 
braios, 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


Jtonbon  in  §lags. 


^IGHT  was  going,  morning  coming ;  slowly  and 
^  dreamily,  the  latter  opened  her  blue  and  languid 
eyes  upon  that  moiling,  toiling,  murky,  pleasure-circled, 
and  sorrow-paved  great  city  of  Piutus — London  !  which, 
having  quatfed  from  its  m)rriad  cups  of  crystal,  gold,  and 
clay,  its  divers  draughts  of  deadly  wine,  now  lay  like  some 
huge  giant  stretched  along  the  banks  of  the  sluggish  river, 
sleeping  its  heavy  sleep.  Almost  every  soimd  of  human 
life  was  hushed,  save  the  faint  echoes,  here  and  there,  of 
the  sobs  and  sighs,  which  sleep  retmiis  as  an  acknowledg- 
ment of  the  costly  capital  of  human  ills  she  has  received 
into  her  temporary  keeping. 

At  length,  morning  opened  wide  her  ruddy  lips,  and 
yawned  out  day-light  on  the  world,  when  London's  dia- 
monds returned  home  to  their  cases,  and  London's  rags 
gave  themselves  *'the  rousing  shake,"  and  began  to  emerge 
from  the  holes  and  comers  where  they  had  not  exactly 
rested,  but  subsided,  for  the  few  small  link-hours  that 
intervene    between  day  and   night.      Among  the  first 
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trailmg  footsteps  that  awoke  a  thick,  indistmct  echo  along 
the  anti-ambrosial  streets  of  the  eastern  quarter  of  the 
^eat  city,  were  those  of  Tattefs's  bereaved  master,  Robert^ 
more  commonly  called  Bob  Bumpus.  His  costume  was 
precisely  the  same  as  that  in  which  he  was  first  introduced 
to  the  reader,  so  that — as  kind  i)eople  are  always  ready  to 
tell  us  that  which  we  already  know; — had  any  of  the  boy- 
hood of  great  men,  cdias  embryo  burglars  and  pick- 
pockets, been  yet  astir,  they  would  have  no  doubt  informed 
him  what  a  shocking  bad  hat  he  liad.  But  as  Mr.  Bum- 
pus  was  then  en  voyage,  having  walked  up  from  Field 
Fleury  by  easy  stages  of  twenty  miles  a  day,  his  travelling 
attire  consisted  simply  of  wisps  of  hay  round  his  legs,  and 
pieces  of  whip-cord  crossed,  sandal-wise,  round  his  ankles 
from  either  side  of  his  shoes  ;  the  whole  of  his  luggage 
being  contained  in  a  blue  and  white  checked  pocket-hand- 
kerchief, the  van  for  which,  was  a  thick  oaken  stick,  on 
which  the  bundle  was  slung,  the  stick  itself  resting  on  hie 
left  shoulder.  He  stopped,  and  looked  about  him,  for  the 
street  "  was  all  before  him  where  to  choose  his  place  of 
rest ;"  and  so  he  selected  the  kerb-stone  in  front  of  the 
magnificent  emporium  of  "Messrs.  Moses  and  Son;** 
and  leaning  his  right  shoulder  against  the  post  of  the  gas- 
lamp,  after  elongating  his  feet  into  the  kennel  that  flowed 
at  the  side,  by  way  of  a  sort  of  al  fresco  foot-bath,  he 
next  took  oif  his  hat  and  laid  it  on  the  pavement  beside 
him,  which  uncovering  to  the  morning  air,  was  somewhat 
a  work  of  supererogation,  it  must  be  confessed,  when  it  ie 
taken  into  consideration  how  exceedingly  well-ventilated 
the  said  hat  was  in  all  directions.  Though  his  doublet 
was  not  intended  to  represent  the  fashion  formerly  rife 
throughout  Spain,  yet  it  so  far  resembled  it,  that  being 
slashed  at  the  elbows — and  that  not  through  any  Sartorial 


OB,  A  PEB90N  09  CONSEQrENrR.  ]  03 

St  (hut  from  '"time  and  the  hour"),  which  impartially 
wear  through  the  longest  day  and  the  stoutest  brrjad- 
doth, — ^his  shirt-sleeves  were  prominently  visible  through 
the  ipertnres.  But  as  his  eyes  fell  heavily  and  sadly  on 
these  rents,  they  appeared  to  make  corresponding  ones  in 
Ms  fedings,  for,  pulling  out  first  one,  and  then  the  other 
in  long  loops,  with  a  gesture  of  impatience,  ho  apostm- 
phized  them  in  the  following  strain,  passing  the  back  of 
ids  hand  hastily  over  his  eyes  the  while — 

"Ah,  wen,  it  seems  as  there  aint  to  be  no  tatters  of  no 
»rt  for  me ;  rags  is  good  enough  for  rogues  and  wair*!- 
bones,  as  the  magistrates  calls  us  coves,  ven  vc  ha,s  the 
least  spree  as  is  not  according  to  church  and  state,  vethor 
it's  thimble-rig  hon  a  race-course,  or  vith  them  poor  gals, 
as  they  calls  slo]>-workcr.s  who  is  hoxpocted  to  ^a-ind  tluir 
bodies  and  sjouIs  (ait  for  three-halfp<.'ncc  a-<lay  in  Muh 
Vanity  Fair  slaughter-hoiLScs  as  that  ere  ;"  and  lioiv,  Mr. 
Bmnpus  "suited  the  action  to  the  word/*  l)y  p<}iiitiii.iz  with 
the  tlnmib  of  his  loft  hand  over  his  slicmlder  at  the 
gnr^'ous  plate-gla!>s  windows  of  the  adjacent  "eni[M»riimi,'' 
which  were  as  yet  concealed  by  their  oaken  veils  of  wiii- 
•I'TW-shutters. 

"  But,"  continued  he,  in  the  same  anatomy  of  mekncholy 
strain,  **  for  the  gents  and  nobility,  hof  course  the  sunn.' 
things,  or  wuss,  has  totally  diifcrent  names.  Von  o^srs, 
mid  jockeys,  and  trainers  too  for  that  matter,  is  doctor*  d 
in  a  vay  as  is  not  quite  according  ^to  the  College  of  Pliysi- 
Oions,  it  stamls  to  reason  that  the  nobleman  or  gent  as 
Twkets  the  thousands  lion  the  transaction,  knows  no- 
Think  vothcver  as  to  ow  it  vos  bronglit  about.  And  as 
fnr  ruinating  on  women  by  scores,  tin  it's  in  course  tlie 
nobility  and  gentry's  private  life,  that  noliody,  and  least  of 
hall  the  lawr,  h«Ts  no  business  to  nioddle  with.      Like  H'»or 


104  THE  WOBLD    AND  HIS  WIFB; 

Polly  and  her  child !  ven  five  year  ago,  I  fished  her  and  it 
hout  of  the  Paddington  canal,  and  ve  vos  hall  three  tookt 
afore  a  magistrate  ;  and  she  vos  a  going  to  tell  as  how  a 
nobleman  ad  fust  ruinated  her,  and  then  deserted  her  and 
her  child.  The  magistrate  stopped  her  has  soon  has  hever 
she  vos  a  going  to  mention  the  nobleman's  name,  saying 
as  he  couldn't  have  a  lorcFs  character !  compermised  by  a 
ooman  of  that  sort 

"  Then  ven  I  upped  and  axed  who  had  made  her  a 
ooman  of  that  sort  ?  I  was  a  hinsolent  ivagabone,  and 
ordered  another  month  at  the  treadmill ;  and  ven  I  kern 
out,  cause  I  could  not  let  poor  Polly  and  her  child  starve 
about  the  streets,  and  L  took  em  along  with  me  to  my 
place ;  then  the  same  '  worthy  magistrate,'  as  they  calls 
em  in  the  noosepapers,  told  us  as  ve  vos  a  living  in  wicei 
*  No  ve  baint  yer  vorship,'  says  I — '  ve*s  honly  a  starving 
in  wirtue.  The  nobleman  as  druv  Polly  and  her  babby  into 
the  canal,  is  living  in  wice,  and  no  mistake,  and  wouldn't 
I  sarve  him  out ;  if  so  be  as  I  could  only  know  his  nama 

"  But  from  that  day  to  this,  I've  niver  bin  hable  to  git 
it  hout  of  the  poor  soft,  silly  cretur,  as  fears  if  so  be  has 
I  knowed  it,  I'd  git  myself  into  trouble  a  takin  hon  the 
lawr  into  my  own  ands,  hand  so  I  would,  too ;  for  the  lawr* 
vot's  the  lawr  ?  but  a  sort  of  wrap-rascal  for  the  rich  hand 
the  great,  to  kiver  hover  hall  their  sins  and  wices ;  and 
that  done,  the  lawr  jumps  Jim  Crow,  and  turns  itself  hinto 
a  sign-post,  vith  a  oss-air  vig  hon  the  top  hon  it,  to  pint 
out  hevery  crooked  road  a  poor  devil  turns  down,  to  pick 
up  a  few  rags  and  bones. 

"  Ho  !  but  it's  they  public  characters !  parliament-men, 
speechifiers,  hauthors,  hand  sich  like,  has  is  the  woppingest 
humbugs !  of  the  whole  lot.  They's  like  blow'd  hout 
bladders,  filled  chuck-full  of  wind,  they  his,  which  sarv^ 
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(0  keq)  themselves  hup  safe  enongL    But  jist  let  any  one 

nm  the  sharp  pint  hof  a  single  truth  hinto  these  here 

pnUic  humbug-balloons,  hand  theyll  soon  find  the  hempty 

hair  has  the/11  git  for  their  pains."    In  short,  though  he 

expressed  himself  somewhat  differently,  Mr.  Bumpus  was 

quite  of  old  Peter  Charron's  opinion,  that ''  the  honesty  of 

wisdome  is  very  rare,  for  there  are  very  few  that  do  know 

the  first  lesson,  or  how  to  study  it  There  is  not  aman  that 

is  master  of  himself,  much  less  of  another.    In  things  not 

neeessaiy  and  strange,  there  are  many  masters,  many  dis- 

dples.    In  this  point  we  are  never  with,  nor  within  our- 

•ehres.      We  always  muse  of  outward  things,  and  man 

better  knowetii  all  things  than  himself.     O  misery !    0 

madness  !    To  the  wise  in  this  point  it  is  necessary  that 

we  know  all  sorts  of  men,  of  all  airs,  climates,  natures, 

ages,  estates,  professions  (to  this  end  serves  the  traveller 

and  the  histoiy),  their  motions,  inclinations,  actions,  not 

only  public  (for  they  are  the  least  to  be  regarded,  being 

all  feigned  and  artijiciai)^  but  private,  and  especially  the 

more  simple  and  peculiar,  such  as  arise  from  their  proper 

and  natural  jurisdiction." 

But  Mr.  Bumpus  had  warmed  with  his  theme ;  so,  first 
abstracting  from  his  bosom  some  fragmentary  specimens 
of  party-coloured  cotton,  which  had  once  been  a  pocket- 
handkerchief  he  wiped  the  pearls  of  eloquence  that  bedewed 
his  forehead  and  face ;  and  then,  as  the  neighbouring 
church-clocks  struck  five,  not  having  tasted  anything  to 
signify  since  four  o'clock,  he  untied  the  comers  of  the 
blue  bundle,  withdrew  from  it,  a  metal  flask,  which  he 
applied  to  his  Ups ;  and,  after  literally  draining  it,  and 
announcing  his  approbation  of  the  contents  by  a  peculiar 
noise  of  his  tongue  against  his  palate,  he  shook  the  flask, 
which  returning  no  sound,  he  said  with  a  sigh,  and  a  toss 
of  his  head — 
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''Hempiyi  like  hereij  tbjiik  else;  kft  ihtafe  lafial 
noihink,  fam  haay  tiiiiik  has  I  can  see/' 

And  then  he  proceeded  to  torn  over  the  Temmitg  coft* 
tents  of  the  bundle^  which  were  more  nsefiil  thut  eitbev 
omaetiental  or  varied,  consisting  o(  one  shirty  an  e^pnt 
profosion  of  stockings,  a  Uack  silk  neck-kercfaieC  • 
piece  of  twine,  an  old  iron-hold^,  that  did  dntj  m  • 
housewife,  lumng  two  large  needles  darned  throi!^  il;  (Mi 
which  were  spitted  fonr  shirt-bnttons,  and  a  Aem  of 
thread  The  rest  of  the  caskets  was  composed  of  a  ahovl 
and  well-falackened  day  pipe,  a  pack  of  very  dirty  cards^  • 
corpulent  and  well-thumbed  "  Little  Warbler/'  eontaunftg 
the  repertoire  of  comic  songs,  with  which  he  was  wonC 
"  to  set  the  table/'  or  at  least  the  tap, ''  in  a  roar,''  and  the 
before-mentioned  betting-book,  which,  in  truth,  was  hoB 
'^ade-mecum.  Having  for  some  seconds  contemplated 
these  treasures,  more  with  the  eye  of  an  amateur  than  of  • 
connoisseur,  he  began  leisurely  turning  them  over,  nnidi 
after  the  same  &shion  that  a  dog  does  a  heap  of  mbbifllr 
in  quest  of  a  bone. 

"  Veil !  there  haint  never  no  bread  ;  and  vot  voold  be 
the  use  hof  it  hif  there  vos  ?  Poor  Tatters  !  he  used  to 
henjy  a  crust  hvmkmmon  arter  one  of  our  long  trampai 
Poor  feller!  poor  feller!  he  hand  I  von't  never  break- 
bread  together  no  more  hin  this  vorld,  hor  vxile  of  tean^ 
as  Madam  Momington  calls  it.  Yell,  howshever,  she  hand 
Mister  Luther  may  shut  up  their  cant-castors  for  the  fater^ 
about  my  throwing  hon  the  children's  bread  to  tbe  d<^ 
Hat  hall  events,  poor  Tatters  did  more  credit  to  his  crusts 
than  Mister  Luther  does  to  all  they  there  flesh-pots  of 
Egypt  hup  at  the  Manor,  as  Madam  Momington  calls  the 
stuffing  and  cramming  as  goes  on  there ;  for  arter  all,  she* 
at  least  honly  looks  like  a  haporth  of  soap  arter  a  hard 
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iaf\  wiflh,  bat  •  hsporth  a  aoap  as  ad  pot  a  hend  to  hits 
w4prmi9^   by   throwniDg    hon    hitself  hinto   the  starch 


"IVior  Tatters !  hif  so  be  has  I  could  honly  know  vere 
hs  fos;  aid  as  be  vos  tookt  care  hon,  I  should  be  a  deal 
Imht  hm  my  mind ;  but  it's  no  nse  thinking  hon  it ! 
Yol's  done  Mb  done  ;  vet's  past  his  past  Sorrow  han't 
got  a  ptetty  faci^  that  she  dionld  make  any  that  has  once 
psst  boo  retam ;  and  Regret's  no  tinker,  and  so  never 
jet  mended  nothink.  No,  not  heven  hall  the  rents  has 
«M  made  bin  the  commandments  yen  Moses  took  hand 
kt  'em  fan,  and  they  vos  broke  hall  to  pieces ;  and  tiiat's 
fte  leaaon  I  'spose  has  they've  niver  been  kep  but  in 
Me  bits  like  hever  since,  the  rich  allai^  having  hon  the 
•fry  nnallest  bits,  thinking  it  wam't  ^nteel  to  take  a  large 
piece  hof  any  think,  and  so  that's  the  reason  'cause  I, 
Bob  Bompns,  appened  to  'ave  a  heye  for  oss-flesh,  and 
Hked  the  smell  of  torf^  his  a  rogne  hand  wagabone\ 
'qiecially  as  I  fell  hin  with  one  has  vos  a  willain,  hand  no 
nujftake.  Since  he  bended  by  riding  a  hacom*s  foal,  or 
Tot  they  calls  at  the  Hold  Baily  being  ung  for  gitting  lion 
too  many  relations  and  race  osses  hout  of  the  vay  vmie 
arter  another.  Ugh!  he  vos  a  hugly  customer,  sure 
enough,  for  all  he  looked  as  smooth  hand  soft  has  gruel ; 
and  it*3  Bob  Bumpus  as  vishes  he'd  retired  hinto  private 
life,  like  his  brother  Moses,  hand  been  content  with  seeing 
the  vorld  from  two  pints  of  view,  a  boy  at  one  hend, 
hand  a  birch  hat  the  bother,  afore  he'd  come  across  sicli  a 

•     Veil,  thinking  haint  no  good ;  I  vos  neither  liis 

paL  nor  his  'complice,  I  wam't  I  vos  honly  his  tool  hand 
hisfooL  Ugh!  but  it'll  leave  a  taste  of  pison  hon  my 
whole  life. 

'*  Never  mind,  try  again.    Vieli  thimble  his  the  pea 
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hiinder  ?  The  vone  in  the  shape  of  a  coronet,  to  be  sure. 
He  gets  rid  of  his  cast-hoff  missus,  there's  no  harm  in 
that;  that's  vot  they  calls  sowing  hon  their  vild  hoata^ 
and  turning  hover  a  new  leaf ;  T)ut  ven  a  county  'tomey 
like  that 'ere  Joe  Jennings,  marries  her  for  valley  received, 
he^s  a  shabby  feller  has  nobody  likes  to  'sodate  with,  and 
then  he  comes  hout  hon  the  turf,  and  there's  rum  stoiies 
about  osses  bolting,  hand  successful  bets  agin  the  £Etvourit6^ 
though  it's  his  own  oss ;  but  has  long  as  Jennings  vku^ 
in  course  no  one  han't  no  right  to  say  nothink,  or  least 
ways,  he's  hevry  right  to  be  treated  as  a  'spectable  man, 
for  has  long  as  the  pockets  his  veil  lined,  no  fear  of  the 
character  hever  being  maligned  ;  besides,  so  many  noble- 
men hand  gents  vins  largely  hon  these  little  transactions 
by  Joe  Jennings,  so  in  coui*se  it  is  hall  rights  hand  there 
can't  by  no  possibility  be  nothink  wrong. 

''  At  last,  poor  Sam  Netherbyfalls  dead  from  his  oss,  five 
minutes  arter  starting  ;  fortius  is  lost  hand  von !  hand  the 
haccident  losers,  grows  wenomous,  and  says,  taint  no 
haccident ;  hinwestigations  takes  place  ;  many  nobs,  hand 
gents  has  as  netted  thousands  hon  the  death  of  Netherby, 
his  much  talked  hof  has  aving  been  consamed  with  Jen- 
nings in  the  matter  ;  but  nothink  of  this  gits  hinto  the 
noosepapers,  has  hit  is  hall  made  pleasant  bin  some  way 
hor  bother.  Hall  they  know  his,  that  they  von ;  in  course 
they  can't  be  hexpected  to  know  how  they  von  ;  it  vos  hall 
chance ;  but  the  death  hof  Netherby  was  brought  home  to 
Jennings,  with  many  more;  so  Jennings  was  hanged  — 
tliat  vos  a  mischance  ;  hand  I  vish  has  I'd  been  hanged, 
too,  afore  he'd  made  me  take  that  glass  of  sperets  to  poor 
Netherby,  though  I  knew  no  more  what  that  willain  had 
put  in  to  it,  than  the  child  hunborn.  TJgh  !  I  feels  a  rattle 
in  my  throat  like,  when  hevcr  Hi  thinks  hon  it ;  hand  Hi'd 
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jxttty  TcJl  sworn  has  a  race-course  should  never  sec  Bob 
Ampiis  again ;  but,  lawr,  vot  ave  we  to  do  vith  oiir- 
lebes?  Its  Fate  as 'goes  a  dragging  hon  us  hup  hand 
down,  hand  round  about  the  vorld,  has  the  Nussmaids 
does  the  babbies  hin  them  there  prambleaters,  hand,  like 
the  poor  hinfants^  ve  may  scream  hourselves  black  hin  the 
hce  \  hit  Tont  be  no  elp  to  us,  hand  a  race-course  vos 
Mitral  like,  to  me  hand  poor  Tatters !  so  ve  found  our- 
sdves  quite  permiscus  hat  the  last  Derby ;  and  vile  I  vos 
a  viUdng  vith  my  ands  hin  my  pockets,  (vere  they  ad  it  hall 
to  their  selves,)  Ned  Lancaster,  Jennings'  trainer,  touches 
me  hon  the  shoulder,  a  cold  shiver  ran  hall  through  mc, 
and  down  my  back-bone,  like  winter  rain  down  a 
ipoot  at  his  touch,  hand  I  says,  '  Pawes  hoff  Pompey  1* 
says  I, '  for  I  haint  a  going  to  have  nothink  more  to  do 
with  none  hofye.* 

**'Bumpus,  my  man/  says  he,  'don't  ee  be  sucli  a 
woundy  fool  as  for  to  go  for  to  quarrel  witli  your  bread 
hand  butter/ 

"'I  haint  no  happetite  for  bread  and  butter,'  growled  I, 
bhort  and  sharp,  has  Tatters  hisself. 

"  *  Nonsense,  Bob,  I've  got  a  job  for  ycr,'  says  he.  *  Aven't 
you  got  a  brother  as  is  a  schoolmaster  ? 

"  *  Veil,  and  vot  if  I  have  ?  don't  the  gents  tell  us  as  goes 
a-flaring  hup  about  the  country  at  Mechanics  Himtitoots, 
hand  such  like,  that  the  Schoolmaster  his  abroad  ?' 
"'Gammon!'  says  Lancaster. 
" '  So  hit  his,  hand  no  mistake.' 
"  'But  Tvc  a  snug  job  for  you,  Bumpus — certain  gam — 
DO  risk,  and  no  trouble.' 

*•  *  I  von't  ave  none  hof  your  jobs,'  says  I ;  *  for  there  s 
more  o{  the  same  hemp  a  growing  as  made  the  rope  as 
hung  Jennings,  and  the  same  hacorn  has  foaled  his  laf>l 
oes  can  foal  moi-e/ 
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'''Hit  hiiint  nothing  consanung  heiiher  osses  nor  jodbef^ 
says  he  ;  hit's  hall  hin  the  hinnocent  line — ^moie^  to  pit 
a  little  boy  to  school  hat  your  brothei^s,  down  at  KoU 
Fleury,  and  hax,  nor  hanswer  no  questions.  Toall  be  paid 
by  a  nobleman,  like  a  prince ;  £Dr  he'll  give  yon  fifty  poa 
a  year  for  yourself  giving  you  the  first  fifty  hin  advance ; 
hand  hif  you'll  jist  step  with  me  behind  the  stand,  Fl 
bring  yer  to  his  lordship,  who  vill  also  pay  your  brodur 
fifty  pun  a  year  for  the  young  gent's  sculing,  till  ftuthflr 
notice.' 

"I  began  to  give  way,  for  I  thought  with  fifty  pun  a  year 
I  should  be  hable  to  make  a  honest  ooman  of  poor  Pol^ 
at  last,  hand  I  knowed  has  that  vos  vot  she  vos  a  fretting 
about  hand  a  hankering  arter.  '  Hand  pray,'  says  I,  stickl- 
ing my  hat  a  one  side  hand  taking  hout  my  betting-book 
to  do  business,  'who's  to  hinsure  me  hand  Moaes  die 
riglar  payment  of  these  here  two  fifty  puns  a  year!' 
'Oh,  the  nobleman's  Lyer  ill  do  thai'  'Ugh,'  says  I^ 
'talking  0  Lyers  haint  the  way  to  make  a  cove  agreeaUa' 
'  Oh,  but  hits  the  vay  to  make  the  money  sure,'  says  ha 
This  vos  vot  they  calls  a  cowwmcing  hargeemetU;  to 
Bumpus  vos  took,  hand  led  like  a  lamb  to  the  slaughter, 
that  his,  behind  the  stand,  to  the  party  as  vos  to  fork  hoot 
the  shiners ;  hand  there  I  sees  a  little  hatomy  of  a  feller, 
a  stanning  vith  his  ands  hin  his  pockets,  his  eels  dose 
together,  cheek  by  jowl,  hand  his  feet  turned  straight  hand 
stiff  hout^  like  the  two  harms  of  a  sign-post  a  pinting 
hout  two  different  roads,  his  ead  hin  the  hair,  has  hif  a 
isyiag  to  make  the  most  hof  his  self,  hand  his  little 
sharp-pinted  nose  a  foUering  hon  the  hexample  of  his  ead, 
hand  looking  for  hall  the  vorld  has  hif  it  vos  a  trying  ard 
for  a  day's  fishing  among  the  clouds,  vile  Us  little  grey 
heyea  seemed  continually  a  looking  round  the  comer  tt 
his  ears,  vithout  his  hever  a  moving  on  his  neck. 
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"^TbiBt  faaiiit  no  nobleman/  says  I,  a  heyeing  hon  him 
fam  ead  to  foot,  vich  vomt  arf  a  minute's  vork,  'Bumpus 
inovB  better,  for,  in  iact,  he  knows  vers  you  cornea 

*'*Vo,  no,  my  friend,'  squeaks  he. 

^'No  friends,  if  you  please,'  says  I,  a  ste^^ing  back  a 
fMe  or  two ;  '£Eumliarity  breeds  contempt^  hand  that's  a 
heed  has  never  vins  hon  hany  course,  leastvays  hin  the 
long  ron.' 

^Ivoshonly  agoing  to  hobserve,'  says  Squeaker,  'as 
fm  Tos  quite  right ;  I  ham  not  his  lorddiip,  I  ham  honly 
iLyer/ 

**  *  Hit's  hall  the  same  thing,'  says  Ned  Lancaster. 

*''Weryh(rften,'say8L 

'"  Lancaster  ave  told  you  the  business  I  required  hof 
ycm,'  sa3rs  Squeaker,  'hare  you  ready  to  hundertake  it^ 
liand  to  preserve  the  strictest  necrecy  hon  the  subject  V 

'"Praps  I  ham,  praps  I  haint;  and  spose  I  vos?  vot,' 
lays  I,  a  holding  hout  my  hand,  'is  to  conwert  Bob 
Bompus's  two  lips  hinto  one  hof  them  there  hadhesive 
henwellopsi' 

** '  This,'  says  Squeaker,  taking  hout  a  long  red  puss, 
fiill  hof  Queen  Wictoria's  picturs.  I  took  hof  my  at  has 
a  lyal  subjec  ort,  for  that's  a  vay  in  vich  no  one  can  never 
lee  too  much  hof  her  majesty.  '  Five-hand-twenty  down 
now,'  continues  Squeaker,  'hand  five-hand-twenty  more 
ven  I  delivers  hup  the  young  gent  to  you,  this  day  two 
months,  hat  the  railway  hotel,  Paddington ;  and  twelve 
pon  ten  to  be  paid  you  by  me,  at  the  the  same  hotel,  evry 
qnarter ;  and  twenty-five,  sent  to  your  brother  at  Field 
Fleoiy,  purwided  you  neither  of  you  ever  ask  the  child 
(whose  name  is  Walter  Selden)  no  questions,  nor  seek  to 
fad  bout  the  nobleman's  name,  whose  bagent  I  ham ;  not 
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has  you  hever  vould  find  it  hout>  for  IVe  so  many  noble- 
men hamoug  my  clients,'  and  here  Sqneaker  gave  a  tost 
hup  to  his  ead  has  seemed  has  hif  he  must  a  pulled 
hit  clean  hout  o'  the  socket,  'but,  above  hall/  continues 
he,  'you  must  not  tell  none  hof  your  sociates,  nor  no  one 
belonging  to  you,  hany  hof  the  particklars  hof  this  ere 
little  harrangement ;  hif  you  do,  I  shall  soon  find  hit  hout^ 
hand  your  hannuity  will  be  stopped  immejet ;  but  if  so  be 
has  you  agrees  to  these  here  conditions,  here  Ms  han  had- 
ditional  five  pun  note  for  you,  to  fit  yourself  hout  re- 
spectable, for  hin  course  hit  would  never  do  for  you 
to  come  for  to  take  the  young  gent  to  scule  in  them  there  . 
rags/ 

" '  Veil,*  says  I,  a  pussing  hup  my  mouth  to  foller  suit 
with  my  heyes,  which  vos  fixed  like  hon  the  puss  in 
Squeaker's  hand,  *I  ham't  a  nobleman,  nor  heven  a  gent ;  * 
but  hi^  by  taking  hoffice  myself,  the  hoffice  of  hagent  for 
honknown  noblemen's  hincumbered  hestates,  I  can  pur- 
wide  for  hall  my  relations,  vy,  I  should  be  wuss  than 
heither,  hif  I  did  not  do  so ;  but,  mind  ee,'  says  I,  to  the 
Lyer  chap,  has  he  began  a  hopening  the  net  to  take  hout 
the  goold  fish, — *  You Ve  a  got  Bob  Bumpus  dog  cheap,  you 
ave, — considering  the  secret  he's  to  keep ;  for  poor  has  he 
his,  he  never  kep  nothing  to  hissel^  in  his  life,  hand  his 
mind  least  of  hall,  for  hit  was  allays  share,  hand  share 
alike,  has  far  has  he  was  consamed ;  and  sure  enough, 
though  I  can't  sniff  no  harm  in  the  matter  has  yet^  the 
aving  to  keep  it  so  close,  sits  as  easy  on  my  mind  as  a 
supper  of  Welsh  rabbits  and  crows'  gizzaixls  vould  on  my 
stomach ;  hand,  liindeed,  I  thinks  has  I  should  fairly  bust 
hat  once,  like  one  of  them  there  detonhating  balls,  hif  so 
be,  as  I  did  not  make  a  clean  breast  hof  it  to  the  walls 
hand  stones  hof  Lunnun ;  no  fear  of  they  repeating  no^ 
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think,  for,  if  Ihey  was  hever  for  to  go  for  to  tell  vot  ihey 
leei  hand  hears !  vy,  lawr !  the  vorld  vould  be  hat  a'hend 
ifere  yoa  could  say  Jack  Bobinson  T 

'Bat  to  think  too  has  heven  that  ere  short  transaction  with 
aLyer  should  aye  brought  me  hinto  sich  trouble  !  for  ven 
lie  bad  counted  hout  the  yaller  boys  to  me,  hand  I  had 
stowed  'em  away  hin  that  ere  stocking  as  I  allays  carries 
about  me  hin  case  of  a  vindfidl ;  hand  I  turns  round  to 
nil  Tatters.  Tatters  had  put  his  foot  hin  it,  for  he 
T06  lost !  gone !  no  vere  to  be  found !  Yell,  as  I  said 
tfore,  it  vojit  bear  thinking  hon  !  hand  heven  ihe9e,  hall 
tbe  tatters  has  IVe  got  left^  I  must  get  rid  on,  cause, 
forsooth !  I'm  to  ave  the  honour  of  being  bear-leader  to 
lome  lords. ^Vell,  for  sartin  sure,  it  w  a  queer,  cross- 
grained,  blow  hot,  blow  cold,  false  weight,  and  false 
measured  vorld,  hin  vich  hevery  von  his  allays  a  playing 
their  game  o'contraries,  hand  contrairy  enough  to  hall 
justice  hand  common  sense  it  his,  hand  no  mistake  !" 

But,  in  order  to  relieve  feelings  that  were  "  too  deep  for 
wordi^"  Mr.  Bumpus  began  to  whistle  the  popular 
melody  of  the  "  Ratcatcher's  Daughter,"  and  to  this  ac- 
Gompaniment  pulled  out  the  stocking  that  officiated  as  his 
strong  box,  and  holding  it  open  from  the  top  in  both 
bands,  he  looked  inquiringly  and  admiringly  down  into  it, 
as  Alexander  von  Humboldt,  or  Pliny  the  elder,  might 
have  done  into  the  crater  of  some  newly-discovered  vol- 
cano. AikI,  while  he  was  making  mental  calculations 
more  financial  than  scientific,  as  to  how  soon  the  golden 
kva  within  would  be  moulten,  into  the  realization  of  an 
ambition  he  had  long  cherished,  the  morning  of  the 
Minories  gave  its  second  yawn,  and  from  a  neighbour- 
mg  Tom  and  Jerry  shop  let  out  a  nymph  with  one 
dilapidated-looking  infant  on  her  back,  and  two 
VOL.  L  I 
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ambulating  squalidities  crawling  at  her  side ;  while,  in 
her  own  uncertain  gait,  there  was  more  of  spirit  than  of 
grace.  As  there  was  nothing  mercenary  in  Mr.  Bumpna^s 
sentiments,  words,  or  relationships  with  the  tail  (?)  sex; 
he,  at  this  apparition,  almost  mechanically  replaced  hiB 
wealth  within  his  bosom,  a  proceeding  that  was  perhi^ 
hastened  by  the  tin-apparatus  of  an  early  breakfEist  pur- 
veyor, at  the  same  time  arriving  and  establishing  herself 
with  all  her  mise-enschie  of  fire,  water,  kettles,  cauldrons, 
sugar,  chicory,  bread,  and  butter,  at  the  opposite  comer  of 
the  street  to  that  at  which  he  had  just  poured  forth  his 
soliloquy.  So,  merely  taking  time  for  a  mental  delectation 
as  to  the  somewhat  apocryphal  account  of  his  being  made 
Ambassador-Extraordinary  in  this  mission,  which  he  had 
given  his  mother,  and  resolving  to  give  a  rechauffe  of  it  to 
Polly,  he  gave  three  sonorous,  not  to  say  savage,  A>H£1CB ! 
and  looked  correspondingly  up  and  down,  the  turn  of  the 
street,  which  did  not,  however,  deter  the  "  Traviata,"  with 
the  three  little  victims,  from  accosting  him  with — 

"I  spose  as  you  haint  took  nothink  yet?  so  it  tapt  no 
use  a  haxing  hon  you  for  a  drain  o'  simmmt  But  do  give 
us  a  drop  if  you  can,  there's  a  jolly  old  chap,  for  I'm  sure 
by  the  look  on  you,  as  yer  can  feel  for  a  feller-cretur  in 
distress,  for  you  don't  look  as  if  the  pump  had  had  the 
weaning  of  you,  you  don't ;  no,  very  different  from  that^ 
for  there's  no  dependence  to  be  placed  in  noses,  if  cream 
of  the  walley  aint  your  nattral  helement" 

"  Come,  be  hoff,  hor  I'll  give  yer  in  charge,"  growled 
Mr.  Bumpus,  with  an  austerity  of  virtue  in  the  inflection 
of  his  voice,  which  seemed  to  resent  the  way  in  which  the 
plumes  of  his  purity  had  been  ruffled  by  even  the  verbal 
breath  of  alcohol,  as  he  retied  his  bundle  with  a  degree  of 
muscular  energy,  that  ahnost  caused  the  empty  flask  within 
it  to  collapse; 
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""  ToitU  give  me  in  charge,  indeed !   that's  a  good  un, 
and  of  course  yer  in  an  urry  about  it,  as  you've  a  got  to 
breakfiist  with  the  Lord  Mayor  arter,   and  then  to  take 
Qoeei  Wictoree  down  to  Greenwich  fair,  hon  a  spree, 
honly  take  care  has  Prince  Halbert  haint  jealous,  cause 
yoa'ie  sich  a  honkinunen  andsome  man,  you  are ;  so  and- 
aome,  that  I  should  like  a  lock  of  yer  air  afore  the  court 
ladies  jobs  it  all  out  hin  lockets,  and  sich  like  ;  and  I'll 
see  if  I  can't  git  'a  andfiil  of  it,  too,"  said  the  virago, 
nuking  a  clutch  at  Mr.  Bumpus's  capillary  adornments  in 
so  bellicose  a  manner  that,  had  poor  Tatters  been  at  the 
acene  of  action,  he  would  have  infallibly  made  her  antici- 
pate the  £ate  of  Jezabel,  in  defending  his   master ;  not 
that  even  in  that  case  the  clamour  could  have  exceeded 
that  of  the  yells  !    now  set  up  by  the  three  juvenile 
aspirants  for  public  sympathy ;   who,  like  the  free-admis- 
aon  claqueurs  at  a  theatre,  wanted  both  discrimination 
and  discretion,  in  the  hubbub  it  was  their  especial  mission 
in  appropriate  places  to  get  up. 

"Would  you  !*'  cried  the  amazon,  drawing  her  digital 
forceps  from  Mr.  Bumpus,  and  administering  a  sharp  slap 
in  the  face  to  one  of  the  vocalists,  whom  she  accosted  by 
the  not  inappropriate  name  of  "  Pinch  ;"  while  the  other 
she  shook  till  the  small  supply  of  breath  that  seemed  in 
its  poor  attenuated  little  body  was  nearly  shaken  out  of 
it,  to  the  accompanying  cognomen  of  "  Skins." 

**  What  do  you  mean.  Pinch  ?  a  waistin  on  your 
hagonies  hon  a  hempty  street,  vere  there  hamt  no  cus- 
tomers ;  close  that  ere  colerer  hospital  o'  youm  this  minute, 
hor  beLse  Til  find  a  hundertaker  has  shall  screw  yer  down 
in  good  amest.  And  ymi  must  begin,  too,  yer  good-for- 
nothink  Skins  !  I'll  teach  yer  the  rale  time  on  it,  by  not 
letting  yer  ave,  no,  not  as  much  bread  as  would  feed  a 
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midge  the  whole  of  this  here  blessed  day,  if  yer  don't  stop 
directly." 

"For  shame!"  interposed  Bob;  " to  treat  your  poor 
children  so  inhumanly." 

"  It  haint  no  business  of  youm  how  I  treats  'em,  and 
you  must  be  a  green  un,  you  must,  to  spose  they're  nty 
brats ;  I  knows  better  nor  that,  thank  you.  I  hires  'em 
hout  hat  sixpence  a  dayheach,  from  a  "Dying-child  Gliib^* 
has  a  Jewess  keeps  in  Houndsditch,  hand  ow  do  yon  think 
as  I'm  to  pay  sich  eavy  hixpences,  and  make  hany  proAti 
hon  the  business  besides,  if  I  let  these  here  hurchinswBSti 
their  talents  hon  hempty  streets  ?  And,'*  added  the  wietoh, 
in  a  sort  of  cameying  tone,  as  she  pushed  the  matle^ 
light,  sun-burnt  and  weather-beaten  hair  off  of  the  palo 
forehead  of  her  eldest  victim,  so  as  to  shew  more  of  his 
wan  face  and  heavy  eyes,  "  Pinch,  when  he's  a  good  boy, 
can  do  his  hagonies  beautiful !  he  can,  hand  have  took*! 
hin  many  a  docter,  who've  thought  it  War  colerer,  hand  no 
mistake ;  and  then  mother  (!)  always  gives  him  a  good 
glass  o'  summut  at  night,  when  he  have  took't  plenty  of 
copper  colerer  pills  in  the  day,  don't  she  ?  And  Skins  can 
be  a  good  giirl,  too,  when  she  likes  and  come  the  starvation 
dodge  in  a  vay  has  would  do  credit  to  a  reglar  famine 
hand  take  hin  a  whole  Board  of  Guardians  ;  it's  quite  tip- 
top, her  hacting  is,  when  she  chuse." 

"  Poor  little  creturs,"  said  Bob,  rising  from  the  haid 
settle  upon  which  he  had  been  seated,  and  crossing  the 
street  to  the  breakfast-stand,  where  the  woman  had  noir 
arranged  her  whole  equipage  of  large  blue  cups,  ketUee; 
milk-jugs,  loaves  of  bread,  and  lumps  of  butter.  "Poor 
little  creturs !  I  don't  believe  as  there's  any  hacting  in 
that.  Come,  turn  to,  and  see  how  much  coffee  and  inread 
and  butter  you  can  make  disappear  in  arf  a  hour,  and  IH 
pay  for  it." 
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And  to  prove  that  this  was  no  vain  ''  mockery  of  woe," 
lie  hdd  np  a  five-shiUing  piece  before  the  now  alert  coffee- 
Tendor,  to  shew  that  he  really  did  mean  to  keep  the 
mitifig,  and  bestow  on  "Pinch"  and  "Skins"  a  grant 
from  the  crown. 

"Hooky!  von't  I  do  my  hagonies  jolly,  arter  such  a 
blow-oat !"  and  in  the  exuberance  of  his  gratitude,  the 
piistic  Pinch  turned  a  somersault,  by  spreading  out  the 
pafan  of  his  right  hand  on  the  pavement,  and  all  in  per- 
brming  a  graphic  tableau  tdvant  of  the  Isle  of  Man  arms, 
the  third  1^  being  represented  by  an  arm,  he  conveyed 
hhnadf  to  the  other  side  of  the  street,  where  he  alighted 
perpendicularly  on  his  feet,  close  to  the  itinerant  breakfest- 
ttble,  on  which  he  leant  both  his  elbows,  in  eager  expec- 
tation of  the  coming  feast,  while  Skins,  though  less  de- 
monstrative, as  befitted  her  sex,  nevertheless,  clapped  her 
poor  little  skinny  hands,  and  declared,  if — 

''Mother  (!)  would  only  let  her  eat  till  she  buMy  she 
shonld  be  able  to  do  her  starvation  all  the  better." 

"  Veil,  I  never  !"  said  that  lady,  better  known  among 
her  associates  as  "Blinking  Sal,"  from  a  tremulousness  of 
the  eye-lids,  to  which  she  was  subject,  "  the  hidear  of  your 
iving  so  much  money,  hand  a  spending  hon  it  hon  they 
brata.  God  bless  yer — do  give  me  a  tester  to  get  a  glass, 
for  I  hant  took  nothink  to-day,  nor  had  nothink  for  supper 
this  blessed  night,  but  the  night  air,  and  it  aint  no  good  for 
the  disgestion  it  aint,  as  I'm  sure  you  know,  kind  sir,"  con- 
dnded  she,  dropping  a  low  and  respectful  curtsey  to  the 
crown-piece  which  Bob  still  held  in  his  hand.  But  though 
Mr.  Bumpus's  first  impulse  in  giving  a  breakfast  to  those 
poor  wretched  little  victims  had  been  one  of  genuine  and 
unalloyed  kindness,  yet,  like  all  great  men,  he  had  a  gieat 
and  favourite  scheme — ^no  less  a  one  (than  in  abandoning 
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the  turf  with  (which  Jennings's  untimely  end  had  disgusted 
him — ^untimely,  inasmuch  as  that  the  said  Jennings  should 
have  been  hanged  many  years  before). 

He  had  resolved,  if  ever  he  could  realize  the  fiinds^  tc 
associate  himself  with  an  equestrian  troop,  and,  if  fortuni 
smiled  upon  him,  eventually  to  become  the  proprietor  d 
one.  The  fifty  pounds  a-year  he  had  so  unexpectedly  com< 
into  possession  of  had  enabled  him,  within  the  last  week 
to  put  this  project  into  practice,  by  having  purchased,  foi 
a  premium  of  twelve  pounds  a  quarter,  the  honour  oJ 
having  his  name  appear  on  the  placards  of  the  Circus  ai 
its  nominal  proprietor,  for  which  he  was  to  beat  rq 
recruits  for  the  troop,  take  the  money  at  the  door,  play  clown 
on  alternate  nights,  and  sing  a  comic  song  occasionaHy 
when  the  performance  was  slow,  or  the  audience  low; 
by  this  means,  he  could  still  indulge  his  love  for  horsei 
harmlessly ;  and  might,  perhaps,  in  his  various  taun 
again  fall  in  with  Tatters,  as  it  was  in  a  Circus  he  had 
first  met  with  that  inestimable  friend  and  companioiL 
Foreign  affairs  are  always,  whether  socially  or  politically 
comparatively  easy  to  transact ;  it  is  in  the  home  depart- 
ment that  the  hitch  generally  arises ;  and,  as  Mr.  Bumpuf 
neared  the  bosom  of  his  family,  or  rather  the  family  of  hif 
bosom,  which  are  far  from  being  always  synonymousi 
(more  especially  in  "moral  England!")  he  began  to  feai 
the  obstacles  he  might  have  to  contend  against  from  PoUj 
Marsham,  who,  on  account  of  her  daughter,  whom,  as  he 
was  wont  to  express  it,  she  was,  poor  soul,  as  particklai 
about  "as  if  she'd  a  bin  reglar  qucdity,  and  all  straigh 
on  both  sides,''  he  was  not  sure  would  much  relish  his 
hippodromic  enterprise. 

"  But  lawr,"  continued  he,  as  he  rapidly,  as  minister  d 
the  interior,  cast  a  glance  over  the  pros,  and  cons,  of  his 
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jmitioiL  "  Poor  soul !  as  I'm  a  going  to  make  a  honest 
ooman  hof  her  at  last^  she's  shure  to  be  agreeable  to  heviy 
think  helse ;  heven  hif  so  be,  as  her  hnsban,  I  was  to 
hiuigt  hon  her  riding  the  wiciousest  oss  in  the  troop, 
hand  jumping  through  one  of  them  there  paper  moons 
efHy  nighty  for  her  honey-mooa"  And  while  revolving 
Aese  matters  in  his  mind  it  was,  that  Mr.  Bimipos's  Cen- 
tiDP  perceptions  had  been  struck  with  the  immense  gym- 
oifitic  capabilities  of  Pinch,  and  with  the  vivida  vis  animd 
liiich  distinguished  all  his  plans,  he  instantly  resolved  on 
one,  to  rescue  those  unfortunate  children  from  their 
piBsent  miserable  and  precarious  existence,  for  one  that 
wu^  at  least,  spangled  over  with  the  tinsel  of  spurious 
excitement;  and  carrying  out  this  scheme  would  also 
afford  him  the  real  pleasure  of  circumventing  Blinking 
Sal,  to  whom  he  owed  a  grudge,  for  the  hostile  intentions 
?he  had  so  recently  manifested  towards  liini.  So,  in  reply 
to  her  modest  request  for  refreshments  at  his  hands,  he 
placed  the  five-shilling-piece  in  those  of  the  purveyoi  of 
coffee,  saying  he  would  return  in  a  minute  or  two  for  tlu* 
cknge;  "and  then,  my  lass,"  added  lie,  a<ldressing 
BUnking  Sal,  **you  shall  have  sperits  enough." 

"  There's  a  trump  !"  cried  the  grateful  nymph,  slapping 
her  hands  more  joyously  than  gracefully,  "  I  knowM  as 
you  was  one  of  the  right  sort,  the  moment  as  I  set  vyt^a 
on  you." 

"Ah  !"  said  Mr.  Bumpus,  with  a  facetious  little  twinkle 
of  his  dexter  eye  (as  he  disappeared  round  the  comer), 
which  quite  threw  Blinking  Sal's  habitual  occular  gym- 
nastics into  the  shade.  "  I  s'pose  I'm  a  beauty 
now?" 

*'  In  course  you  hare,  andsome  his,  has  andsome  does,'* 
rtspondetl  the  lady,  *'  or  my  name's  not  Blinking  Sal."  To 
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which  complimait,  the  subject  of  it  disappeared,  sonorondy 
chanting  the  refrain  of 

"  What  a  beauty  I  did  grow,  did  grow,  did  grow. 
What  a  beauty  I  did  grow." 

The  Egyptian  Priests  told  Herodotus,  that  since  their  fint 
King  reigned,  then  eleven  thousand  years  before  thatperiod^ 
the  sun  had  changed  his  course  four  times,  and  in  lika 
manner,  we  have  to  inform  the  reader,  that  on  quitting 
Blinking  Sal,  Mr.  Bumpus,  albeit  a  very  different  sort  of 
luminary,  likewise  changed  his  course  four  times  bef(»« 
he  could  meet  with — ^what  Herodotus^  with  all  his  Mvoir 
had  never  heard  of,  and  might  have  experienced  equal 
difficulty  in  discovering  if  he  had,  to  wit,  a  policeman;  at 
length,  having  turned  down  his  favourite  locale,  Eastchei^ 
within  a  door  or  two  of  his  "old  familiar  friend,  the 
Boar's  Head,''  which  he  frequented  when  in  London,. 
quite  as  much  as  Shakespeare,  Ben  Johnson,  and  the 
other  choice  spirits  of  that  time  did  in  their  day.  Bob 
espied  a  rigid  bale  of  blue  cloth,  finishing  its  morning  nap 
against  a  post,  which  he  concluded,  was  at  least  the  fossil 
remains  of  a  detective ;  so  walking  up  to  it,  and  finding 
upon  examination,  that  it  was  a  real  live  policeman,  such 
as  any  cook,  without  circumnavigating  the  globe,  might 
have  sworn  to,  he  accosted  the  "  Sleeping  Beauty  "  on  the 
wood,  with 

"  Hello  !"  Pleeseman  !  you  be  wanted,  please  ;  I  wants 
to  give  a  ooman  in  charge,  up  yander,  comer  o'  the  Mino- 
ries,  for  using  hon  three  poor  children  shameftd  bad  I 
childem  as  ain't  hum,  but  as  she  ave  hired  from  one  oi 
them  there  Dying  Child  and  Shocking  Haccident  Clubs ; 
she's  a  reglar  female  ruflian,  she  is,  a  rogue  hand  waga- 
bond,  and  no  mistake." 
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But  as  peq>le  will  go  o^  judging  from  appearances^ 
efen  policemen,  or  rather  more  especially  Policeman 
Sergeant  Snack  of  the  K  division,  though  not  yet  wide 
iwike,  still  eyed  Mr.  Bumpus  with  his  one  available  optic, 
while  he  rubbed  up  the  other  into  its  wonted  clearness, 
and  at  the  conclusion  of  this  cursory  survey  of  that  gen- 
tleman s  outward  man,  repeated  his  last  words. 

"Bogue  and  vagabond  indeed  V*  adding,  ''  come,  you'd 
better  be  oS,  and  take  your  gammon  to  another  market, 
mlesB  you  want  me  to  take  you  along  with  me" 

''Iawt  bless  you,"  said  Bob,  untwisting  one  of  the 
wisps  ci  hay  and  straw,  that  formed  his  travelling-boots. 
"Hall's  not  goold  has  glitters,  neither  his  all  has  his  rags, 
lognesL  Fm  a  spectable  man,  I  assure  you,  though  no  one 
mightn't  spose  it,  to  look  at  me ;  I  lodges  here  close  by, 
bon  Tower-hill,  ven  I*m  in  Lunnxm,  at  Mrs.  Ray's,  as 
keeps  the  little  chaney-shop ;  and  what's  more,"  continued 
he,  withdrawing  for  the  policeman's  inspection  a  piece  of 
p^jer  from  his  bosom,  *'you  wouldn't  know  me  a  couple 
o'  hours  hence,  ven  Moses  have  took  his  profits  bout  o' 
me.  Crikey  1  shan't  Hook  as  bright  as  the  brazen  sarpent, 
for  Tm  a  going  to  be  made  a  happy  jmi  hon  to-day,  hand 
here's  the  license,  a  fust-class  ticket,  you  see,  no  publish- 
ing o'  bans  or  being  axed  hin  church,  or  sich  like — that 
wwn't  genteel!" 

And  while  Ser;^;eant  Snack  was  spelling  over  the  names 
of  Robert  Bumpus,  and  Mary  Marsham,  both  of  the  Tower 
Hamlets,  as  set  forth  in  the  license,  the  bridegroom  elect 
drew  a  sovereign  from  his  hoard,  well  knowing  that  to  be 
I  far  more  conclusive  guarantee  for  his  respectability  than 
any  verbal  ones  he  could  coin. 

"  Now,  look  you  here, "  resumed  he,  tendering  the  gold 
ia  exchange  for  the  license,  which  the  policeman   now 
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returned  him.  "  I  cl<m't  wai^J;  tliey  two  poor  children  to 
be  no  hexpense  to  the  parisli,  I  don't,  if  so  be  has  you  can 
honly  git  em  took  care  on  in  tlie  workus  till  the  day  aiter 
to-morrow.  I  knows  their  parents,  (!)  wholl  be  glad 
enough  to  get  em  back,  but  the  parish  will  have  to  take 
care  o'  the  babby,  cause  I  don't  know  nothin  about  hit ; 
babbies  haint  in  my  department,  you  see,  Tm  more  in  the 
OSS-flesh  or  grow' d  hup  lire,  but  the  ooman  is  a  notorious 
bad  keracter,  as  goes  by  the  flash-name  of  Blinking  Sal," 
concludetl  Mr.  Bumpus,  with  an  inward  chuckle,  to  think 
how  opportunely  she  had  betrayed  her  sobriquet,  as  but 
for  this  piece  of  feminine  imprudence,  he  might  have 
ignored  it  till  the  day  of  his  death,  and  moreover  been 
sadly  at  a  loss  for  evidence  to  aiiduce  as  to  his  knowledge 
of  her  identity.  The  gold  was  beginning  gradually  to 
work  its  usual  miraculous  effect  even  on  Sergeant  Snack, 
wlio  said : 

"Well,  rU  step  round  and  inquire  at  Mrs.  Ray's,  if 
what  you  say,  my  man,  is  all  true  ;  and  if  it  is.  Tin  quite 
willing  to  take  this  Blinking  Sal,  into  custody." 

"  Lawr  bless  yer  I  she'll  give  us  the  slip  if  you  don't 
begin  by  taking  her,  an<l  gittiug  them  poor  children  hout 
hof  her  clutches,  for  hit's  time  enough  to  hinquire  about 
me  arter.  Bob  Bumpus  will  keep,  he  will ;  hand  here's 
a  sovian  towards  the  maintenance  of  they  two  poor  chil- 
dren— as  that  tremenjus  female  ruffian  !  calls  Pinch,  hand 
Skins,  wherhas  it  haint  no  sich  a  thing,  but  quite  the 
cimtraiiy  of  that ;  for  the  boy's  Christen  name  (liit's  not 
for  Bob  Bumpus  to  betray  no  secrets,  by  saying  what 
their  surname  his,  which,  hof  com'se,  they  ave  as  good  a 
right  to  has  you  hor  I  ave  to  oum) — I  was  agoing  to 
observe  that  there  was  no  Skins,  nor  Pinch,  hin  the  case, 
nor,  indeed,  scarcely  a  pinch  of  skin  lietwixt  them,  poor 
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little  creturs;  nevertheless,  the  boy's  name  is  Horlando, 
bind  the  gals,  Hangeliner — not  zackly  the  sort  o'  names 
to  be  kept  huphon  workus  water-gruel ;  for  which  reason 
it  is^  ibat  I  wishes  to  restore  them  to  their  disconsolate 
parients^  so  has  they  may  hall  live  appy  together  hever 
irter,  like  Ae  hend  of  a  story-book." 

Bat  here  a  fine  bay-horse  in  its  plaid  housings,  with 
the  initials  B.  M.,  worked  in  scarlet  cloth  on  one  comer 
of  them,  and  ridden  by  a  groom  in  his  fiistian  dishabille, 
coming  at  a  walking-pace  down  the  street  from  the  Tower, 
eiQsed  the  orator  to  step  np  on  the  pavement,  and  sud- 
denly to  pause  in  his  harangue,  from  the  circumstance  of 
kis  being  accosted  by  the  equestrian,  as  he  suddenly  reined 
in  Merrythought,  Captain  Momington's  mare,  which  he 
WIS  taking  out  to  exercise. 

"Hello!  Bob  Bimipust!  where  the  Derby  did  yotv 
spring  from?  I  should  as  soon  have  thought  of  seeing 
I  muBhroom  growing  in  Piccadilly,  or  Mr.  Luther  a  betting 
at Tattersall's— ha !  ha!  ha!" 

''Nothink  impossible,"  laughed  Mr.  Bumpus,  shaking 
hands  with  the  groom,  **  honless  it  be  making  a  welwet 
puss  out  of  a  sow's  ear,  or  a  rale  Christian  hout  of  one  of 
they  modem  saints ;  but  who  knows  ?  niver  despair, 
Spriggs:  and,  p'rai>s,  one  of  these  days  we  may  see 
Mister  Luther  a  wentering  a  few  hundreds  hon  the  Pale 
0«8  Stakes !  And  as  for  Madam  Momington  !  don't  you 
know  as  her  wery  petticuts  is  starched  with  sanctity !  So 
in  course,  has  befits  a  helderly  gentlevoman  hin  the 
Hethody  line,  she 

"  *  Sarchea  hout  her  sperits  hin  the  night  season.' " 

This  quotation  Bob  emphasized,  by  placing  his  right  fore- 
fin^r  perpendicularly  at  the  side  of  his  nose,  and  winking 
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his  right  eye ;  after  which  charming,  though  by  no  meiiit 
novel  piece  of  pantomime,  he  added,  interrogating  Spiiggi 
personally,  for  his  own  satisfaction — "^  But  though  I  haini 
a  Yankee  (for  vich  hand  hall  hother  mercies  I  ham . 
truly  thankful),  still,  1  ave  got  jist  sufficient  cuioaity  to 
make  me  vish  to  know  hunkimmen,  Tot  brings  you  hinlt 
this  part  of  the  world,  little  Leathers!" 

"Oh!  Tmhereondooty;  that  is,  the  Cappen  is  <m  doo^ 
at  the  Tower.  It's  purdijus  slow,  to  be  sure — almoet  as 
bad  as  Momiiigton  Manor — only  there  aint  so  modi- 
lifting  hup  of  the  voice,  and  flumping  down  hon  the 
knees,  as  Madam  Momington  makes  us  go  through;  bat 
stUl,  the  stagnation  of  hanimid  life  his  awrful !  hand  M 
hamoimt  of  the  Humane  Sursiety's  remedies — ^has  far  baa 
blankets,  hand  brandy  hand  water  goes — seems  of  the 
least  awail  bin  restoring  suspended  hanimation.  Thete*B 
billiards  hand  backy,  to  be  sure,  hand  the  hofficers  has 
a  variety  that  we  haven't;  for  all  the  morning  diey  smcdDS 
cigars,  hand  hall  the  hevening  they  smokes  the  dia{daiB. 
But  the  Cappen,  he'se  now  a  got  Sir  Hugh  de  Byons  and 
Mr.  Thomberry  *  confined  in  the  Tower'  with  him^  has 
h^  calls  it^  hand  I  vish  as  they  was  further.  For  Sir 
Hugh,  he's  a  persuading  hon  the  Cappen  to  take  him 
down  to  Momington  Manor  for  a  little  good  shootu^; 
but  I  suspect  he've  started  the  game  there,  already,  and 
that  the  reason  he  don't  trouble  the  cappen's  Manillas  is^ 
that  there's  hother  weeds  more  to  his  fancy  down  at 
Field-Fleury." 

"  Ay,  and  birds  of  a  feather  flocks  together,  hand  that 
'ere  maid  of  Madame  Delmar's,  Miss  Carew  Patty, — a  gal 
to  my  mind,  as  his  hunkimmen  natty,"  re-winked  Mr. 
Bumpus,  with  a  happy  mixture  of  abandon  and  persiflage, 
as  he  facetiously  poked  Spriggs  in  the  left  side,  with  tfie 
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oook  of  his  oaken  stick,  still  graced  as  that  bdton  was 
fitli  the  blue  bundle  containing  his  luggage. 

•'Come  now,  Bob,  be  quiet ;  I  haint  in  no  humour  for 
noDe  hof  your  nonsense.  You  can't  hexpect  a  feller  to  be 
lim  sperUs  bin  this  'ere  dungeon  hof  a  place,"  said 
^ffjggs.  parrying  both  thrusts,  by  stooping  down  to  pat 
the  mare's  neck,  as  he  added,  *'heven  poor  Merry- 
thonght  thinks  has  long  as  she's  here,  the  sooner  she 
dunges  her  name  the  better." 

"As  I  be  a  going  to  do,"*  responded  Mr.  Bumpus,  with 
all  the  solemnity  so  strange  an  announcement  demanded. 

** Change  your  name!  What?  You've  never  a  bin 
left  a  fortin  like  the  quality,  have  you  Bob  ?  hin  which 
ease  they  hare  always  obleeged  to  call  theirselves  names." 

"Change  my  name,  what  ham  I  thinking  hon  ?  Nn  ; 
I  didn't  mean  zackly  that  heither,  that  vos  a  putting  the 
cart  afore  the  oss,  but  here's  the  ticket,"  added  he,  putting- 
the  marriage-license  into  Spriggs's  haniL  "  Vot  I  meant 
vos,  as  hat  eleven  to-day  I'm  a  going  to  be  made  a  appy 
pair  hon,  hup  at  the  Tower — my  young  ooman  hand  nu-, 
kiid  the  Chaplain  of  the  Forces  his  tlie  clerical  Calcraft, 
bas  his  to  ficiate  hon  the  hoccasion.  Ai'ter,  ve' 11  ave  a  blo^^  - 
hout  hat  the  Boar  s  Head,  vot  the  noosepapers  call  quitt? 
'private  and  select'  like,  vich  means,  has  there  von't  l-e 
nobody  there  to  signify,  honly  the  bride  hand  bridegroom, 
in  coorse.  Mrs.  Ray,  hour  landlady,  her  si.ster-liin-law, 
poor  Ruby  Ray,  who,  though  turned  two-hand-thirty,  ave 
bin  hinnocent  hever  since  she  war  seven  year  oliL  Jack 
Eoanscrape,  the  mate  of  the  "  Hans  Van  Kelp,"  now 
lying  in  the  river,  he've  bin,  as  you  know,  twice  round  the 
Torld,  ave  Jack,  hand  never  met  witli  his  match  hon  the 
fiddle,  nor  hat  the  pestle-and-mortar  step  in  a  onipipe,  as 
yon  know  Spriggs;  that's  the  list  of  the  company,  vith 
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Muster  Thomas  Spriggs,  biff    he'll    do  hus    the  honor 
o'  joining  on  usf 

"  Most  proud  hand  appy,"  said  Spriggs,  lifting  up  his 
cap,  "  but  haint  your  mother  hand  brothers  come  hup  fat 
the  weddin  ?" 

"  Hi'm  of  hage,"  rejoined  Mr.  Bumpus  stolidly,  "  there 
haint  no  nercessity  for  hall  that  looking  arter ;  beside^ 
my  mother  his  wedded  to  her  wash-tub,  Moses  to  his 
birch,  hand  Ned  to  his  bnish,  so  vot's  the  use  o'  disturb* 
ing  hon  em  ?' 

"  Well,  but  ave'nt  you  got  never  a  young  lady  for  a 
partner  for  me?"  inquired  Spriggs,  with  an  air  ^aj/Zan^ 
meant  quite  to  dispel  any  illusions  Mr.  Bimipus  might 
have  entertained  respecting  his  admiration  for  Miss  Pattj 
Carew. 

"Veil,  there's  Mabel,  as  far  as  she  goes,"  said  Mr. 
Bumpus,  pulling  his  right  ear,  as  if  that  could  have 
lengthened  her,  as  well  as  that  appendage. 

"  As  fur  as  she  goes,"  echoed  Spriggs  with  a  laugh ; 
"  why,  how  fur  does  she  go  ?" 

"  Honly  has  fur  has  five  year  hand  three  months." 

"  Whew  !"  whistled  Spriggs,  children  not  being  in  his 
line  any  more  than  "babbies"  were  in  Mr.  Bimapus's. 

"  But  who  is  Mabel  V  re-interrogated  Spriggs, 

"Vy,  she's  the  darter  of  Mrs.  Bob  Bumpus  has  his 
to  be." 

"  Oh,  then  you're  hin  the  ready-made,  and  second-hand 
line,  Bob,  for  it  seems  has  your  hintended  his  a  vidder  ?" 

"  Thereabout,"  but  as  Mr.  Bumpus  did  not  choose  to 
enter  into  any  more  lucid  explanation  on  the  subject,  he 
intuitively  adopted  the  Parliamentaiy  pis  aUer  of  pickiiig 
holes  in  his  interrogator's  department,  for  stepping  back 
a  little,  as  if  forcibly  struck    (again   to  boiTow  bom 
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Si  Stephen's  by  what  was  only  a  scarecrow  set  up  to 
piny  a  fact),  he  suddenly  exclauned, 
"Hello !     Spriggs,    youVe    got    that    ere    girth    too 


"Ave  I?"  said  the  half-doubting,  but  still  yielding 
8i«ggs.     "  Well,  just  put  it  right,  wUl  you  ?" 

And  once  more,  Mr.  Bumpus  evinced  his  legislative 
icomen,  by  after  an  obligato  amount  of  fumbling,  leaving 
tilings  precisely  as  they  were. 

"  As  I  tell  the  Cappen,"  said  Spriggs,  who  now  having 
the  reins  in  his  own  hand,  had  a  right  to  say  what  he 
pleased  "hif  coming  to  this  here  confounded  tower,  wam't 
konly  an  occasional  thing,  I  should  certainly  give  him 
warning,  for  kep  hin  this  place,  osses  aint  no  credit  to 
one ;  no  more  nor  if  they  was  bus  osses,  hand,  hendeed, 
has  I  says  to  him,  hif  hit  was  to  be  a  constant  hinstead  of 
quite  a  permiscus  thing,  hour  being  hon  dooty  here,  he 
might  ride  sich  dog's  meat  hif  he  pleased,  but  he  shouldn't 
make  me  do  it." 

"  Lawr  ?"  said  Mr.  Bumpus,  in  his  most  facetious  and 
complimentary  strain,  delighted  at  having  put  Spriggs  on 
another  scent  "  You  !  needn't  mind  vot  cattle  you  rides  ; 
a  stud-groom's  allays  a  stud-groom  ;  it's  he  has  sets  hoif 
the  oss,  hand  not  the  oss  has  sets,  hor  hever  throws  him 
hoff.  Did  you  hever  ear  the  werses  I  made  hon  that  wery 
subjec,  last  Hoctober  meeting  ?" 
''No." 

"  Lawr  bless  yer !  the  leterauy  gent,  has  does  the 
horiginal  jokes,  hand  sich  like,  hin  *  Bell's  Life,'  hand 
sevral  bother  veekly  papers,  hoflfered  me  a  five  pun  note 
for  'em,  if  so  be  has  I'd  let  him  ave  'em  to  prent ;  but  I 
said  no,  for  hif  they  was  voth  five  pmi  to  him  has  had 
Bothink  to  do  with  'em  ;  in  course  they  was  voth  double 
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that  to  me,  the  inwenter.    Now  look  hup,  Spriggs,  thezett ;; 
money  bid  for  yer;  clear  the  course,  here  they  comes !  ,, 

The  groom  as  is  slack,  /^ 

Vill  ride  a  lean  hack ;  ;« 

Hand  him  vots  a  snob,  is 

Steps  hout  hon  a  cob ;  '  i:;^ 

But  he  as  is  stud,  > 

Sports  nothink  but  blood.*  )^, 

''  Ha !  ha  !  ha  !   that's  good,"  laughed  the  appreeiitfiif  ii 
Spriggs,    accompanied  by  a  cachinnatory  fidsetto    froqi 
Sergeant  Snack,  who  from  Spriggs's  diluted  "Morning  Podr'i 
about  the  "  Cappen,"  Sir  Hugh  de  Byons,  and  Mr.  Thorn*:  ^ 
bery,  no  longer  doubted  Bob's  "  respectability,"  notwitli- 
standing  the  post-mortem  appearance  of  his  garments  ^^ 

•  Not  yet  having  got  into  the  way  of  it,  that  is,  not  yel  f 
being  able  to  turn  literary  Flibustier,  by  having  a  Boutledgd   ■ 
for  the  puffs  financial,  and  a  Eudgester,  for  the  pufib  and   ' 
perjuries  critical,  the  author  thinks  it  better  at  once  openly    ' 
and  honestly  to  state,  for  fear  of  being  given  in  chaige  to    , 
some  literary  detective  of  the  A.  S.  S.  division,  and  sent  to 
their  House  of  Correction,  that  these  lines  which  Mr. 
Bumpus,  like  a  true  genius,  so  shamefully  palmed  off  cox 
his  friend  Spriggs,  as  perfectly  original !  are  nothing  more 
than  a  flagrant  parody  upon  those  charming  and  dassical 
lines  on  modem  female  costume,  which  last  year  appeared 
in  "  Punch,"  and  have  since  become  "familiar  as  household" 
It  is  perhaps  superfluous  to  say  we  allude  to 

"  The  woman  what's  thin,  or  lean, 
G^ets  into  crinoline. 
Her,  what's  a  flgure. 
Don't  need  be  bigger, 
But  them  blow'd  out  bags 
Identifies  Scrags." 


le  ana  yagaDono,  wnaieyer  ne  migai  appear ;  ana 
r,  it  was  reaUy  most  humane  of  him  to  wish  to 
hose  poor  children,  and  restore  them  to  their 
-the  sovereign  proved  that.  So  the  steps  of  Blink- 
i  progress  as  Queen  of  the  Beggars  were  for  that 
3S8t  numbered ;  as  Sergeant  Snack,  after  having 
is  langh,  and  again  got  up  his  official  decorum, 
oundy  and  touching  Mr.  Bumpus  with  the  end  of 
jeQcw  reed-looking  cane  lightly  on  the  arm  with 
I,  while  with  theotiier  he  drew  out  his  large  silver 
od  consulted  it^  said — 

minutes  after  six ;  come  my  man,  the  time's  a 
m,  and  if  you  wish  to  give  this  woman  in  charge, 
feer  be  moving." 

nan  bin  charge!  what  woman  ?"  inquired  Spriggs. 
me  aint  no  just  cause  or  himpediment  why  these 
old  not  be  jined  together  in  oly  matrimony! 
:  o*  that  aort^  eh  ?  I  never  know'd  as  you  was  in 
deceiver  line  afore  ;  but  still  there*s  no  saying,  for 
i  as  you  comes  hout  strong-er  hand  strong-er 
me  I  sees  you." 
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single,  makes  no  diifereuce,  hexcept  has  the  married  ims 
is  the  wust  of  the  twa" 

"  Hold  hon  there !"  said  Mr.  Bumpus.  "  A  man's  nofc 
a  OSS,  cause  he  appens  to  be  bom  hin  a  stable ;  nor  ham* 
mmiition,  cause  his  mother  chanced  to  be  in  a  hurry  hand 
he  was  hushered  hinto  vot  Madame  Momington  calls  tfaii 
wale  o'tcars,  o*top  hof  a  baggage-waggon ;  hand  it  haint 
cause  a  cove  appens  to  be  fond  hof  the  tur^  that  he 
should  be  given  hup  to  hevry  bother  wice,  like  the  nota 
hand  gents,  has  he  his  liable  to  meet  there." 

"  Whew  !"  whistled  Spriggs ;  "  but  hellow  !  where  the 
onaccountables  is  Tatters  hall  this  while  ?  cause  hof  courBS 
he's  to  be  groom's  man  at  the  weddin  T 

"Ay,  vere  is  he?  indeed!  poor  feller!  that*sjust  vot  I 
vishes  has  you,  nor  hany  von  helse  could  tell  me  ?  hits 
jist  a  EiL-jnth  hand  two  days  to-day  since  he  vos  ticed  avay 
or  stolen  from  me  hat  the  Derby.  Fve  put  advertisements 
most  hui  hevry  paper  about  him,  the  Times,  BelPs  ij/i, 
The  Hera,  hand  Veekly  Dispatchy  a  hoffering  a  reward 
hof  five  pounds  hif  any  one  would  bring  him  to  the 
Boar's  Ead,  Heast-Cheap.  I  heven  wrote  to  Sadstealto 
know  vere  he  vos  ?  hand  hif  so  be,  has  hever  I  should  see 
him  agin,  not  saying  as  he  vos  a  dog,  cause  has  Sadsteal 
his  a  conjurer  hand  strologcr,  and  sich  like,  in  course  he 
ort  to  know  hall  about  it  without  my  telling  hon  hun." 

"  Poor  Tatters !  I  am  unkimmen  sorry  as  he*s  lost  I  to 
be  sure  ;  for  I  think  he  wor  hout,  hand  hout,  the  cleverest 
daug  has  hever  I  see  !  But  did  Sadsteal  tell  you  as  you 
would  get  him  back  V 

*' '  Oh  lawr !  that  vos  a  go  !  he  writes  back  to  say,  as  he 
could  tell  mo  nothink  for  sariin,  honless  I  could  give  him 
the  hegzact  day  hand  hour  hof  the  party  a  birtL  VeU^  I 
knowed  thai  werry  veil,  cause  I  bespoke  him  from  the 
fdawn  hof  Ohepstow's  Circus  afore  he  vos  bom,  hagreeiiig 
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to  giTe  Norris  the  clown  a  sovran  for  him  has  soon  has 
his  heddication  was  completed  So  I  sends  Sadsteal  the 
diy  hand  hour  hof  the  birth,  £ast  enough,  never  letting 
lum,  about  his  being  a  dang,  but  calling  hon  him  vot  he 
jalBj  Yos  to  me,  a  dear  Mend ;  "  and  this  here,"  added 
Hr.  Bnmpus,  withdrawing  a  letter  from  his  bosom,  "  his 
the  precious  consam  has  he  sends  me  back  for  no  hend  hof 
Qaeen*s  eads,  has  I  sent  him  for  his  fare/'  and  so  saying, 
he  opened  and  handed  the  letter  to  Spriggs,  which  pre^ 
fiented  the  following  hieroglyphic,  which,  indeed,  was  l 
pafect  one,  not  only  to  Spriggs,  but  even  to  SeigeanT 
&uck,  as  it  differed  so  widely  from  any,  either  photograpi 


oir  autograph,  that  he  had  yet  seen,  wiu*^  i 
written  in  a  plain,  vulgar,  and  perfecix; 

"The  missing  party's  return  it  wjusri. 
great  riii^  in  life ;  even  to  attaiiiui:  o^ 
State,  and  basking  in  the  sunsimj-  -  ^mr 
Tided  he  only  avoids  the  snare  <r  a 
m  or  about  his  twenty-third  t^k  .-m 
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too  firee  use  of  the  alluring,  but  treacherous  juice  of  the 
grape,  which  may  cause  him  to  betray  secrets  of  hi^ 
political  import,  which  is  threatened  about  this  time,  by 
Venus  entering  the  sun's  house,  and  Mercury  being  in 
a  sextile  position  with  Saturn.  Still,  there  would  appear 
to  be  an  error  in  the  date  of  the  Nativity  sent,  as  it  is 
the  sixth  of  Jmie  18 — ,  which  would  only  make  the 
missing  party,  three  years  old  ;  quaere,  should  it  not  have 
been  18— T 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!  now  jLst  fancy  a  hold  daug  o'  twenty- 
three  years  of  hage  a-making  lion  a  Mmprudent  marriage, 
hand  l>ein^  a  more  drunken  daug  nor  his  master,  hand 
betraying  on  state  secrets,  vich  there  haint  no  fear  hon 
his  master  s  never  doing,  seeing  has  he  dont  know  nona 
Has  for  his  basking  hin  the  sunshine  of  ryal  favour,  that 
haint  by  no  means  .so  muili  hout  of  the  cards;  for  Tin 
wery  sun*  hif  so  be  has  tlie  Queen  could  only  git  a  chance 
to  see  hinu  sheM  soon  perfer  him  to  tlie  many  hugly  dogs 
has  does  go  to  court.  Jist  look  at  her  Master  of  the 
Oss  *  for  instance ;  thercs  a  hugly  dog !  hand  no  ndstake. 
Liiwr!  1  fear  there  aint  no  chance  hof  {x>or  Tatters  a-git- 
ting  a  place  hat  court." 

"  AVlio  knows."  suggested  Spriggs,  with  a  touch  ofUtili- 
t^irian  barbarity — which  in  the  utile,  had  no  scruple  in 
mUniging  the  dulcc  : — "  who  knows,  p'raps,  some  day  or 
hotlier  Piince  Halbert  may  be  a-wearing  hon  his  skin  hin 
boots," 

But  this  mode,  though  only  theoretical,  of  insuring  poor 
Tattei-s  a  gooil  footing  at  couit,  was  too  much  for  his 
bereaved  master,  who  \iith  a  gesture  of  mingled  indigna- 
tion and  disgust,  rejoined — 

Mr.  Buntpuf^  did  not  allude  to  her  Majesty's  preaent 
and  ariatoc'ratic-lookiug  Master  of  the  Horae, 
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now  rm  hoff;  hand,  arter  that^  the  sooner  as 
a  butdier  the  better." 

;  I  didn't  mean  as  poor  Tatters  would  die  a  bit 
Iff  for  diat^''  said  Spriggs,  apologetically.  I 
wnty  as  Hying  hor  dead,  I  thort  has  so  dever  a 
Id  be  sure  to  come  to  honour;  so  tip  ns  the  daddle, 
er!  hand  tell  me  hif  Tm  to  be  at  St  Peter^s  at 
r  only  at  the  Boar,  arter  the  ceremony?'" 

as  you  like»"  said  Bob,  somewhat  gloomily, 
his  hand  inflexibly  into  Spriggs's  profiered  one, 
adeed,  from  its  straightness  and  rigidity,  Spriggs 
dl  have  mistaken  (except  that  it  was  neither  so 
r  80  smooth)  for  one  of  those  wooden  hands  upon 
»  (Spriggs)  was  wont  to  clean  Captain  Morning- 
ves,  when  he  was  occasionally  good  enough  to 
[r.  Harvey,  the  Captain's  valet,  if  the  latter  was 
eeably  engaged. 

as  you  like,"  muttered  Bob,  as  he  walked  away 
^eant  Snack,  "  some  thinks  going  to  church,  hon 
itext,  a  bore  ;  so  I  spose  hits  hall  the  same  vich 
a  doe&  Good-bye,  Merrythought,  my  gal,"  added 
his  shoulder,  looking  back  wistfully  at  the  mare  ; 
r  as  you'd  be  glad  to  see  something  more  of  poor 
igain  than  his  skin.  Vot  can  you  ave  of  a  cat 
skin,  has  the  saying  his ;  but  dogs  his  different, 
uty  hLs  more  than  skin-deep.  Poor  Tatters  !  he's 
Q  pint ;  for  though  he  vos  honly  tatters  without, 
1,  bin  hall  his  glory,'  could'nt  compare  to  him 

And  at  once  overwhelmed  by  the  melancholy 
eflectiou,  and  bewildered  by  the  brilliancy  of  the 
[r.  Bumpus  plunged  his  right  hand  into  his  bosom. 
he  aroused  from  his  reverie  till  his  companion 
him  again  on  the  ami  with  his  cane,  and  said — 
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"I  hope  you're  not  forgetting  the  way !" 

**  All  right,"  said  Bob,  with  a  sort  of  ronsing  shake,  ^t6 
shall  be  there  hin  a  minute,  hand  FU  pint  hout  the  hdU 
wixen  to  you  from  round  the  comer,  has  she  mayn't  know 
has  hits  I  has  ave  hunhearthed  her ;  hand  vile  yea's  a 
bagging  hon  her,  hand  taking  hon  her  to  the  station-oiiM^ 
I'll  take  care  hon  the  cubs." 

And  so  saying,  having  arrived  at  the  comer  of  fliA 
Minories,  Mr.  Bumpus  made  a  dead  stop,  and  with  the 
fore  and  middle  finger  of  his  right  hand  began  making  a 
series  of  pantomimic  signs  at  the  back  of  the  unconscioat 
Blinking  Sal,  who,  not  being  an  Argus^  little  dreamt^  as 
with  folded  arms  she  was  expressing  to  the  coffee-vendor 
her  surprise  and  conjectures  as  to  the  probable  cause  of 
Bob's  delay,  how  near  to  her  the  treacherous  subject  of  ha 
conversation  was. 

"  That's  hur — there's  your  parcel-— can't  call  it  goodt,'* 
whispered  Bob,  in  a  hoarse  voice,  to  Sergeant  Snack. 
"Hoff  with  her,  hand  111  take  care  of  the  young  una,  has 
they  shant  hescape,  poor  things ;  hand  ven  the  magis* 
trate  gives  her  a  month  at  Brixton,  has  hin  course  he  vil^ 
hand  sends  they  poor  little  creturs  to  the  Union,  Til  take 
'em  back  to  their  parints  hin  a  day  hor  two." 

Here,  as  Bob  drew  back,  not  to  be  seen — though  the 
traitor  was  all  the  while  like  the  onions  in  Sidney  Smith's 
salad,  "unsuspectedly  animating  the  whole" — Sergeant 
Snack  appeared  suddenly,  like  a  dark  mass  as  he  was,  on 
Blinking  Sal's  horizon. 

"  So,  I've  got  you  at  last,"  said  the  Sergeant^  with  the 
assured  familiarity  of  an  old  acquaintance,  stepping  fot' 
ward  and  seizing  his  prey. 

"  You've  got  me  at  last,"  echoed  Blinking  Sal,  endea- 
vouring, with  her  clenched  first,  to  knock  out>  at  leasts  one 
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of  the  policeman's  eyes,  which  he,  perceiving  in  time^ 
pFerented.  ''  TouVe  got  me  at  last !  when  Til  take  my 
bottth  has  you  never  seed  me  afore,  as  I  ginrally  goes 
westward ;  praps,  has  you  knows  me  so  well,  yer  can  tell 
me  my  name !" 

''I  should  think  I  could — ^Blinking  Sal ;  so  come  along 
quietly,  for  resistance  aint  of  no  use.'' 

Somewhat  taken  aback  by  his  knowledge  of  her  name^ 
ilie  had  now  no  alternative  but  her  maternal  feelings; 
to,  bursting  into  a  most  terrific  howl,  she  sobbed  out— 

"Oh,  my  poor  dear!  dear!  flGitherless  hinnocents !  what 
hever  wiU  become  on  'em,  hif  you  takes  me  afore  a  magis- 
trate t  Hendeed,  hendeed,  we  wasn't  a  begging.  Fve  got 
a  basket  of  pincushions  and  watch-pockets,  and  such  like, 
as  a  good  lady  as  I  met  last  Sabbath,  at  Hebenezer  Chapel, 
give  me  to  sell ;  and  I  jist  stopped  to  git  a  bit  o'  bread 
from  this  good  ooman  here,  with  the  last  half-penny  I  ad, 
for  my  poor  dear  children ;  and  was  then,  and  there,  a 
going  home  for  my  basket,  when  you  seizes  upon  me.  Oh, 
my  poor  children !  my  poor  children  !  what  vriU  become 
of  them  if  you  takes  me  ?" 

"  Come,  come — that  dodge  wont  do  ;  I  know  very  well 
the  infamous  place  where  you  hire  those  poor  children 
from,  and  they  shall  be  taken  care  o^  you  may  depend." 

Perfectly  aghast  at  this  information,  and  ignoring  its 
Bource  and  extent,  Blinking  Sal,  now  hopeless,  and  con- 
sequently desperate,  had  nothing  for  it  but  to  replunge 
into  her  native  Billingsgate,  of  which  she  forthwith 
ihowered  a  fresh  volley  on  Snack,  as  she  vainly  endea- 
Tonred  to  escape  from  his  grasp.  Whereupon,  he,  affecting 
to  espy  Bob  for  the  first  time,  cried  out — 

*•  HeUo !  my  man — ^be  so  good  as  just  to  lend  a  hand 
here,  will  you?  and  lead  these  poor  children  for  me  as 
ht  as  Uie  Mansion  House,  while  I  secure  tins  woman  V* 
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Oh,  subtle  serpent— oh,  spirit  of  TaUqrand— oh,  dtls- 
terious  essence  of  diplomacy— oh,  candour  of  croeodiloa 
cik,  amiability  of  asps»  whither  next  wilt  thou  take  refiigi^ 
since  even  Bobert  Bumpus,  the  milk — ^nay  more^  the  wg 
cream — of  human  kindness,  could  not  escape  thee  ?  Thva 
appealed  to,  in  the  cause  of  ''suffering  humanity;''  (no^ 
that's  the  Bevalenta  Arabica)  or  rather  of  public .  justi0% 
iT^ch  is  all  the  same  thing,  Mr.  Bumpus  advanced,  with 
a  jaunty  air,  worthy  of  an  octagenarian  premier,  and  a 
duplicity  that  would  not  have  discredited  either  premier 
or  prelate,  and,  winking  an  intente  cordial^  over  Sergeant 
Snack's  judicial  shoulder,  at  Blinking  Sal,  as  much  as 
to  say,  "you  keep  your  own  counsel,  and  111  keep  mini^ 
and  we'll  see  if  we  can't  do  the  peeler/'  he  held  oat  hit 
hand  to  the  coffee-vendor,  saying — 

''  My  change,  Missus,  pleasa" 

Having  received  it  and  transferred  it  to  his  waiatcoai- 
pockety  he  paternally  took  Skins  in  one  hand,  and  Pinch  ia 
the  other,  who,  full  of  gratitude,  or  at  least  of  break&sl^ 
were  nothing  loth  to  confide  themselves  to  the  goaidiaii- 
ahip  of  a  cause,  which  had  produced  so  desirable  an  eflEiMst 
as  unlimited  bread  and  butter. 

Bob  was  no  professed  philanthropist^  and  therefore  he 
had  no  intention  of  betraying  the  confidence  the  diildren 
reposed  in  him,  and  if  he  was  not  quite  so  loyal  as 
regarded  the  woman,  what  then  ?  why  it  only  proved  that 
he  was  a  man  of  the  world,  a  great  moralist  (!)  and  perhaps 
a  bit  of  a  genias  into  the  bargain.  Misfortune  makes  all 
things  human  find  their  level,  and  so  Blinking  Sal,  thou|^ 
generally  speaking,  little  addicted  to  the  softnesses^  and 
silliness  of  her  sex,  yet  now,  like  the  very  weakest  of  them, 
seemed  to  rely  implicitly  on  Bob,  and  trust  her  whole  fiite 
to  the  keeping  of  a  man  whose  acquaintance  she  had  so 
recently  made.    Consequently,  every  five  minutes  she  kept 
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;  lannd  to  send  him  some  tel^raphic  despatch,  as 
snded  their  way  to  the  Mansion  House,  but  Mr. 
js,  with  whose  plans  this  constant  surveillance  did 
all  tally,  after  having  given  her  one  or  two  oracular 
^-like  nods,  retreated  several  paces  in  the  rear  with 
klxen  out  of  hearing,  at  the  same  time,  signalling  to 
at  he  had  a  motive  for  this  (as  truly  he  had),  and 
advising  her,  by  a  quick  and  forward  movement  of 
hand,  to  keep  her  eyes  straight  before  her,  and  not 
dug  continually  back,  as  she  was  certainly  not  worth 
t^  into  which  Lot's  wife  had  been  turned, 
ength,  having  by  this  stratagem  cleared  the  course, 
bimaelf  expressed  it,  he  usurped  his  brother  Moses's 
oe,  and  commenced  a  system  of  juvenile  tuition 
i  plan  that  could  not  fEiil  to  "  combine  instruction 
lelight^"  for  they  had  not  proceeded  many  paces 
they  met  an  itinerant  purveyor  of  gastric  fevers,  in 
uiing  shape  of  coloured-comfits  and  floiid  frescos  in 
bounded  on  the  north  (not  like  America  with  the 
a  Borealls,  and  on  the  south  by  the  Day  of  Judgment) 
I  the  north  by  Bonaparte's  ribs,  on  the  south  by 
eyes,  on  the  east  by  ellycompaine,  and  on  the  west 
ppermint-drops,  while  the  interior  of  the  tray,  or 
and,  was  occupied  by  a  rabble  of  nondescript  abomi- 
is^  the  very  canaille  of  Lollypoptamia.  Hastily 
sing  himself  of  a  shilUng's  worth  of  these  rudiments 
ibery  and  corruption,  Mr.  Bumpus,  after  having 
med  the  miserably  mean  work  of  supererogation  of 
ng  Buonaparte's  ribs,  commenced  his  educational 
I,  slightly  altered  from  Pestalozzi's  plan,  as  having 
9  difficulty  in  fixing  his  pupils'  eyes  upon  the  objects 
isented  to  them,  he  said,  with  the  natural  gallantry 
ZLt  in   all  great  men,   first  addressmg  himself  to 
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Skins,  casting  a  bull's,  not  a  sheep's,  eye  at  her  enraptured 
gaze — 

"  Vot  little  gal  is  this  for  ?" 

"  Oh,  for  me,  for  Skins,"  cried  she,  dancing,  and  holding 
up  her  hai^d  for  the  priza 

"  No,  I  don't  know  no  little  gal  viih  sich  a  hugly  name^ . 
but  I'm  particklar  hintimate  vith  the  parints  of  a  little 
gal  called  Hangelinar,  hand  hif  you'll  be  Hangelinar,  and 
let  me  take  you  to  your  par  and  mar,  you  shall  ave  it" 

''  Lawr !  ad  we  ever  a  par  ?  a  mar  I  know  we  ad,"  said 
the  child,  her  eyes  dilating,  as  she  for  a  moment  fingot 
even  the  tempting  boon. 

"  In  course  you  ad,  my  little  dears  ;  it's  naitral  for  us 
all  to  have  a  par  and  mar  once,  honly  they's  not  things  has 
lasts  for  hever.  Now,  vot's  your  name  ?  hand  his  hit  a 
name,  as  his  a  sweet  name,  hand  deserves  this  'ere  ?" 

"  Hangelscreamar  ?"  hesitated  the  child. 

"Hangelinar,"  corrected  Bob. 

"Hangelinar,"  repeated  Skins  this  time,  with  "due 
emphasis  and  discretion,"  aa  like  "Fair  ox-eyed  Juno**  shs 
kept  both  of  hers,  steadily  and  eagerly  fixed  on  the 
bull's  eye. 

"  Gk)od  gal,  hand  Hangelinar  it's  for,  hand  no  mistake^** 
said  the  preceptor,  dropping  it  into  her  open  mouth,  and 
then  selecting  one  of  the  frail  ribs  he  had  already  broken, 
and  angling  for  Pinch  as  he  had  before  done  for  his  sister^ 
he  said,  holding  it  up  at  a  tantalus  distance  firom  that 
young  gentleman's  mouth,  only  infusing  a  little  historical 
lore  into  the  of  course  more  solid  education  of  the  boy. 

"Now,  can  you  tell  me?  Vy,  Boney  the  big — ^that 
his,  Boney  the  Fust,  Hemperor  of  the  French — ^vos  sent 
to  St  Helenur?" 

"  To  be  cotched,  I  s'pose  ?"  responded  Pinch. 
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"In  course;  but  cotched  for  vet ?" 

"Tobekmed,Is'po8e?" 

"As  dead  as  a  door-naiL  That  English  bys,  as  vos 
good  hand  never  told  fibs,  might  get  Bonaparte's  ribs ; 
and  Yot  little  by  do  yer  think  this  here  rib  in  particklar 
Imforr 

"Oh,  for  Pinch  !  for  Pinch  !" 

"  Wery  sorry;  but  I  don't  know  no  little  by  with  sich 
I  Hngly  name  has  Pinch — I  don't  I  honly  knows  Han- 
geiinar's  brother  has  Tm  a-going  to  take  back  to  his  par 
hmd  mar  ;  hand  his  name  his  Horlandor,  hand  Fm  their 
dear  friend,  Bob,  as  they  knows  will  take  care  hon  'em. 
Now,  I  think  you  must  be  that  'dentical  little  by.  Vot's 
yer  name  7" 

"Hor— hand— her." 

"Horlandor!" 

"Horlandor." 

"  Hall  right,  hand  Bonaparte's  ribs  his  the  vay  to  spell 
Horlandor ;  so  there's  yer  spelling-book,  my  little  dear, 
band  heven  hif  you  don't  stick  to  hit,  hit'll  be  sure  to  stick 
to  you,"  said  he,  handing  him  the  brown  abomination, 
^ch  was  not  unlike  the  ribs  of  a  mummy." 

"  Hand  who  ham  I  ?"  resimied  he,  holding  up  a  brandy- 
baO,  as  a  sort  of  devise  parlarUe,  which  formed  the  heraldic 
section  of  the  lesson. 

"Oh,  you's  our  best  fiaend.  Bob,  haa  his  a-going  to 
take  us  to  our  par  and  mar — only  we  aint  got  no  par." 

**  Hall  right !"  said  Bob,  endorsing  his  approbation  with 
a  rose-coloured  tablet  of  some  imdefinable  composition  to 
each  of  his  pupils,  who,  it  is  needless  to  say,  under  such 
a  judicious  system  of  immediate  rewards,  made  rapid  pro- 
gress. As  their  physical  advancement  did  not  keep  pace 
with  their  intellectual,  their  delighted  preceptor  presently 
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exclaimed,  while  they  were  still  discussing  *'  The  Feast  of 
Roses,*'  with  their  heads  on  one  side,  accompanied  by  a 
low,  munching  sound — 

*'  Come,  step  out,  my  four-year  olds  !  Yen  you's  been 
a  little  longer  with  your  best  Mend,  Bob  Bumpus,  yoa*li 
trot  fourteen  mile  an  hour  with  hease  within  yoursdvei^ 
yer  will." 

But  here.  Pinch,  in  his  anxiety  to  show  that  he  couid 
"  step  out,"  made  a  false  step  oyer  the  kerb-stone,  and 
splashed  his  patron  terribly. 

"  Hello  !'*  cried  the  latter,  **  I  can't  have  no  daisy-cut- 
ing.  I  must  lam  yer  Horlandor,  my  roadster,  to  go  it 
in  high  style,  veil  above  the  ground ;  for,  honless  you 
gits  your  proper  haction,  you*ll  be  hallways  liable  to  ftU, 
by  going  too  near,  has  you  have  a-done  jist  now.  I  vonts, 
ven  your  par  and  mar  ses  yer  agin,  to  see,  that  though 
you  ave  a-bin  so  long  a-tossiug  about  in  that  ere  loose 
box,  the  world,  has,  thanks  to  your  best  Mend,  Bob 
Bumpus,  you  s  a  reglar  Galloway,  as  has  got  uniform 
strength  and  hadequate  haction.  But,  lawr  !  vot  ham  I 
a-talking  about  haction ! "  continued  Mr.  Bumpus,  sud- 
denly stopping,  and  placing,  like  an  anticipatory  hatchr 
ment,  a  large  square  of  portable  bilious  fever  in  pink 
sugar  on  his  breast,  which  he  held  there,  with  his  hand 
spread  out  like  a  split  eagle,  at  once  tempting,  and  tan- 
talizing the  not  yet  satiated  Pinch  and  Skins — "vot  ham 
I  talking  habout  haction  ;  for  vot's  hany  haction — heven 
that  of  a  OSS — comparexl  to  the  haction  of  the  human  art 
Does  the  haction  o'  your  arts,  my  little  dears,  tell  you 
uothink  ven  you  sees  this  here  pink  of  fashion,  has  I  may 
call  it,  a  spread  ho>ut,  like  a  smiling  landscape,  hor,  least- 
ways, like  a  sweet  prospec,  hall  hover  my  bow-sum  t 
Speak,  Hangelinar !     Hanswer  me,  Horlandor  !'' 
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Here,  in  order  to  suit  the  action  to  the  woid^  and 
mppear  overcome  by  his  emotions,  Bob,  with  his  nnoccu- 
pied  hand,  drew  from  his  pocket  the  residue  of  his  frag- 
mentary check,  and  held  it  before  his  eyes,  while  the  ends 
tattered  in  the  breeze  ;  much  after  the  desultory  fJEuhion 
of  dioee  diophanic  black  tindei^pendants,  to  the  bars  of  a 
grate,  which  children  call  "  Strangebs/'  But  the  newly- 
christened  Orlando  and  Angelina,  seemed  only  bent  upon 
proving  Aemselyes  lineal  and  undegenerated  descendants 
of  the  horse-leech;  for  whatever  their  hearts  might  do, 
their  hands  expanded  as  they  raised  them,  saying, 

"  Oh !  crikey !  I  should  think  so ;  it  tells  us,  as  you 
means  that  for  us,  too  !" 

"  Hof  course,  hewentually  I  do, — but  who  ham  I  f  * 

'*  Bob  Bumpus, — our  best  friend,"  re-echoed  the  brother 
and  sister  simultaneously,  their  eyes  rivetted  upon  the 
solid  square  the  former  still  held  upon  that  part  of  "  the 
hmnan  form  divine,"  which  he  denominated  his  iour-sum. 

"  Ay, — your  best  friend,  indeed  !  but  his  that  hall  ?  his 
there  nothink  more  ? 

"  More !  what  more  ?"  interrogated  Orlando,  alioi  Pinch, 
looking  about  him  in  all  directions  with  a  puzzled  and  in- 
quiring expression,  as  if  by  no  means  clear  as  to  whether 
the  question  was  a  purely  colonial  one  of  sugar,  extending 
to,  and  bearing  upon  the  free  trade  of  lollipops,  or  a  mere 
social  one  ;  and  therefore,  like  all  such  in  England,  to  be 
dealtwithvaguelyundertheheadof  "Loominginthe  Future." 

**  Vy,"  responded  Mr.  Bumpus,  trying  by  considerable 
bearing,  and  inequality  of  utterance,  or,  what  he  himself 
would  have  csslXeAjihhing,  to  imitate  the  tears  Bubini  used 
to  be  said  to  have  in  his  voice  when  he  sang  ''  lo  piu 
Triste  di  Mortale," — "  Heven  vot  has  hoften  been  my  best 
friend, — ^my  hunckle  !'* 
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*'  Hunckle  T  repeated  PincL 

."  Heven  so  ? — ^Dear  pledges  hof  my  sister  Hangelinar'v 
affection  !  come  to  my  harms  ?  for  pledges  his  the  most 
naitral  things  has  can  come  to  a  huncle  !" 

And  before  encircling  them  in  a  very  theatrical  embroi* 
sadey  which  did  not  inculpate  any  great  proximity,  he  took 
the  precaution  of  snapping  the  rosy  tablet  in  twain,  and 
cramming  one  of  the  riven  halves  into  each  of  their 
mouths,  which  rendered  kisses  impossible  and  speech  diffi- 
cult for  some  seconds,  infringing,  however,  on  the  solitary 
privilege  of  the  other  sex  ;  Pinch  was  the  first  to  r^ain 
the  use  of  his  tongue,  and  though  still  crunching  his  bribe 
he  said,  looking  eagerly  up  into  Bob's  face, 

"  Our  huncle !  and  are  you  our  huncle  V 

"  Ho !  Horlandor  his  hit  possible  has  you  can  ave 
forgot  me  V 

Notwithstanding  the  tone  of  tender  reproach  in  which 
this  was  uttered.  Pinch  for  once  varied  his  usual  course 
and  deviated  into  truth,  by  murmuring  a  low,  but  distinct, 

"Yes/' 

"  Forgot  the  huncle !  has  used  to  load  yer  with  happles, 
till  yer  looked  more  like  a  horchard  hin  Haugust^  than  a 
young  gent  hin  jackets  I  Forgot  the  hunckle,  has  used  to 
set  you  down  hat  one  corner  of  the  Bowling  Green  to 
break  sugar  has  the  parish  sets  helderly  coves  by  the  road 
side  to  break  stones.  Forgot  the  huncle,  has  never  Jack 
Homered  yer  by  putting  hon  yer  hin  the  comer ;  hand 
driving  yer  to  hextremities  by  compelling  hon  yer  to  put 
hin  yer  thumb  to  pull  hout  one  plum !  but  used  to  make 
a  reglar  plum-puddin  hon  yer,  by  cramming  yer  as  full 
has  hever  yer  could  hold,  till  if  so  be,  has  hany  one  had 
wanted  to  help  yer,  there  vouldn't  ave  been  room  for  the 
spoon.    Forgot  the  huncle  !  has  vos  one  cowtinel  triumph 
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Eke,  of  p^-tops  hand  pop-guns  to  yer,  bending  hin  a 
Uaae  of  fire-balloons,  band  crackers  ?  Forgot  tbe  buncle  I 
baa  gooseberried  y^  at  Midsununer  !  goosed  yer  bat  Mi- 
diaebnas!  banned  yer  on  Good  Fridays !  ouse  lambed  yer 
bat  Heaster !  minced  yer  at  Cbristmas !  made  a  guy  on 
jer  the  fifth  o'Nowember!  groUered  yer  the  sixth  hof 
Hsngost !  band  bonfired  yer  on  the  banniwersery  hof 
beny  wictoiy?  Forgot  the  buncle !  as  vill  do  ball  this 
hover  band  hover  agin,  too,  hand  send  yer  to  college  like 
jer  buncle  Moses  beside,  vere  yer  shall  gradurate  hin 
^ngerbread,  band  become  a  rale  gemman,  bor  I  never  vos 
chiiatened  Bobert  Bumpus !  ho !  Horlandor  !  forget !  a 
buncle  has  means  to  take  band  do  hall  this  for  yer  ?  I 
von't,  no!  1  von't  believe  it ;  for  my  nevey  you  bis,  hand 
my  nevey  you  mut^  be,  so  tell  me  who  I  ham  ?  now  has 
I  ave  told  yer  who  you  bis  V 

And,  as  he  uttered  this  injunction,  Mr.  Bumpus  with 
(me  band  seized  a  handful  of  barley-sugar  drops,  which 
be  showered  upon  Skins  like  the  consolidated  tears  of  the 
sea-gull  when  turned  by  the  Peris  {yid  the  poets)  into 
amber,  which  she  had  the  additional  pleasure  of  collecting 
from  off  the  dirty  pavement  as  they  fell ;  while  with  the 
other,  be  grasped  a  stick  of  tricolour  peppermint,  which 
be  pointed  towards  Pinch  with  much  the  same  air  and 
magnetic  result^  that  the  statue  of  the  Commandant  does 
his  truncheon,  when  inviting  Don  Giovanni  to  sup  with 
him  in  the  Netherlands.  But  Pinch  was  already  won  over 
to  these  most  satisfactory  "Foreign  relations,'*  as  the 
chaotic  paradise  that  Bob's  eloquence  had  so  vividly  con- 
jured up,  now  flitted  before  him  in  one  kaleidoscopic 
whirl,  of  pippins,  peg-tops,  pop-guns,  plums,  and  pyro- 
technic marvels !  So  no  sooner  did  hdton  touche,  than  as 
if  it  tuid  really  been  a  magic  wand,  Orlando  exclaimed 
witii  true  Furioso  energy. 
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''  Oh !  yes,  you  is  our  hunckle,  Bob,  as  is  going  to  make 
a  gent  in  ginger-bread  of  me !  hand  no  mistake" 

*'  And  my  uncle,  too ;  ain't  yer  ?"  said  Skins,  jnsltSng 
in  her  claim. 

"  Hin  course  I  his,  my  dearest  Hangelinar,  has  I  used 
to  take  to  hevry  fair,  hand  treat  to  heviy  show,  hand  yfJk 
do  agin,  von't  I  ?  my  hown  little  Hangelinar  f  (for  it*8 
wery  sartin  has  you  never  vos  no  body  helses.*^  But  thii 
latter,  sentence  being  what  on  the  stage  is  called  an  asidfl^ 
and  off  of  it^  a  mental  reservation,  it  is  perhaps  a  breach 
of  confidence  to  report ;  be  this  as  it  may,  though  Bob*8 
past  largesses  shared  the  fate  of  most  kind  deeds  in 
general,  and  were  totally  forgotten  by  the  ungratefiil 
"growing  infancy,"  with  which  he  was  not  so  mucE 
"begirt^"  as  beset  on  the  present  occasion ;  still,  the  futare 
delights  he  held  out  to  them  had  produced  such  a  power- 
ful attrition,  that  he  had  much  ado,  even  in  conjunction 
with  the  barrier  aid  of  his  oaken  stick,  to  prevent  their 
affectionate  encroaches,  arriving  at  a  proximity  that  mi^t 
make  him  appear  guilty  of  nepotism  ;  not  that  the  men- 
tion of  the  stick  must  lead  any  one  into  the  erroneoos 
conclusion  that  Mr.  Bumpus  brought  it  into  actual  contact 
with  the  youthful  bones  of  his  recently  accumulated  rela- 
tives ;  far  from  it,  for  he  was  quite  of  Werter's  opinion 
when  that  personage  (as  represented  by  the  inimitable 
Poitier  some  years  ago  at  the  Porte  St.  Martin)  kicked 
Charlotte's  little  brothers  and  sisters  out  of  the  room  "4 
forces  coups  de  pied,  qu'il  faut  toujours  traiter  les  enSsois 
avec  douceur !"  so  that,  like  a  templar,  he  merely  "  sported 
the  oak"  to  intimate  that  he  wished  to  avoid  being  in- 
truded upon,  which  he  did,  by  raising  it  whenever  either 
Pinch,  or  Skins,  manifested  any  affectionate  intention  of 
kissing  their  "huncle;"  but  even  this  virtual  repulse  he 
softened  by  the  accompaniment  of  a  flattering  speech. 
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'^  No,  no,  my  little  dears,  keep  hoff  hat  a  good  distance, 
lias  hunde  Bob  may  look  hon  yer  pretty  faces,  vich  he*s 
90  glad  to  aee  agin,  bless  yer !"  While,  another  time,  it 
wouldbe — ^with  a  still  more  resolute  flourish  of  the  stick : — 

"  Not  now,  Hangelinar,  my  daffodil,  Bob  Bumpus  hates 
hinstalmentsy  they  haint  never  no  good ;  he  never  takes 
kiasefl  from  a  little  gal  hof  your  tender  hage,  but  vill 
settle  for  the  whole  amount  ven  you  is  grow'd  hup— cause 
vy  ?  hif  the  hage  his  less  tender,  then,  hat  hall  cwents,  the 
kines  his  more  so." 

"  Are  they  ?"  asked  the  innocent  Skins,  who  not  having 
itUined  to  years  of  British  femaleism,  did  not  persist  in 
Ibrcing  her  attentions  on  the  reluctant  Bob. 

"Lawr  bless  yer!"  responded  that  gentleman  in  reply 
to  her  query,  "  pretty  near  has  much  difference  has  between 
the  chops  of  the  channel,  hin  a  gale  o'  wind,  hand  the 
chopfl  hat  DoU/s,  ven  yer  can  raise  the  wind  to  get  'em." 
Bat,  as  poor  Skins  had  never  before  heard  of  either  chops, 
she  only  stared,  silently  wondering  what  he  or  they,  could 
mean,  and  whether  perchance  the  former  was  a  classical 
allusion  to  some  now  extinct  saccharine  Elysium,  and  the 
ktter  a  progressive  one,  to  some  newly-discovered  Toffey, 
Timbuctoo  ;  but  being  for  the  nonce,  almost  gorged  with 
the  current  comfits  of  lollipop  cheap  literature,  she 
forbore  slaking  her  thirst  for  knowledge  by  an  inquiry, 
and  soon  after  Pinch,  making  another  affectionate  onslaught 
upon  his  "  huncle"  with  his  Bembrandt-shaded  hands,  all 
▼eneered  as  they  were  with  the  outer  embalming  of 
**  Bonaparte's  ribs,"  Mr.  Bimipus,  though  theoretically  as 
averse  from  corporal  punishment,  or  from  teaching  boys  any- 
thing before  twelve  years  old  (of  which  Pinch  yet  wanted 
three  years),  as  Rousseau  was,  still,  Bob,  who  was  by  far 
the  less  mad,  and  more  honest  vaurien  of  the  two,  upon 
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critical  emergencies  like  the  present,  was  prompt  to  n 
member  that  self-preservation  is  the  first  law  of  nature 
so  now,  raising  his  club  in  good  earnest^  knitting  ki 
brows,  and  clearing  his  diroat  in  a  most  fhlniiniitiB( 
manner,  as  he  said  in  a  voice  wortiiy  of  a  cavaliy-offioe 
at  the  head  of  his  troop,  and  during  the  din  of  brtlli 
giving  the  word  of  command  to 
CHARGE! 

^'Come,  pawrs  hoff,  Pompey!  hall  the  appiness  ha 
happles  can  confer,  hall  the  good  has  ginger-bread  eH 
ffranty  hand  all  the  fan  has  his  to  be  found  hat  liever 
fair  hin  the  kingdom,  yer  Huncle  Bob  his  Tilling  has  jH 
should  ave ;  but  respect  to  yer  helders,  Horlandor,  H 
the  fast  pusson  singular  hin  the  grammar  of  good  nuomen 
and  that  Bob  Bumpus  will  ave  minded,  so  don*t  yer  neve 
go  for  to  come  with  yer  ands  too  near  to  hany  one  hoUe 
than  yerself ;  distance  should  hallways  be  hattended  t 
vith  a  difference,  cause  hon  the  turf  it  must  be  tir 
imdred  and  forty  yards,  verehas,  vith  regard  to  small  kg 
hin  ginral,  but  neveys  hand  huncles  hin  particklar,  hann 
length  his  the  regular  thing ;  so  never  farget  that,  Hm 
landor ;  for  the  further  apart,  the  nearer  the  art !  as  lii 
gcmman  wrote  to  his  vife,  ven  he  took  hup  vith  anoCbe 
young  ooinan,  vich  vos  civil  hon  him  hat  leasts  hif  no 
weiy  sincere.  Here's  a  brandy-ball  to  show  jrou  has  Fi 
not  hangry,  hand  to  himpress  vot  I  bin  a  saying  on  y« 
memory.  So  remember,  the  further  has  you  keeps  fixw 
liuncle  Bob,  the  nearer  you  gits  to  brandy-balls/' 

With  similar  gentle  reproofs  and  forcible  instroctioni 
Mr.  Bumpus  beguiled  the  time  and  his  pupils>  till  the. 
reached  the  Mansion  House.  No  wonder,  then,  that  boH 
he  and  they,  had  made  such  progress — they,  in  the  leasoi 
of  femily  biography,  he,  in  the  implicit  confidediCQ  m 


OB,  ▲  PSBSON  OF  COKSKQUENC£.  147 

dfections  of  his  newly-acquired  nephew  and  niece.    No 
wonder  either,  that  Blinking  Sal  was  so  astounded!  at  the 
htpffj  fiEumly-scene  that  awaited  her,  as  to  lose  all  presence 
of  mind,  and  vituperate  Bob  so  vehemently  in  the  pre- 
sence of  the  chief  magistrate,  as  soon  as  he  took  his  seat, 
ediing  him  the  vilest  and  cruellest  of  impostors,  for 
attempting  to  rob  her  of  her  children  by  such  a  falsehood, 
which  violence  (so  unpardonable  under  any  provocation  in 
a  woman,  even  of  the  Blinking  Sal  kind),  of  course,  only 
made  matters  worse,  by  causing  *'  the  worthy  magistrate  " 
to  prolong  her  sejour  in  Horsemonger  Lane  a  fortnight 
b^ond  the  original  term  for  which  he  had  made  out  her 
eommitment    But  what  could  one  woman  do,  even  of 
Blinking  Sal's  bone,  muscle,  and  oratorical  energy,  when 
all  things  conspired  against  her?   In  the  first  place,  tbuth 
is  proverbially  "  stranger  than  fiction,"  which  is  doubt- 
less the  reason  why  most  persons  are  ready  and  able,  to 
iwallow  the  latter  wholesale,  whereas  few  can  be  found  to 
award  a  crumb  of  credence  to  the  former.    And,  more- 
over, this  being  Blinking  Sal's  debut  in  truth-telling,  it 
came  out  so  lamely  and  haltingly,  that  no  wonder,  in  such 
a  masquerade,  it  should  not  have  been  recognised.    Then, 
too,  Sergeant  Snack,  impressed  with  a  vague  though  sin- 
cere idea  of  Bob*s  occult  respectability,  from  his  evidently 
intimate  acquaintance  with  Spriggs,  threw  the  weight  of 
kis  testimony  and  convictions  into    the  scale  against 
Blinking  Sal ;  but  what  most  caused  the  balance  to  pre- 
ponderate in  Bob's  favour  was,  that  the  magistrate  piqued 
liimself  upon  having  not  only  the  justice,  but  also  die 
judgment  of  Solomon.   Therefore,  when  he  saw  how  Pinch 
and  Skins,  or  rather  Orlando  and  Angelina  (for  as  such 
tl»ey  were  to  appear  in,  and  be  introduced  to  European 
notice  by  **  The  Times"  of  the  morrow),  when  the  worthy 
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magistrate  saw,  wc  say,  how  this  interestiiig  pair  dung* 
or  tried  to  cling,  to  their  "  dear  Uncle  Bob,"  who  never.' 
theless  interposed  his  heart  of  oak  between  himself  and 
them,  always  telling  them  to  "  stand  up  pretty  afore  bii 
vorship,  hand  they  could  ug  ven  they  got  ome." 

When  further.  Blinking  Sal,  with  clenched  fist  and 
flashing  eyes,  charged  them  on  their  peril  to  deny  tihaft* 
they  had  never  before  seen  that  man  till  they  met  him  bj  ' 
chance  in  the  Minories  that  morning,  Mr.  Bumpns  smiling 
contemptuously  at  the  Houndsditch  Niobe,  accompanying 
the  smile  with  a  still  more  insulting  shrug,  left  her  to  tear 
her  passion  to  tatters,  while  he  had  again  recourse  to  the 
Poitier-Werter  maxim,  "Qui!  faut  toujours  mener  les 
enfans  par  la  douceur,''  and  so  established  with  his  hands 
behind  his  back,  an  electric-telegraph  of  confectioneiy.. 
which  served  as  a  memoria  technica  for  the  little  /finooenft^ 
who  not  only  swore  to  the  actual  state  of  relationship 
between  them,  but  told  most  glibly,  and  with  an  air  off 
such  perfect  candour,  that  it  compelled  belief^  a  few  re- 
trospective lies  of  all  the  fine  things  their  hunde  Bob  need 
to  do  for  them  long  ago,  when  they  were  with  their  per 
and  mar,  afore  Blinking  Sal  had  nabbed  'em. 

This,  as  his  worship— in  diffusion  of  useful  knowledge 
parlance  expressed  it,  "  spoke  volumes."  So  that  he  ooaU 
but  come  to  one  conclusion,  namely,  that  Robert  Bnmpos 
was  indeed  the  uncle  (and  by  their  account  a  very  kind 
and  affectionate  one)  of  the  two  children." 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it,  yer  vorship,"  broke  in  Blinking  Sal — 
"  he's  been  a  bewitching  on  'em." 

Whereat,  there  was  a  roar  of  laughter,  as  every  qpe 
present,  fully  acquitted  the  accused  of  possessing  any  snch 
arts  ;  and  the  laughter  was  increased  to  a  perfect  uprotf; 
when  Bob,  with  first  a  grotesque  leer  at  Blinking  SiJ,  and 
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dm  pladng  his  hand  up  open  at  the  side  of  his  right 
dieek,  as  he  tamed  his  head  aside,  and  said  in  a  stage- 
vhisper  and  a  wink  of  his  eye  at  the  bench — 

*  She's  jealous  hon  me,  yer  vorship,  hand  thinks  has 
he?iy  one  his  has  soon  bewitched  vith  me  has  she  yoa" 

As  soon  as  some  degree  of  order  was  restored,  the 
magistrate  decided  that  for  the  present  the  children  should 
be  removed  to  the  Union,  and  delivered  up  to  their  uncle 
on  his  leaving  town  in  a  day  or  two,  as  he  had  stated  it 
was  hiB  intention  to  do. 

At  this,  Blinking  Sal  became  so  outrageous,  that  they 

vere   obliged  to  handcuff  her  to  take  her  to  the  van, 

while  Fineh  and  Skins,  who  had  stood  stolidly  tmmoved 

at  the  fearful  imprecations  she  poured  out  upon  them ; 

(as  well  as  on  the  poor  wretched  infant  that  had  been 

imboiind  from  its  Mazeppa  perils  on  her  back)  yet  having 

been  trained  in  wholesome  fear  of  a  policeman,  they  now 

barst  into  a  flood  of  genuine  tears,  as  they  found  they 

were  to  be  consigned  to  Sergeant  Snack.      And  it  was 

with  difficulty  that  Bob's  reiterated  assurances  of  going 

for  them  in  a  day  or  two,  could  at  all  assuage  their  fears. 

However,  they  at  length  prevailed,  coupled  with  the  debris 

of  the  sugar-snares  with  which  he  had  so  effectually  lured 

them  to  his  purposea    When  they  had  been  removed. 

Bob  joined  the  mob  at  the  door  to  see  the  freighting  of 

the  van,  and  to  the  no  small  diversion  of  the  crowd,  stood 

bowing  and  kissing  his  hand  to  Blinking  Sal,  as  two  of 

the  officials  were  dragging  her  along,  till  when  they  had 

got  her  to  the  door,  he  stepped  forward  with  a  jaunty  air, 

and  putting  out  his  hand  with  a  flourish,  said — 

"Hallow  me  mum  to  elp  you  hin,  hand  vish  yer  a 
pleasant  ride  ;  hand  hif  you  still  vishes  for  a  lock  of  my 
air,  pray  don't  baulk  yerself,  though  its  rayther  coals  to 
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Newcastle,  ha<^  I  should  think  has  you*d  find  quite  locks 
enough  vere  you'r  a  going." 

As  the  door  of  the  van  was  slammed  to,  and  sharply 
locked,  it  drove  away,  and  Mr.  Bumpus  walked  off  amid 
the  laughter  of  the  bystanders,  they  dispersing  in  different 
diroctions,  and  he  retracing  his  steps  to  the  gorgeous  em- 
poriimi  of  Messrs.  Moses  and  Son,  which  was  now  open 
and  in  all  its  glory,  with  the  morning  sun  shining  upon  its 
plate-glass.  Although  he  entered  with  a  swagger,  which, 
from  its  very  assurance,  ought  to  have  impressed  them 
with  an  idea  of  his  consequence ;  (more  especially,  as  tfa^ 
at  least  should  have  known  what  sterling  value  often 
lurks  imder  old  clothes)  but  as  it  did  not,  but  on  the  ccm- 
trary,  caused  the  respective  shopmen  to  bandy  glances  of 
suspicion  from  one  to  another,  Mr.  Bumpus,  widi  the 
vicida  vis  anima,  which  distinguished  him  under  all 
emergencies,  immediately  drew  his  stocking  fix>m  his 
bosom,  which  contained  a  real  golden  calf,  and  raising  his 
arm  high  above  his  head,  and  aiming  it  pantomimically  at 
the  principal  shopman,  as  he  had  seen  David  in  old  wood* 
cuts,  hurling  his  sling  at  Goliah,  he  said — 

*'  I  don't  speak  Hebrew  myself,  but  these  do,"  (and  here 
ho  shook  the  gold  witliin  the  stocking)  ;  "  so  now  to  your 
tents.  Oh  Israel  !*  and  rig  me  out  as  quick  as  you  can, 
something  neat  and  not  gaudy,  like  a  strait  waistcoat." 

"Vill  you  pleashe  to  valk  tish  vay,  shir,  and  try  on 
some  articles  of  tix?ssh  V  said  one  of  the  Mosaic  Arabs^ 
blandly  bowing  with  none  of  the  insolence  of  actual  office, 
but  more  with  the  tempered  melancholy  retrospective 
dignity  of  an  Ex-Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer. 

"Try  on;  oh,  bother,  must  I  try  them  on?  Can't  you 
measure  me,  and  get  some  things  according  to  the 
measure?*' 
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"Vy,  if s  not  abo  goote  for  de  fits,  shir,  and  it  ish 
■fit  moche  troubles  to  try  on." 

"No^  not  for  you  ctusips,  has  hare  trying  it  hon  hall  day 
lon^  handheveiy  day  bin  the  year ;  ha  I  hal  ha  !  but  you 
see  r^e  got  to  vosh  hand  shave,  hand  there  haint  no  use 
kin  potting  hon  finery  till  Tm  better  hoff  for  soap." 

**  Oh,  de  tings  look  very  genteel,  shir,  vidout  being  vash 
or  shave;  teresh  a  splendid  satin  cravat,  you  shee,  all 
crimshon  ant  goolt^  vich  I  sold  the  veUer  of  it,  to  a  gent  a 
gowing  to  Laurent's  Casino  last  night ;  he  vosh  not  vosh 
<r  ahave,  bat  it  look  very  genteel  enteet,  and  he  vosh  very 
BBchyonr  complexion,  shir." 

'^  WhAt?  a  fresh,  as  well  as  a  flat  fish ;  red  about  the 
gills,  eh?  and  nose  of  dark  purple, — like  an  unboiled 
lobster ;  veil,  as  you  seem  to  hunderstand  the  hart  of 
letting  hoff  my  style  of  beauty,  lead  hon,  hand  Til  foller ; 
but  stop,  ave  you  hany  shirts  ?  for  I  ain't  a  going  to  be  put 
to  my  shifts  hany  longer." 

"Yes."  Messrs.  Moses  and  Son  had  everything,  from 
the  "purple"  to  the  "  fine  linen"  department,  and  the  poor 
dop-workers  could  vouch  for  its  being  "  wrought  about 
with  divers  needle-work." 

After  being  closeted  for  half-an-hour  with  the  obKgiiig 
gentleman  that  had  been  the  Columbus  who  had  dis- 
covered that  he  had  a  complexion,  Mr.  Bumpus  descended, 
certainly  &s  fer  as  outward  appearance  went,  an  altered 
man;  yet  not  proud,  for  although  the  shopman,  with  much 
external  civility  and  hx  more  internal  curiosity  to  know 
who  and  what  his  strange  customer  was,  had  offered  to 
send  the  bimdle  containing  his  former  apparel,  that  truly 
great  man  above  the  vulgar  meanness  of  in  his  prosperity, 
discarding  what  had  so  long  clung  to  him  in  his  adversity, 
took  the  bundle  under  the  right  sleeve  of  his  glossy  new 
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coat,  and  as  if  even  to  enhance  this  compliment  to  his  old 
friends,  he  placed  hia  new  hat  with  its  daasUng  flbeen 
slightly  on  one  side,  and  rather  over  his  eyes,  instead  of  at 
the  back  of  his  head,  as  he  was  in  the  habit  of  wearing  its 
napless  and  almost  rimless  predecessor,  and  having  paid 
the  one  shopman  and  bowed  to  all  the  others,  grancUy  and 
grimly  Mr.  Robert  Bmnpus  quitted  the  establishment  of 
Messrs.  ''Moses  and  Son,"  and  as  he  wended  his  way 
through  Eastcheap  and  onwards  to  Tower  Hill,  neither 
exalted  nor  encumbered  by  his  new  bravery,  but  toweiinj^ 
as  it  were,  naturally  into  it,  he  might,  had  such  been  his 
ambition,  have  earned  the  same  compliment  as  old  Gate 
did  at  Some,  for  no  one  who  had  seen  him  two  houn 
before,  and  who  saw  him  then,  could  have  doubted  but 
they  saw  one 

''  Huic  versatile  ingenium,  sic  pariter  et  omnia  ftdt^  ut 
natum  ad  id  unum  diceres,  quodcunque  ageret"* 

*  One  whose  mind  was  apt  for  all  things,  and  whidi 
generally  was  such,  that  whatsoever  he  did,  he  seemed  to  be 
bom  for  that  purpose. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


"SSit.  Rumpus  at  "^fM. 


quitting  the  establishment  of  Messra  Moses  and 
Son,  Mr.  Bumpus  made  a  little  detour  to  Broad- 
street  Buildings,  for  the  purpose  of  taking  a  bath,  for,  as 
lie  justly  observed  to  himself,  there  was  no  use  in  all  those 
fine  caparisons,  unless  he  was  properly  groomed  first ;  and 
18  it  is  a  way  with  paupers,  sometimes  to  be  more  princely 
in  their  notions,  and  small  expenditures,  than  some  princes 
are,  he  resolved   it  should  be  a  five-shilling    "Sultan's 
bath,"  which  extravagance  he  balanced,  by  saying,  "  I  can 
shave  at  home,  the  honly  place  where  your  fashionable 
hnsbands  hever  do  shave;  so  Fllgo  in,  for  the  fashionable 
husband  stakes.     No,  no,  Polly — Bob*s  only  joking,"  and 
he  hurried  on  to  the  baths ;  and  though  feeling  and  look- 
ing, comparatively  speaking,  like  an  emperor,  after  his 
ablutions,  still  he  was  not  proud. 

No — decidedly  Robert  Bumpus  was  not  proud,  in  the 
ordinary  and  superficial  acceptation  of  the  word,  for  there 
Was,  in  hia  whole  nature,  an  anti-stuckupativen^sa  itat 
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would  have  made  him  the  most  popular  of  moiiarchs,  had 
he  been  a  king, — the  most  pious  of  prelates,  had  he  noh 
episco-parVd  himself  into  a  bishopric, — the  most  d£bonr 
naire  of  dandies,  had  he  aimed  so  high, — ^and  even  the 
least  arrogant  of  authors,  had  he  stooped  so  low !  There- 
fore, as  he  wended  his  way  Thames-ward  and  Towa> 
ward,  instead  of  assuming  anything  on  the  strength  of  hia 
new,  and  comjiaratively,  magnificent  attire,  or  even  giving 
it  a  thought,  he,  on  the  contrary,  devoted  all  his  attention 
to  die  discarded  rags  contained  in  the  bundle  under  his 
arm,  even  to  tenderly  pressing  them  against  his  side»  as  a 
lover  does  the  hand  of  his  mistress,  when  she  leans  on 
him. 

"  Ah,"  thought  he,  after  this  afiectionate  pressure,  "you 
shall  go  on  again,  as  soon  as  ever  I  get  these  two  jobs  over ; 
for  Tatters,  if  I  were  to  meet  him,  would  never  acknow- 
ledge me  got  up  in  this  style ;  and  Polly — ^why  I  fear 
she'll  tlunk  me  huccaback,  got  up  in  any  style.  SoDie 
woods  are  too  rough  to  gild."' 

It  was  one  of  Bob's  many  peculiarities,  that  when  lis 
thought,  he  thought  in  English;  it  was  only  when  he 
spoke,  that  he  conveyeil  his  sentiments  and  ideas  in  slang 
of  the  lowest  and  choicest  description,  always  excepting 
when  he  displayed  any  genuine  feeling,  as  was  the  case  in 
his  tetes-Ortetes  with  Polly  Marsham,  for  whom  he  had  a 
sincere  affection,  which  had  originated,  in  the  first  instancy 
from  the  broad,  next-o'-kin  basis  of  pity,  after  he  had 
saved  her  and  her  child,  from  their  prematiu*e  grave  in  iba 
Padilington  Canal ;  and  the  very  finft  use  he  made  of  his 
annuity  of  cf  50  a-year,  was  to  ofler  to  make  her  his  wife; 
conse(iueutly,  the  two  "Jo6«"  he  alluded  to  in  his  mental 
soliloquy,  as  he  pressed  his  old  fiimiliar  rags  to  his  heart; 
were  his  marriage  on  that  morning,  and  his  conveying 
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Waller  Selden  down  to  Field  Fleuiy  the  following  one, 
"fDr,**  sighed  be,  ^'Ae  won't  care  how  soon  I  go.** 

"Pbor  Polly !"  thought  he,  contdnriing  his  reverie, 
"she  is  a  good  soul  in  a  comely  casket,  and  if  all  had 
gone  rij^t,  she  onght  to  have  done  better  than  Bob  Bum- 
poui  Oh !  if  I  only  knew  who  the  villain  was,  wouldn't  I 
tear  his  craven  heart  out^  and  he  might  stick  it  for  an 
ornament  in  his  coronet ;  but  ihaJt  she'll  never  tell  me 
fiov.  Well,  well — it  can't  be  helped  ;  this  is  our  wedding- 
day,  80  I  must  not  teaze  her — and  we've  had  pitched 
bttles  enoi^h  about  it  for  the  last  five  years,  goodness 
knows  !  So  now  for  peace  ;  and  a  good  thing  too,  if  all 
married  people  could  get  all  their  fighting  done  before- 
hand, so  as  to  sit  down  quietly  for  the  rest  of  their  lives, 
after  the  catastrophe,  at  all  events. 

"  When  Bob  Bumpus  ig  a  benedict  he'll  endeavour  to 
bdi&ve  as  he  ought,  and  always  bear  in  mind  that  what 
ein't  be  cured  must  be  endured.  All  I'm  afraid  is — 
&at  I  look  worse  in  this  incongruous  finery,  and  that 
PbDy  will  laugh  at  me.  Bob,  you're  a  vagabond — ^you 
know  yon  are,  and  I  fear  it's  too  late  for  you  to  be 
anything  else.  And  so  rags  are  the  proper  regulation- 
jackets  for  vagabonds  ;  however,  they  have  one  advantage, 
that  they  are  not  obliged  to  wear  an  Albert  hat  with 
them.  I  musn't  say  a  word  to  Polly  yet,  though,  about 
Pinch  and  Skins  and  the  nice  morning's  work  Fve  made 
of  it,  or  shell  think,  that  like  yoxmg  Bibow — 

" In  fashion  I'm  grown, 


And  have  twenty  fine  children, 
But  not  one  my  own." 

"Their  Uncle,  their  dear  Uncle  Bob;  good,  iai't  it? 
Hat  ha t  ha !    Well,  poor  little  wretches,  I  long  to  see 
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what  scrubbing,  and  staffing,  and  riding  the  high  hone 
will  do  towards  getting  them  on  in  the  world.  Ah  I 
Mabel  with  her  beauty  woidd  be  the  card  I  but  that  I 
know  Polly  will  never  consent  to,  and  she's  right;  a  Circiu 
is  a  very  good  place  for  taking  the  vice  out  of  horses,  but 
gh'ls  are  different^  and  it's  quite  the  other  way.  Bat 
though  she'll  never  come  up  to  Mabel,  yet  Skins,  I  mean 
Signora  Angelina,  hasn't  a  bad  forehand  either,  and  with 
proper  ti*aining  and  good  grooming  she  may  be  the 
favourite  yet ;  and  as  for  you.  Bob,  if  you  make  a  fortime 
in  the  enterprise  why  you  shall  found  a  charity  for  limp 
young  men,  who  have  not  sufficient  consistency  to  keep 
themselves  out  of  harm's  way,  and  call  it  BuMFUBSUS's 
College,  or  the  Vagabond's  Home  ;  and  yet,  no,  that 
won't  do  either,  for  if  men  are  prevented  going  to  him 
how  Ls  the  devil  to  get  his  due  ?  I  have  it ;  PoUy  shall 
fomid  a  refuge  for  young  women,  and  it  shall  be  called 
the  Polly  Marsham  Asylum.  Ay,  that  will  be  better, 
for  you  are  not  fit,  Bob  Bumpus,  even  to  give  your  name 
to  a  charity,  and  you  know  you're  not."  And  here  an  old 
shoe,  with  the  sole  half  toni  from  it,  intercepting  his  pro- 
gress, he  ran  a  tUt  at  it  with  his  stout  oaken  stick,  and 
tossed  it  far  on,  into  the  middle  of  the  street,  adding  in 
his  own  mind,  "  Ay,  that's  about  all  I'm  fit  for,  to  be 
kicked  out  of  the  way,  if  I'm  in  it^  and  to  be  taken  no 
notice  of  if  I'm  not." 

And  yet  this  poor  publican  self-abnegation,  this  anti-^ 
Phariseeical  spirit  it  was  which  had  always  prevented 
poor  Bob  from  being  a  rogue,  while  perhaps  it  also  had 
something  to  do  with  keeping  him  a  vagabond;  and  to  say 
the  truth,  if  he  had  (and  who  has  not  ?)  a  touch  of  pride, 
it  took  an  inverse  turn,  for  he  was  actually  proud  of  his 
poverty,  proud  that  amid  so  umch  thimble-rigging,  betting. 
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lad  blick-l^gery  as  his  race-course  career  had  exposed 
kim  to,  he  had  never  been  a  shilling  the  richer,  till  this 
/30  a  year  had  so  strangely  and  unexpectedly  fallen  in 
Ub  way,  which,  as  he  himself  said,  he  could  not  as  yet  see 
any  harm  in,  but  a  great  deal  of  good  to  the  boy  that  was 
lo  be  placed  under  the  care  of  his  brother  Moses,  to  him- 
iel(  and  to  his  whole  fEimily. 

But  still,  as  he  expressed  it,  this  £50  a  year  that  had 

dropped  in  quite  unsolicited,  Uke  the  tax-gatherer,  was 

no  fiuilt  or  no  merit  of  hia     So,  unknown  to  himself,  he 

continued,  to  be  in  good  company  and  emulate  the  po- 

mty-stiicken    proceedings    of    Epaminondas,    Fhocion 

llarius  Curtius,  Atilus  Regulus,  and  Fabricius,  without, 

hmever,  having  had  the  same  opportunities  of  enriching 

himself  as  these   foolishly-wise  anti-Utilitarian   ancient 

Soman  gentry  had;  notwithstanding  which  little  drawback, 

Bobert    Bumpus  continued  "  chewing   the  cud  of  sweet 

and  bitter  thoughts  "  till  he  arrived  at  what  the  Morning 

fott  would  call  his  "  Town  Residence"  on  Tower  Hill, 

which  was  no  other,  than  two  rooms  at  the  extreme  upper 

story  of  a  small  tenement,  in  the  basement  of  which,  the 

lindlady,  one  Mrs.  Ray,  a  widow,  kept  a  china-shop.     A 

good  old-fashioned  body  was  Widow  Ray,  with  her  clean, 

dose,  tin-ribboned  cap,  her  plain  black  camlet  gown,  fitting 

accurately  to  her  small,  trim,  round  waist,  set  off,  not  a 

Ettle,  by  the  snowy  muslin  handkerchief  she  always  wore 

pinned  down  in  a  point  outside.     Martha  Ray  had  been 

left  with  three  sons,  now  twelve,  fifteen,  and  twenty-two, 

ill  of  whom  she  had  by  means  of  some  little  interest, 

got  into  a  commercial  school,  as  one  was  to  be  in  ''  the 

drapery  business,"  another  in  the  "  tea  line,"  and  the  third 

in  her  own,  which  might  be  called  the  cup  and  saucer 
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While  they  were  yet  youug,  Mrs.  Bay  had  observed  in 
the  early  days  of  her  widowhood,  with  more  sense  than 
sentiment,  that  "Boys  were  always  in  the  way,  and  it  was 
better  they  should  have  their  heads  broken  at  school,  than 
stay  at  home  to  break  her  crockery."  But  though  not 
abounding  in  sentiment^  (that  tin-foil  simulation  of  the 
real  gem  of  feeling)  as  it  generally  happens  where  such  is 
the  case,  Martha  Ray  was  not  deficient  in  the  latter, 
though  it  was  often  smothered  over  by  the  rubbish  of  a 
shorty  sharp,  imcouth  manner,  for  she  also  was  from  the 
"  west  countrie/'  being  a  townswoman  of  Bob's,  and  there- 
fore retaining  all  the  *'  do  ce's"  and  "  dont  ec's,"  and  **  I 
bid  ee's,"  and  "  such  likes,"  with  other  similar  flowers  of 
provincial  elocution.  Luckily,  however,  words  have  nothing 
to  do  with  deeds. 

One  of  the  ways  in  which  she  evinced  her  good  feeling 
was  in  the  tender,  the  maternal  care  she  took  of  a  poor 
half-witted  sister  of  her  late  husband,  whose  strange  histoiy 
was  this  : — ^when  only  seven  years'  old,  her  fether's  houses 
which  had  been  a  large  oil-shop  on  Ludgate  Hill,  had 
taken  fire,  and  been  burnt  to  the  ground,  and  almost  by  a 
miracle,  the  youngest  child.  Ruby  Ray,  was  saved  fitun 
being  burnt  with  it  But  the  terror  of  that  night  not 
only  threw  the  child  into  a  brain  fever,  but  turned  her 
chestnut  hair  quite  white ;  after  which,  she  continued  to 
grow  in  statm-e,  and  in  due  time  to  be  physically,  fully 
developed ;  yet  from  that  hour  to  the  present,  a  period  of 
thirty  years,  her  intellect  remained  stationary  at  her 
seventh  year ;  and  her  appearance  presented  the  pheno- 
menon of  the  most  extraordinary  combination  of  youth 
and  age  ;  or  rather  of  the  mast  unnatural  struggle  as  it 
were  between  the  two,  without  either  ever  being  able  to 
predominate,  though  her  dress,  which  was  that  of  a  duld. 
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gm  a  easting  vote  in  &Toiir  of  the  fonner,  being  a  white 
frock  with  short  sleeves^  a  coral  necklace,  and  a  pinafore. 
Her  perfectly  grey  hair  was  plainly  parted  on  her  forehead* 
fit  back  behind  her  ears,  and  cut  short  behind ;  but  it 
VII  corioiis  to  obsenre  the  outline  of  a  rather  full  bust 
Oder  this  childish  pinafore. 

Brary  afternoon  Mrs.  Bay,  pointing  with  her  knitting* 
leedle  to  the  words,  heard  her  read  a  diapter  in  the 
Bble,  and  repeat  a  spelling-lesson  and  a  hymn,  beyond 
which,  she  never  got;  but^  when  she  had  gone  through 
kr  Kterary  treadmill  well,  she  always  received  her 
dstomaiy  reward,  of  having  her  grey  hair  patted  and 
■soothed,  witii  Ae  occasional  addition  of  a  bunch  of 
dwrries,  or  a  caka  She  was  capable  of  going  up  and 
down  stairs  of  messages,  as  a  child  of  seven  would  be,  and 
of  gmng  to  tell  her  mother,  as  she  called  Mrs.  Bay,  if  any 
one  came  into  the  shop ;  but  to  tell  the  customers  the 
price  of  anything,  or  to  give  them  change,  she  was  utterly 
incapable.  All  her  little  sins  of  omission  and  commission 
were  likewise  those,  of  a  child,  of  which,  too,  she  had  all 
the  shyness,  for  if  a  stranger  spoke  to  her  she  would  look 
town  and  not  blush,  as  no  shade  of  colour  ever  tinged 
kff  sallow  cheeks,  from  which  all  freshness  and  elasticity 
liad  long  since  fled ;  but  she  would  hang  down  her  head 
tod  nervously  fiddle  with  her  pinafore,  as  children  when 
trying  to  exert  their  conversational  powers  under  difficulties 
are  Wont  to  do,  or  at  least  did,  in  the  reigns  of  the  two  last 
Georges,  when  there  were  some  few  children  stUl  left  in 
bgland,  before  the  guineas  and  seven-shilling  pieces  were 
in  "  called  in,"  and  the  infants  were  all  brought  out 

A  very  talkative  grey  parrot  (tlie  gift  of  Jack  Bosiii- 
•oape  to  Mra  Bay,  brought  from  China  in  the  Hans  Van 
Kdp),  an  aldermanic  black-and-white   cat,    and  a  fat^ 
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shapelesK,  mass  of  smooth  terrier,  called  Con,  were 
Rnbys  chief  friends  and  companions,  for  Sam  Sedjeter 
Mrs.  Ray's  foreman,  was  too  domineering  a  personage  to 
ingratiate  himself  with  either  old  or  young,  much  leas 
with  both,  as  so  strangely  blended  in  poor  Ruby.  Neither 
did  his  physique  at  all  compensate  for  his  unprepossesong 
address  ;  for,  except  the  blade  of  a  knife,  it  would  have 
been  impossible  to  have  found  a  pendant  or  a  parallel 
for  his  thinness.  His  hair  was  dark,  straight,  perpen- 
dicular, and  scrubby-looking,  like  the  shaving-brushes  in 
the  Albert  hats,  and  rose  out  of  his  low,  broad  forehead, 
standing  on  end,  as  if  scared  by  the  gulf  of  ugliness  that 
lay  beneath,  for  round  Mr.  Sedjeter  s  little,  quick,  revolving. 
black  eyes,  were  very  red  rims,  while  his  lean,  pale 
cheeks  were  deeply  indented  with  the  small-pox,  which 
gave  his  complexion  the  hue  and  texture  of  a  gruyire 
cheese.  His  nose  was  aquiline  and  exceedingly  pinched, 
and  his  upper  lip,  which  was  nearly  as  long,  was  equally 
pinched,  but  his  chin  retreated  considerably,  and  seemed 
very  sensibly  getting  out  of  the  way  of  all  his  other  features 
as  fast  as  it  could. 

He  had  been  once,  as  he  himself  acknowledged,  a.  very 
worldly-minded  man,  having  long  ago  made  an  offer  of 
marriage  to  Mrs.  Ray,  and  been  refused ;  but  still  he  had 
her  interest  so  much  at  heart,  that  he  strenuously  urged  her 
instead  of  being  at  the  expense  of  keeping  Ruby,  to  make 
money  of  her,  by  showing  her.  that  is  jobbing  her  out  to 
some  enterprising  British  Bamum,  who  would  undertake 
to  make  her  the  prima  donna  of  every  fair.  But  having 
very  nearly  been  dismissed  from  Mrs.  Ray's  service  for 
his  pains,  as  he  had  his  own  reasons  for  wishing  to  retain 
his  place,  he  did  not  renew  the  suggestion  ;  but  pondered 
how  he  could  turn  his  own  talents  to  account ;    and 
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11  from  the  slow,  measured,  n&sal  inflection  of  his  voice, 
it  waa  plain  that  Nature  had  left  it  optional  to  him  to 
beeome  either  a  Yankee  or  a  Methodist-parson ;  and  not 
being  sufficiently  philanthropic  to  wish  to  take  in  aU  the 
vorid,  he  modestly  chose  the  more  select  and  circum- 
Mribed  sphere  of  spiritual  humbug,  and  so  had  lately 
Joined  an  Anglo  section  of  the  Lampeter  brethren,  or,  as 
Hn.  Bay  called  them,  the  Lamplighter  !  brethren,  adding 
tint  ^  Sam  Sedjeter^'  had  never  been  no  good  since  he'd 
done  so ;  and  for  her  part,  she'd  no  doubt  but  he'd  go 
firam  bad  to  worse,  and  never  stop  till  he  joined  them 
Afomg-pennywighU  I  as  she  called  the  Princely  Esta- 
kGihment  of  the  Agapemone.  Hard,  too,  had  Sedjeter 
tried  to  make  Mrs.  Kay  eject  her  attic  tenants ;  for  when- 
ever there  was  any  delay  in  the  rent,  his  morality  became 
greatly  outraged,  '*  at  having  a  respectable  house  taken  up 
with  such  rubbish  as  that !" 

But  Martha  Bay  had  played  with  Robert  Bumpus  in 
the  Priory  Close,  at  Field  Fleury,  as  a  child,  and  told 
fortunes  by  blowing  thistledowns, — and  gone  a  Maying, 
many  a  fair  morning  in  those  meadows  ;  and  perhaps  had 
inbibed  mercy  with  the  May  dew.     Who  knows  ?  so  if  he 
lutd  gone  a  little  out  of  those  smooth  paths  in  after-life, 
Ae  wasn't  going  to  be  hard  upon  him,  for  he  never  told 
tiles  out  of  school,  nor  in  ;  and  if  he  did  rob  orchards,  he 
had  only  the  trouble  of  it :  for  he  invariably  gave  away 
the  spoils.     *'  So,  depend  upon  it,  Sam  Sedjeter,  there  are 
worse  people  in  the  world  than  poor  Bob  Bumpus,  though 
tbey  may  be  a  deal  primmer,  and  preciser."     Such  was 
generally  Mrs.   Ray's  ultimatum,  after  an  argument  with 
Mr.  Sedjeter  on  the  subject  of  her  lodgers.     While  on  the 
other  moot  point  of  poor  Ruby,  she  peremptorily  forbade 
him  ever  to  open  his  lips  \  and  though  Martha  Ray,  like 

VOL.  h  ^ 
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most  active,  notable,  clever  housewives,  was  somewhat 
quick  in  her  temper — more  especially  if  hindered  or  in- 
terfered with — in  her  domestic  airangements ;  yet^  never 
did  one  hasty,  much  less  one  unkind  word  escape  her,  to 
Buby ;  who,  however  inopportunely  she  might  come^  Wil 
always  received  with  a 

"  Well,  what  is  it^  my  lambskin  ?" 

Or  however  pre-occupied  Martha  might  be  witih  Sad" 
Jeter  and  the  invoices,  or  with  calculations  and  crates,  ahfl 
never  forgot  to  give  Buby  her  childish  luncheon  of  bmd 
and jam. 

With  regard  to  the  exterior  of  Mrs.  Bay's  ahop,  beside 
an  enormous  jug  (so  enormous  that  it  was  not  only  a 
sign^  but  a  wonder),  a  deep  blue  board,  with  the  follomng 
announcement,  in  bright  gold  letters,  added  to  its  impos- 
ing appearance  by  the  following  announcement — 

MAETHA  BAY, 

DEALER  IN  CHINA,  DELFT,  GLASS, 
AND  ALL  SORTS  OP  CROCKERY-WARR 

N.B. — Olass  and  China  lent  on  hire,  and  JEvenv^ 
Parties  attended. 
Bob  stood  for  a  few  seconds  at  one  side  of  the  door, 
listening,  for  he  heard  Buby  singing  within,  and  as  aD 
else  was  still,  he  distinctly  caught  the  words  of  the  follow- 
ing feline  melody,  with  which  she  was  lulling  into  i 
purring  repose  Miss  Smudge,  the  before-mentioned  black- 
and-white  cat — 

"  Pussy-cat  mew,  with  bttlc  white  feet, 
I'm  going  to  a  wedding,  where  we  shall  meet. 
Poor  pussy-cat  mew,  jumping  over  a  coal, 
In  her  best  petticoat  tore  a  great  hole ; 
Pussy-cat  mew  shan't  liave  any  milk 
TUl  that  best  petticoat's  mended  with  silk." 
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bIj  to  think,"  said  Bob  aloud,  under  fiftvour  of  a 
r's  dray  passing  at  that  moment,  first  turning  up 
les,  and  then  passing  the  back  of  his  hand  over 
"hoiify  to  think  of  a  gal  of  six-and-thirty,  ven  they's 
By  old  cats  most,  their  selves,  to  be  has  hinnocent 
iD  that !  There's  another  difference,  too,  between 
I  and  OBses — ^firing  prewents  a  oss  being  cracked, 
f,  it  voa  the  firing  o'  that  ere  ile  shop  as  cracked 
Enby,  for  sartin." 

I  with  this  profound  refiection,  Mr.  Bumpus  entered 
op,  wh»«  Ruby  was  sitting  behind  the  counter, 
g  and  singing  to  Smudge ;  but  Mra  Bay  seemed 
'e  taken  Sedjeter's  place,  and  was  busy  with  her 
its  at  the  desk  at  the  other  end  of  the  sliop,  while 
JTOt  was  too  pre-occupied  swinging  to  and  fro,  in 
horticultural  delights  of  cracking  and  eating  a  nut. 
I,  as  was  her  wont,  in  the  chorus  of  Euby's  song. 
alio  !  Ruby,  my  gal,  (for  he  had  too  much  politesse 
mr  to  address  her  by  the,  in  tliis  instance,  appro- 
appellation  of  old  girl)  how  have  they  behaved  to 
hile  Bob's  been  away?" 

ly  raised  her  eyes  at  the  familiar  voice,  with  a  look 
isnre ;  but  when  she  saw  the  respectable  assort - 
of  new  clothes  that  stood  before  her,  one  of  dis- 
itment  succeeded,  for  she  thought  they  could  havt* 
g  to  do  with  Bob  ;  so  she  stood  up,  gently  placing- 
ge  on  the  stool,  in  her  low,  shy  voice,  looked 
is  the  desk  at   the   other   end  of  the   shop,  and 

xme  one  wanbj  you,  mother." 
hat  did  you  please  to  want,  sir?"  asked  Mrs.  Ray, 
jT  deceived  by  those  cruel  rogues'  appearances;  and 
ig  forward  from  the  other  end  of  the  shop,  to  her 

M  2 
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|stoiiici%  n^  slie  thought  llii.s  ambulating  flj 
Moses    and    Son's   Superior    fit,    must 

[at  do  I  want?  why,  your  hand,  Martha 

that's  what  I  want.     Are  my  old  Men** 
[cause   I've   cut   my   old   clothes?  for 

the  play-bills  say ;  if  I  thought  so,  th< 
lio  Thames  before  you  could  say  Jack 
|y,  ble>s.s  my  heart !  that's  never  you  to-be- 

?     I  declare,  as  Fm  a  living  woman,  I  d. 
I  Ruby  didn't  know  ee,  now,  did  ee  Ruby 
lolly  didn't  know  ee,  you  be  so  spruced  up 
]iy  leant  back,  and  held  her  own  wais>' 
nds,  while  she  laughed  as  heartily  as 
lout  twQ  sliillings'  worth  of  obligato 

of  Dnuy  Lane,   on    the  first  night> 
Jinia 
ily,  I  mean  my  Polly,  got  my  letter, 

lawr  ah  I    and   glad   I    am   to    tl 
-day  irt  come  at  last;,  Bob  ;  and  let  by-| 
Isay  I ;  and  so  I  took  and  sent  Sam 
Jy,    on   one  of  his    preaching   bouts, 

ampUght^r  Bretheren,   or  whatever  tl 
as  he've  a  joined  ;    but  lawr,  ever' 
td  saint,  and  foimd   the  way   to   Hea-* 
piere   aint  no  bearing  on  him,  for  he* 

making  a  hell  for  everybody  else, 
tught  to  go  down  to  Field  Fleury, 
}f  saiiit"in-waiting,    or  groom  of   the 

Momington'a     But  I'm  sure  it's  true, 

Metliodys,  as  two  of  a  trade  can  nev& 

as  slie  aint  one  of  the  right  sort,  cause 

0  the  Lamplighter  Bretheren.   What  i 
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k  «  know,  Bob  ?    I   mean,   what  does  she  call  her 

"Lawr  bless  you,  thats  quite  hout  of  my  line ;   how 
kmU  I  know  ?  praps  hit's  the  Hextinguisher  Fathers,  as 
m  says  it  aint  the  Lamplighter  Brethren.'* 
•Ha !  ha !  ha ! — ^you  always  was  sich  a  one  for  a  joke, 
AT 

'Come,  Buby,  won't   you   speak  to  me  ?    have  you 
tiling  to  say  to  poor  Bob  ?    Never  mind  these  nasty, 
11^56   new  clothes;    your  old  rag  of  a  playfellow  is 
fer  them  stilL" 
'Well,  you  are  like  Bob,"  said  she,  approaching  him, 

at  the  same  time  grasping  Martha's  apron  tightly, 
It  you  can  t  be  really  Bob,  for  where's  Tatters  ?" 
Ah !  where  is  he  indeed,  poor  feller  ?     I  wish  I  could 

you  Ruby ;  but  I  m  sadly  afeard  as  he'll  never  be 
d  Mayor  agin  !  Do  you  remember  last  May  how  we 
it  to  the  meadows  across  the  water,  and  we  put  him  on 
!y  s  red  cloak,  and  made  him  Lord  Mayor,  with  a 
it  daisy  chain  ?" 

Oh  !  yes,  that  was  funny,  and  we'll  do  it  again,  won't 
'  but  where  is  Tatters  ?" 

Where  ?  where  ? "  and  Bob  drew  the  back  of  hLs 
1  hastily  across  his  eyes  ;  but  the  parrot  who  had  been 
ting  its  head  from  side  to  side,  much  intriguee  also, 
hing  Bob's  identity,  now  seeing  from  this  momentary 
» in  the  conversation,  a  good  opening  for  slipping  in 
t  she  considered  a  word  in  season,  in  reply  to  his 
ftion  of  "  whei*e  !"  screamed  out  in  a  shrill  nasal  tone, 
ing  up  her  eyes  as  her  master  of  elocution,  Mr.  Sed- 
;  was  in  the  habit  of  doing. 

Where  neither  rust  nor  moth  do  corru])t,  ami  wlierii 
'68  do  not  break  tlirough  and  st^'al." 
iy,  you  are  a  reglar  Method^,  yon  aie,  and  no 
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mistake  ;  for  they  are  all  parrots,  hand  to  find  some  tag 
of  a  text  is  all  that  consanis  them ;  you  must  find  the 
sense  for  yourself!'*  saidj  the  irate  Mi*.  Bumpus,  dcfabling 
and  shaking  hU  fist  at  the  pious  parrot,  which,  on  this 
(icca.^ion,  he  considered  a  biixl  of  ill-omen. 

"  Dear  heart !  you  don't  mean  to  say  as  you've  lost 
lK)(>r  Tatters  T  said  Mrs.  Eay,  throwing  up  both  her  hands 
to  express  the  extent  of  her  mingled  grief  and  conster- 
nation ! 

''Has  sure  has  hever  Harry  the  Heighth  lost  his  wives; 
and  they  lost  their  heads  in  yander  old  dustrhole  of  ft 
Tower  there." 

And  amid  much  head-shaking,  *'tut-tuts,"  "dear 
hearts,*'  anrl  '*  well  to  be  sures !"  on  the  part  of  his  land- 
lady, Bob  related  the  history  of  Tatters's  disappearance. 

•  Well,  well"  said  she,  with  the  kind  intention  of  turn- 
ing his  thoughts  into  a  ilifierent  channel,  "  I  am  sorry,  I 
can  assure  ee  Bob,  and  would  rather  have  lost  Sam  Secyeter 
fitry  times  over ;  but  come,  cheer  up,  man ;  we  mustn't 
have  no  tlismals  to-day  ;  why  even  Ruby  s  been  a  singing 
to  Smudge  about  going  to  the  weildin  just  afore  you 
rnilH*  in." 

•Ay,  1  heard  her."  said  Bob.  "But  you^ll  come  to 
chunh  with  u??,  won't  you,  Martha  ?" 

•  Why,  no,  you  ^ee  Bob,  1  can't  leave  the  shop,  so 
hmg  n.s  ynii've  invited  on  us  to  the  '  Boar's  Head,' after, 
wards,  so  I  must  bide  at  home  along  with  Ruby ;  and 
bt^iilcs,  I  promiseil  to  take  care  of  Mabel." 

Whirh  latter  was  indeed  the  good  woman's  real 
i-eiiMHi  for  )wt  accompanying  her  lodgers  to  church,  and 
this  Bi»b  not  being  slow  to  perceive,  as  persons  quick  to 
feci  <olilom  are.  he  held  out  his  hand  to  her,  as  he  tuned 
away  t<»  hidi'  an   unpleasant  humidity  about  his   eyesi 
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aiyiiig,  "  You're  a  good  soul,  Martha,  that's  certain,  and 
joa  always  were  so ;  going  back  to  long  before  your  kind- 
ness to  U8 ;  and  as  you  know  pretty  nearly  all  our  affairs* 
ten  me,  do  you  know  if  Polly  has  written  to  any  one 
ibout--about— Mabel  T 

"Well,"  said  Mrs.  Bay,  turning  her  back  to  him  as  she 

ipoke,  and  finding  suddenly  great  necessity  for  moving 

tnd  dusting  sundry  blue  mugs  and  pie-dishes  on  a  shelf, 

which  did  not  want  dusting,  inasmach  as  they  could  with 

ease  have  held  a  pound  more  at  least  of  that  powder  for 

the  million  ;  nor  did  they  want  moving,  inasmuch,  as  like 

many  persons,  though  not  in  a  brilliant  one,  still,  they 

did  not  fed  their  position,  "  Well,  you  see  Bob,  about  a 

month  ago,  as  soon  as  ever  she  got  your  letter,  a  telling  on 

her  as  you  had  come  into  some  little  property,  this  here 

fifty  pound  a  year,  and  intended  if  she  was  agreeable, 

marrying  on  her,  she  did  write  to  some  lord  or  other,  I 

forget  the  name,  though  she  did  tell  me  at  the  time,  too, 

about  getting  Mabel  into  some  Institootion,  for  she  said 

u  she'd  always  heerd  such  a  high  character  of  him,  that 

she  was  sure  when  she  told  him  all  her  history,  and  as  you 

was  now  a-going  to  marry  her,  as  he'd  do  something  for 

that  poor  little  cretur,  as  he  bore  such  a  very  good  name ; 

howsfever,  it's  easier  among  the  great  folk  to  get  a  good 

name,  nor  to  deserve  it,  seemingly ;  for  with  all  his  good 

name,  he  never  answered  her  letter,  nor  have  took  any 

notice  from  that  day  to  this  ;  and  she  knows  he  got  the 

letter,  as  I  lent  her  the  money  for  the  bus,  and  she  took  it 

herself,  and  not  only  give  it  into  the  porter's  own  hand, 

but  waited  in  the  hall  while  the  butler  took  it  in  to  my 

lorrL  and  a  message  was  sent  out  to  say,  as  his  lordship 

would  send  a  hanswer ;  but  from  that  day  to  this,  sheVe 

never  had  none,  and  it  has  cut  her  up  terrible,  poor  thing  ; 
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SO  don't  ec  go  for  to  8ay  nothing  to  her  about  it  Bob ; 
now  don't  ee  T 

''Ha !  it's  very  plain/'  said  Bob,  clenching  his  fist^  and 
shaking  it  menacingly  at  a  poor  unoffending  black  wedge- 
wood  teapot,  which  was  the  nearest  thing  within  his  reach, 
and  which,  though  it,  and  all  its  relations  were  celebrated 
spouters,  yet^  on  the  present  occasion,  had  not  a  word  to 
say  in  its  own,  or  any  one  else's  defence,  and  consequently 
would  have  inevitably  been  floored  if  Euby  had  not  quietly 
and  mechanically  moved  it  out  of  the  way,  which  Bobi 
not  even  perceiving,  continued,  as  he  tremblingly  shook 
his  clenched  hand,  "  It's  very  plain,  then,  if  she  wrote  to 
a  good  man,  that  she  did  not  write  to  the  only  one  she 
ought  to  have  wiitten  to,  the  infernal  villain  !  Oh !  if  I 
had  only  as  much  sense  as  could  unearth  him,  I'd  ask  no 
other  wisdom  !" 

"  Now  dont  ee  Bob,  i)ray  dont  ee,  start  off  on  that  line. 
You  used  to  read  your  Bible  once,  indeed,  we've  read  it 
together  a  many  times  afore  now,  and  you  know  what 
Solomon  says.  *The  crooked  cannot  be  made  straight^ 
and  that  which  is  wanting  cannot  be  nmnbered,  and  in 
much  wisdom,  is  much  grief  Do  you  remember,  Bob, 
that  nice  voUum  of  the  '  Pilgrim's  Progress'  as  you  give  me 
when  I  married  and  left  Field  Fleury  ?"  And  here  Martha 
wiped  her  eyes.  "  Dear  heart,  Tve  got 'it  still,  laid  up  in 
lavender,  and  I'll  lend  it  to  ee.  Bob,  that's  the  least  I  may 
do,  and  youll  see  there  how  if  Christian  got  into  the 
Slough  of  Despond,  he  was  got  out  again ;  and  so  will 
you,  and  so  shall  we  all,  if  we  don't  get  ourselves  too  deep 
down,  by  kicking  and  struggling,  and  trusting  to  our  own 
strength  to  get  us  out." 

"  I  wonder,  Martha,"  said  Bob,  evidently  still  pursuing 
his  own  train  of  thought,  as  his  eyes  wandered  vacantly, 
yet  inquiringly,  from  Martha  Bay's  opeA  honest  fiwe,  to 
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the  snowy  kerchief  on  her  neck,  and  from  thence  to  the 
wedding-ring  on  her  finger,  as  if  instead  of  each  and  all 
bdsg  "  old  fiuniliar  Mends''  as  they  were,  they  had  been 
mne  newly  discovered,  but  yet  unexplored  marvels. 

"I  wonder,  Martha^  if  there  would  be  sufficient  good  in 
Madam  Momington,  with  all  her  talk  about  '  lost  sheep,' 
and  rescuing  brands  from  the  burning,  if  she'd  have 
nffident  good  in  her  to  do  something  for  Mabel  ?" 

"Lawr  !  Bob,  dont  ee  never  go  for  to  send  the  poor 
Utile  cretor  who*s  as  bright  as  the  first  primrose,  to  be 
Hoped  into  a  mummy  down  at  Madam  Momington's  ;  the 
looks  of  Mr.  Luther  alone,  would  be  enough  to  give  the 
poor  diild  the  night-mare,  and  time  soon  slips  away  ;  and 
1  shouldn't  like  her  (from  what  I  see  of  him  when  the 
Guards  is  at  the  Tower)  to  come  in  the  Cappen's  way  ten 
jear  hence,  or  even  in, the  way  of  the  Cappen*s  man." 

"  Well,  yes,  just  so,"  rejoined  fiob,  scratching  the  back 
of  his  head,  which  pushed  his  hat  still  further  over  liis 
eyes ;  "  but  you  see  the  fact  is,  Martha,  I've  bought  the 
goodwill  of  a  Circus,  which  will  make  me,  (and  now,)  her 
mother  lead  a  more  wandering  life  than  ever  ;  and  that's 
no  fit  thing  either  for  a  girl  that  promises  to  be  as  hand- 
Kme  as  Mabel ;  and  I  thought  if  even  for  a  while,  Madam 
Momington — " 

"Madam  Momington,  be  jezebelled,"  broke  in  the  irre- 
jtnsxi  Martha^  "  I  tell  ee — ee  might  just  as  well  give  the 
poor  child  to  Sam  Sedjeter  at  once  to  make  a  lamplighter 
bother  of  her,  or  send  her  to  them  ere  Agonypennywights, 
ofut  by  the  Quantocks,  down  beyond  Bridgwaterthere,  and 
that  would  be  a  nice  place  for  keeping  on  her  out  of  harm's 
way;  she'd  be  far  safer  soid  and  body,  I  can  tell  ee,  with  all 
the  publicans  and  sinners  in  Limnun,  than  with  they  canting 
hjrpocrites'  brigade,  as  I  call  they  Methodys,  one  and  all, 
whaterer  th^  may  call  th^ir  selves." 
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"  You  are  right,  Martha,"  said  Bob,  with  a  sort  of  per- 
plexed non-plussed  look  ;  and  then  ho  added  suddenly,  as^ 
if  taking  a  leap  out  of  a  disagreeable  thought,  ''  But  I 
wish  Martha,  you'd  come  to  church  with  us,  too?  you 
know  people  don't  get  married  every  day." 

"  Well,  really,  Bob,  I  should  be  glad  to  be  in  chnrcli 
with  ec  once  again  ;  you  know  it  aint  the  fast  time  as 
you  and  I  have  a  been  in  church  together  neither ;  Mofles 
used  to  give  out  the  Psalms  beautiful,  to  be  sure,  not  like 
the  genral  run  of  they  sing-song  i)arish  clerks,  but  then 
he'd  had  a  college  eddicati(m  ;  I  only  wish  as  you'd  a  had 
the  same.  Bob,  and  there's  no  knowing  what  you  might 
have  been  by  this  time." 

"  Of  course,  a  bishop  at  the  very  least,"  laughed  Bob,  "  or 
a  follow  of  a  college,  perhaps ;  but  as  Tm  another  sort  of 
fellow,  who  am  going  to  be  married,  I  wish  you'd  come  to 
church  with  us." 

''  Well,  ni  tell  ee  what  I'll  do,  Bob ;  neighbour  Edbrook 
I^romised  to  come  and  keep  house  for  me  this  artemoon, 
while  we  was  all  away  in  Eastcheap,  and  FU  just  step  in 
and  ask  her  if  slio  could  make  it  convenient  to  come  in 
this  morning ;  and  if  she  can ;  Til  go  with  ee  with  all  my 
heart,  and  Ruby  shall  go  too.  for  the  more  the  merrier  as 
the  saying  is,  but  the  fewer  the  Ix-ttor  cheer,  so  I  hope  as 
you  aint  a  going  to  have  too  many,  Bob,  at  *  The  Boai^s 
Head,'  cause  though  you  liave  come  into  this  here  little 
bit  of  projierty  (which  I  was  main  glad  to  hear),  still  there 
aint  no  use  in  a  slicing  on  it  all  away  directly,  in  jun- 
ketting,  and  feasting,  and  such  like." 

"  All  right,  Martha,  that's*  safe  enough  ;  I  told  you  I 
had  invested  it  in  the  goodwill  of  a  Circus." 

"  Oh  lawr,  ah,  so  you  did:  and  Tm  very  certain  as  you'll 
never  waste  your  money  a  feasting  asses,  as  long  as  you've 
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got  hofldes  to  feed,"  and  Mra  Bay  laughed  heartily  at  this 
fieee  of  cutting  satire,  which  not  being  levelled  at  any 
«e  in  particular  was  all  the  better  qualified  for  serving 
If  the  human  race  in  general,  en  hichamel  So/ finding 
ttat  Bob  was  honestly  paying  up  his  arrears  of  laughter, 
ihe  held  up  her  gown  and  tripped  nimbly  over  her  own 
tkreshdd,  and  in  so  doing  convinced  him,  that  the  ankle 
k  scHoe  three  and  twenty  years  before  used  to  help  over 
tke  stiles  in  the  Priory  meadows  at  Field  Fleury,  was  by 
M  Bieans  much  the  worse  for  wear.  He  had  hardly  time 
to  apologize  to  Ruby  for  not  having  brought  her  any 
fiimigs,  which  he  seldom  returned  without,  to  atone  for 
which  omission  he  sang  to  her, 

**  Oh  dear,  what  can  the  matter  be, 
Johnny's  so  long  at  the  fair  ?'* 

gobetituting 

"  Bob  is  80  long  at  the  fair." 

far  the  original  Johnny,  when  Martha  returned  from  her 
embassy. 

"  Well,  .neighbour  Edbrook  11  come,  so  me,  and  my 
lambriun  well  go  to  church  with  ee  Bob  ;  wont  us,  Ruby?'* 

^'And  pussy-cat,  mew,  with  little  white  feet,  is  to  go 
too,  isn  t  she,  mother  ?  because  she  has  mended  her  best 
petticoat  with  silk,  hasn't  oo,  pussy?"  asked  Ruby,  giving 
Smudge  an  afiectionate  hug. 

"  No,  Smudge  can't  go,  she  must  stay  at  home  to  look 
after  the  mice.'* 

**  Oh  !  yes,  mother,  do  let  Smudge  go,  too,  I  told  her  we 
should  meet  at  the  wedding  ;  she  may  go,  now  mayn't  she 
Bob,  and  look  after  the  mice  at  your  wedding?"  and  poor 
Ruby  looked  up  into  his  face  with  her  large,  brown,  afiec- 
tionate, though  not  very  intelligent  eyes,  as  if  quite  sure 
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she  fihould  find  an  ally,  and  an  advocate,  in  him ;  but 
alas  !  had  she  been  the  wisest  person  in  the  world,  a  sort 
of  Solomon  woofed  with  Socrates,  she  could  not  have  been 
more  deceived  in  the  degree  of  support  she  expected  frcmi 
her  friend  in  time  of  need,  for  Bob  shook  his  head  in  grave 
negation,  as  he  joined  forces  with  Martha,  and  said,  re- 
suming his  slang,  as  he  always  did  when  fiicetious^  ''It 
can't  be  done,  Ruby,  the  church  mice  are  too  poor  to 
aflbrd  to  have  any  one  to  look  after  them,  because  ye  see^ 
bishops,  like  the  Bonasus,  are  hanimals  has  takes  a  deal  rf 
feeding,  so,  that  there  aint  livings  enough,  nor  near,  for  t]ie 
rest  of  the  clergy,  for  which  reason  there  aint  nothing  at 
all  for  curates,  church  mice,  and  such  like.  Besides,  what 
would  they  say  at  Newmarket  or  Ascot^  if  they  heard  that 
Bob  Bimipus  had  gone  to  chuR'h  with  an  old  cat  at  last  T 

Ruby  stared  at  him  with  both  eyes  and  open  mouth, 
and  not  understanding  one  syllable  of  the  reasons  he  had 
given  why  Smudge  could  not  assist  at  the  wedding,  she 
did  the  very  best  thing  to  be  done  under  all  similar 
circumstances,  namely,  concluded  that  they  were  all  the 
more  cogent  on  that  account,  so  kissing  Smudge's  *'  little 
white  feet,"  she  apologized  to  her  with  a  resigned  sigh  fiur 
being  obliged  to  leave  her  at  home. 

"  I  suppose  Polly's  stirring  before  this  ?  So  now  FU  go 
up  to  her." 

"  Stop,  bide  here  a  minute,  till  I  goes  and  tells  her  as 
you're  come,  Bob,  not  to  flurry  her  like,"  said  Martha, 
whose  kind  motive  was  to  get  Mabel  out  of  the  way,  before 
he  went  up,  as  she  knew  the  poor  mother  had  been  crying 
over  her  the  whole  morning,  and  she  thought  that  was  a 
sort  of  prelude  to  tlie  marriage,  which  the  bridegroom 
might  not  quite  like  ;  so  running  nimbly  up  the  three 
flights  of  narrow,  spiral,  creaking   stairj>,   Martha  Ray, 
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hocked  quickly  at  the  front  attic  door,  to  show  that  she 
118  in  haste,  and  the  occupant,  namely,  Mary  Marsham, 
1068  as  hastily  to  open  the  door,  seating  the  child  she  the 
moment  before  had  had  on  her  lap  on  the  bed,  and  holding 
«p  the  finger  of  her  right  hand  to  it,  as  much  as  to  say, 
'Hush  !''  while  taking  up  her  apron  she  dried  her  eyes 
vith  the  other. 

"Come,  come,  my  dear,  now  I  can't  have  no  crying  to- 
dqr,  and  the  sun  a  setting  on  ye  such  a  good  example,  and 
ildning  out  his  very  best,  as  he  should  do,  for  a  wedding; 
ttd  when  we're  all  going  to  be  as  merry  as  grigs,  and  Fm 
I  going,  and  Ruby's  going,  so  make  haste,  for. Bob's 
eome,  and  Fll  take  Mabel  out  of  your  way,  and  help  ee  on 
with  your  gownd,"  cried  Mra  Eay,  bustling  into  the 
room,  catching  up  the  beautiful  little  girl  (that  was  sitting, 
18  it  were,  under  a  forest  of  chestnut  ringlets  on  the  bed 
where  her  mother  had  placed  her),  and  altogether 
affecting  a  tremendous  hurry,  in  order  to  conceal  an 
agitation  she  could  not  repress. 

"  Mabel,  come  into  the  next  room,  and  be  a  good  girl, 
and  stay  quiet  a  few  minutes,  and  Mammy  Eay  will  give 
her  all  Ruby  s  bright  patchwork  to  play  with."' 

So  saying,  she  carried  off  the  child,  and  seating  her  on 
the  floor  of  the  adjoining  room,  and  showering  down  beside 
her  a  bag-full  of  the  most  gorgeous  and  Tumeresque- 
kx>king  shreds  and  samples  of  divers  printed  cottons,  she 
cksed  the  door  on  the  delighted  child,  and  returned  to  the 
mother,  who  had  so  far  commenced  her  bridal  toilette  as 
to  bathe  her  face  and  smooth  her  hair. 

"  You  are,  you  always  have  been,  very  good,  Mrs.  Ray, 
and  I  only  wish  I  could  prove  to  you  how  much  I  feel 
your  kindness,"  said  the  poor  yomig  woman,  midoing  all 
the  repairs  the  cold  water  had  eflFected,  by  agabi  bursting 
into  tears. 
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''Prove  to  mo,  indeed,  aiid  so  ee  citii,  by  being  appy 
and  cheerful,  for  this  one  day  at  least ;  but  not  another 
tear,  or  I'll  give  ee  notice  to  quit ;  and  what's  more,  Sam 
Sedjeter  shall  serve  ee  with  it,  too." 

This  last  dreadful  tlireat  the  good  woman  enforced  with 
a  stamp  of  her  foot  and  her  clenched  right  hand  held  out 
behind  her,  according  to  the  standard  and  traditional 
model  of  not -to-be-tampered  with  vixens  in  all  times,  till 
seeing  a  wan  smile  replace  the  tears  on  poor  Maiy 
Marsham's  i)ale  face,  and  that  she  had  now  re-commenced 
her  toUette  in  earnest,  by  at  length  bringing  the  rebelliotu 
waves  of  her  hair  into  subjection  under  Mrs.  Ra/s  own 
gift  of  a  new  cap  with  bridal  ribbons,  that  worthy  womaa 
the  while,  treating  both  tragedy  and  comedy  de  haut  en  biu, 
like  the  late  David  CJarrick.  by  showing  them  that  it  WM 
vain  for  either  to  strive  to  engross  her,  now  took  her  ow» 
trim  little  waist  in  both  her  hands,  and  throwing  back  her 
head,  said  with  a  smile  as  broad  and  as  quiet  as  the  fish- 
pond at  Hamjjton  Court — 

**  Drat  I  the  young  women ;  I  don't  know  what  they 
want  now-a-days.  I  only  wish  as  Pd  had  the  chance^ 
and  that  Robert  Bumpus  hail  took  a  fancy  to  me, — ^he 
shouldn't  have  had  no  tears,  I  proniLse  ee,  only — 

**  *  Yes,  if  you  please,  kind  sir,  she  said  !* " 

And  here,  Mrs.  Ray  began  to  sing — in  a  voice  which* 
|ierhai>s  from  having  been  so  long  exposed  to  the  casual- 
ties uf  a  chma-shop,  had  certainly  got  a  little  cracked; 
which  she  herself  pei-ceiving,  revelled  to  oratory,  sayings 
''  Ah  !  I  suppose  some  of  them  there  Oprer  singers  have 
stolen  my  voice,  for  it's  very  certain  as  I've  not  got  none ; 
but  what  I  was  going  to  say  was,  that  you  wouldn't  credit 
how  well,  and  how  gen-ieol  Bob  looks  in  his  new  clothes. 
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I  really  think,  even  a  downright  real  lady  might  think 
kim  good  enough  for  her ;  and '' — 

**  Oh !"  interrupted  her  companion,  in  a  broken  voice, 
piasmg  her  hand  over  her  eyes,  ''  I  know  and  feel,  Mr& 
Bay,  that  he's  a  great  deal  too  good  for  me." 

"No  he  ain't ;  so  there  ain't  no  use  in  ee  shoving  the 
diqMTSgement  on  'tother  side,  for  that  don't  suit  neither. 
Bob  may  have  his  faults,  I  don't  say  he  has  not ;  but  who 
kaoi'tl — ^unless  it  be  angels,  and  cherubims,  and  such 
like, — as  keeps  to  theirselves  up  above,  and  don't  sociate 
with  such  as  us ;  but  I  only  ask  ee,  Mary  Marsham,  what 
faie  gent  or  lord  of  'em  all  would  have  give  you  food  and 
dielter  for  five  long  year,  loving  the  very  ground  as  you 
trod  upon, — (for  there's  where  the  wonder  lies),  and  yet 
have  kep  out  of  your  way,  until  such  time  as  he  had 
wherewithal  to  marry  you  honestly  and  honourably  ?  I 
tty  his  conduct  is  beautifiil,  and  ought  to  convert  him 
into  a  prince  in  any  sensible  ooman's  eyes." 

**  It  ought,  indeed,"  sobbed  the  weeping  Mary ;  "  and  it 
is  (or  that  reason  I  feel,  that  wrecked  as  I  was  when  he 
found  me,  and  VFrecked  still  more  as  every  one  thinks  I 
have  been  since  (for  Mr.  Sedjeter  has  told  me,  more  than 
once,  that  every  one  thinks  I  have  been  living  criminally 
with  poor  Robert) — Oh!  Mrs.  Ray,  it  is  all  this,  that 
makes  me  feel  I  am  not  worthy  to  be  the  wife  of  so  gene- 
rous and  noble  a  souL" 

"  And  what  matter  what  all  the  world,  and  his  wife  to 
boot  think,  when  ONE  as  sees  all,  your  own  conscience, 
and  Bob  and  I,  know  it's  not  so ; .  and  as  for  all  the  rest, 
Fm  always  for  letting  by-gones  be  by-gones ;  and  even 
there,  you  have  comfort,  for  you  was  snared,  and  not  even 
ticed,  s^d  seduced  like  to  your  own  ruin  ;  and  if  you  had 
been  a  vicious  hussy,  you  would  have  continued  to  wait 
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on,  and  deceive  the  villain's  wife,  as  he  wanted  you  to  do, 
and  then  you  might  have  been  flaunting  in  your  silks  and 
satins,  like  the  rest  on  'em ;  for  Beelzebub  pays  high  wages 
to  those  as  does  his  work, — ^but  you  wouldn't;  and  though 
one  thing  uhxs  terrible,  if  you  had  know'd  what  you  was 
about,  but  you  didn't^  poor  souL  And  so  Im  very  sune^ 
if  it  had  even  been  a  sin  of  your  own  seeking,  instead  of 
a  diabolical  snare  as  you  could  not  avoid,  Robert  Burnpus 
would  have  thought  as  the  waters  of  the  canal  had  washed 
it  all  away.  So  do  brighten  up,  and  meet  him  happy  and 
cheerful  like ;  for,  poor  fellow,  I  know  it's  gnawing  at  his 
heaii),  the  tliought  as  you  marries  him  as  a  sort  of  pay- 
ment, and  'cause  you  vmst,  like  a  lamb  being  led  to  the 
slaughter.  And  I  know  he  thinks  as  you  dreads  his  vaga- 
bone-sort  of  life ;  but  you,  only  make  him  a  happy  home; 
and  I  warrant  he'll  stay  in  it.  High  and  low,  it's  all  the 
same, — men  and  women  as  hasn't  got  no  hearts,  always 
wants  to  be  dragging  on  their  carcasses  about  the  world ; 
but  them  as  has,  depend  upon  it,  wants  a  HOME  to  keep 
*em  in." 

"  But — but  Mabel,"  sobbed  the  poor  yoimg  mother.  "  I 
have  no  right,  Mrs.  Ray,  to  thwart  Robert's  habits,  and 
gainsay  his  likings ;  and  yet  they  are  not  what  I  should 
like  to  bring  her  up  amidst." 

"Then,  Mary,  you  should  master  your  dislike— ^your 
pride — and  write  to  her  father  to  provide  for  her ;  since 
that  'ere  lord — I  forget  his  name — as  you  said  was  so 
good,  have  never  took  no  notice  of  your  letter." 

"  I  did  make  the  effort  and  write,"  sobbetl  the  young 
woman,  sinking  down  on  the  bed,  and  covering  her  face 
with  her  hands. 

" Come,  that*s  riglit.    And  what  did  he  say?" 

**  Nothing.    He  never  answered," 


"After all,  what  it  earthly  &thers  and  mothers? 
7  and  gone  to-morrow ;  now  cruel,  now  kind ; 
like  a  vane  as  the  wind  blows  ;  but  we  have  all 
2avcnly  Father,  Mary,  who  never  forsakes  or 
;  the  same  yesterday,  to-day,  to-morrow,  and 
Chen  youVe  no  call  to  fret  about  Mabel ;  they're 
whom  He  keeps.  But  I  musn't  stay  chattering 
ly,"  and  the  good  woman  hastily  brushed  away 
»  make  way  for  a  smile ;  "  for  little  as  you  may 
promised  Jack  Eosinscrape  this  very  morning, 
re  was  any  dancing  I'd  dance  with  him,  and  I 
srstand  a  wedding  without  dancing;  and  now  do 
ip,  there's  a  dear,  now  do  ee ;  and  meet  poor 
f(m  was  glad  to  see  him  ;  well,  I  don't  egzactly 
,  neither,  'cause  I  know  you  are  glad  to  see  him ; 
I  meant  was,  as  if  you  was  glad  it  war  your 

indeed,  I  am  glad,  as  glad  as  I  shall  ever  be  of 
and  Fve  put.  all  his  things  ready  for  him  in  the 
,"  said  Mary,  rising,  and  agahi  bathing  her  face. 
I>less  you  !  he  don't  want  none  of  they  old  traps, 
ed  beautiful,  he  is.    You  may  suppose  what  it 
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the  habit  of  seeing  on  them  sort  of  good-for-nothink 
lorrls  (inrl  <^cnts,  and  so  get  him  by  degrees,  and  ^thcmt 
any  spurring  or  driving,  into  the  courses  of  a  honest  man ; 
for  I  often  says  c»f  Bob  Bumpus,  as  I  did  of  my  grand- 
mother Bartlet's  floward  Padusay  gownds,  which  she  left 
me  when  I  was  a  girl,  at  the  time  a^  they  wore  the  sldrtf 
80  skim])ing,  that  there  is  stuff  enough  in  him  to  make 
half-a-dozen  of  your  modem  trumjiery. 

"  As  to  the  fashioning  and  trimming,  that  must  be  ac- 
corduig  to  your  own  fancy  ;  but  I'm  an  old  oonum,  and 
y(m*re  a  young  one,  Polly ;  but  you  may  believe  me^  that 
a  good  material  whether  in  haberdashery  or  husbands^  is 
always  woi*th  the  trouble  you  bestow  on  it ;  whereas^  a 
bad  one  in  either  article,  there  aint  no  use  in  wasting  time 
on.  for  you'll  never  have  but  your  ])ains  for  your  gaina 
But  now,  my  dear,  as  I  can  promise  you  that  you  have  a 
right  good  matorial  (though  somewhat  the  worse  in  ap- 
])earance,  for  tossing  about  in  the  mire,  and  moile  of  the 
world's  high-ways  and  bye-ways  so  long ;)  the  sooner  as 
you  sets  to  work  to  tidy  it  up  a  bit  the  better  ;  so  I  wont 
stay  here  a  liindering  on  ee  ;  and  so  saymg,  Martha  Bay 
bustle<l  out  of  tlie  room  with  as  much  precipitation  as  she 
had  bustled  into  it.  in  the  hope  of  setting  lier  lodger  an 
exaiii])le  of  alacrity.  Still  pursuing  the  same  laudable 
l>lan,  when  she  reaelietl  the  shop,  by  the  eager  manner 
in  wliieli  she  raiseil  herself  on  the  tips  of  her  feet,  and 
danced  her  liands  about,  she  succeeded  in  conveying  to 
Bob  an  idea  of  her  being  a  sort  of  ambulating  electric 
telegraph  message  of  Mary's  impatience  to  see  him,  as  ahe 
breathlessly  called  out  on  reaching  the  last  stair, 

**  Come  Bob,  make  haste,  the  time's  a  getting  on  ;  and 
thougliyof/  be  dressed  and  all  so  smart,  w^ve  a  got  to  get 
ready,  and  Polly*s  nearly  ready,  and  natrally  anxious  to 
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BO  dont  ee  keep  her  waiting,  for  it  wont  look  well 
of  all  days  in  the  year." 

jdous  to  see  me»"  repeated  Bob.  ''  Martha^  you're 
t  little  woman  in  the  world,  that's  very  certain," 
16^  taking  her  by  both  arms,  taming  her  round  like 
tnm,  and  then  clearing  three  stairs  at  a  tima 
I  ay,  that's  all  very  fine,''  laughed  she,  **  till  one 
lobert  Bumpus  comes  a  pushing  me  out  of  my 
nd  then  I  should  just  like  to  know  how  I  shall  be 
keep  you  to  that  bargain,  and  make  you  prove 
vdsL  But  I  say,  hist !  here.  Bob,  one  moment,  I 
keep  ee  a  minute."  And  as  Bob  not  retracing  a 
ifeep,  but  flinging  his  long  person  horizontally  over 
ister,  so  as  to  bring  his  ear  close  to  Mrs.  Bay's 
holding  tight  on  with  his  hands  to  the  upper  part 
mOing  the  while,  she  whispered  to  him: — 
sly  wanted  to  tell  ee,  as  Mary  have  a  written  to 
laind  about  Mabel,  and  he've  never  took  no  notice, 
re  she  cant  do  no  more ;  so  dont  ee  go  a  raking 
scores — ^now  promise  me.  Bob,  as  you  wont" 
I  could  only  get  it  out  of  my  head,"  said  Bob, 
y,  relaxing  his  hold  of  the  banister  and  regaining 
,  as  he  descended  the  four  steps,  and  came  imme- 
opposite  to  Martha,  "  If  I  could  only  get  it  out 
lead  that  she  has  a  lingering  liking  for  the  wretch." 
n't  talk  such  nonsense  to  me  I — I  know  better," 
irtha,  stamping  her  foot ;  "afore  a  thing  can  linger, 
;  first  come  ;   and  she  never  had  no  liking  for  the 

rtha,  ^at  do  you  mean?"  said  her  companion, 
seising  her  wrist,  while  his  eyes  dilated,  and  his 
came  thick  and  short. 

D,  you  needn't  squeedge  me  so  ;  it's  worse  nor  the 

.\  2 
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rheumatiz,  and  I'll  tell  ce  what  I  means.  Tothcr  nig^t^ 
Mary  and  I,  got  a  talking  together  about  one  thing  or 
another,  and  from  talking  we  got  to  crying,  and  tears  iB 
sure  to  open  all  the  bolts  and  locks  of  a  ooman's  hearty 
if  every  one  on  'em  was  a  Chubb  ;  and  poor  Polly  she  said 
as  rd  a  been  kind  to  her,  and  she  didn't  wish  me  to  think  , 
worse  of  her  nor  she  deserved  ;  and  so  then  she  told  me  ai 
there  had  never  been  no  liking  in  the  case,  but  that  tliat 
ere  villaind  of  a  lord  had  given  her  something  as  had 
made  her  insensible,  and  when  he  found  that  he  could 
not  tice  her,  by  fair  means  or  foul,  to  live  with  him  in 
vice,  why  then  he  left  her  and  his  shame,  for  it  wani't 
hers,  to  starve  !  You  knows  the  i-est.  Bob — the  Padding* 
ton  Canal  told  it  you,  one  [cold  winter  s  nighty  five  ywr 
ago,"  sobbed  Martha  Eay. 

*'  Martha,"  said  he,  leaning  his  back  against  the  wdU, 
and  hastily  untying  his  neck-kerchief,  "for  the  last  five 
years  I've  been  carrying  St  Paid's,  or  something  to  that 
amount,  abdut  on  my  shoulders ;  you  have  suddenly  lifted 
it  off,  and  I  feel  too  light  to  stand  ;  but — ^but — ^now  its 
great  shadow  is  falling  u]>on  me,  and  the  daikness  is  even 
worse  than  the  weight  If  she  never  cared  for  that  fiend, 
whoever  he  is,  and  if  she  don't  still  care  for  him^  jAkj 
should  she  refuse  to  let  me  know  who  he  is  ? " 

"  Oh,  lawr  ah  ! — ^now  don't  ee  go  and  gallop  off  in  that 
ere  vagary  again ;  and  though  she  hates  and  despises 
that  ere  villaind  as  much  as  he  deserves  to  be  hated  and 
despised,  as  she  do  care  for  you '' 

"Mai-tha!" 

"  That^  alone,  would  be  quite  reason  enough  to  prevent 
her  tellmg  on  ee,  for  fear  of  your  a  getting  into  trouble ; 
but,  besides  that,  she Ve  another  reason,  she  was  lad/a- 
maid  to  this  hei*e  v]llaind\s  wife,  and  a  nicer  or  a  better 
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hij,  she  says,  never  stepped,  or  dearer  children ;  so,  for 
the  love  of  all  these  poor  innocent,  lawful  victims  of  this 
vietch's,  she  don't  want  to  expose  him." 

''Bless  you,  bless  you,  Martha !  for  youVe  made  me  the 
k^piest  fellow  living  this  day,*'  cried  he,  seizing  the  light 
fittle   figure   before  him,   lifting  it  completely  off  the 
ground,   and,  to  the  great  disarrangement  of  her  close, 
prim,  little  Quaker-like  cap,  hugging  the  widow  as  tightly 
as  if  she  had  been  only  a  lemon,  and  his  arms  a  pair  of 
cdloBsal  lemon-squeezers. 
^  Drat !  the  man,  I  do  believe  he's  gone  mad  in  good 
,    eamest ;  and  then  to  towzel  and  fowzel  all  my  cap  and 
t    iMmdkerchief  in  this  way ;  a  pretty  thing,  indeed — if  Sam 
^     Sedjeter  had  been  at  home,   and  caught  us  a  hugging 
m  this  manner  behind  the  door,  he  would  have  had  a 
tale  to  tell   the  Lamplighter  Bretheren.     There — be  off, 
do !"  added  she,  giving  him  a  not  very  violent  slap  on 
the   ffiw^e,    "for  it   aint   no   way  to  pass  your  wedding- 
morning  a  practising  hecstacies  on  an  old  ooman  ;"  and 
to  the  aceompaniment   of  Martha  Ray's  merry  laugh, 
Bob   once   more   cleared   the    creaking   stairs,   three  by 
tliree,    without    again    being    checked   in   his   onward 
eoorsa 

Mary,  hearing  his  impatient  step,  opened  the  door  to 
receive  him,  and  thanks  to  Martha  Ray's  "  last  words,"  she 
had  had  time  to  complete  her  very  simple,  but  perhaps 
for  that  reason  very  becoming  toilet,  of  a  plain  white 
muslin  dress,  and  her  face,  usually  so  pale,  was  now 
flashed  with  a  slight  but  burning  red,  which  heightened 
the  beauty  of  her  small,  delicate  features,  and  lent  an  un- 
usual brilliancy  to  her  soft,  hazel  eyes ;  nor  was  her 
luxuriant  nut-brown  hair,  smooth  and  satinny  as  a 
(KJinter  s  ear,  in  its  plain  unpretending  braids,  the  least 
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part  of  her  attractions.  Never  before  had  she  come  so  for- 
ward to  meet  Robert  Bmnpus,  and  never  before,  duiing 
the  five  years  he  had  given  her  a  shelter,  and  she  had 
tried  to  lighten  tlic  burden  she  felt  she,  and  her  child,  must 
bo  to  his  scanty  and  precarious  means^  by  that  most 
hardly-earned  of  all  blood-money,  doing  plain  work  for 
the  slop-shops,  never  had  he  seen  her  under  that  beautify- 
ing halo  which  dress,  more  or  less,  imparts  to  all  women, 
be  they  of  nature's  homeliest  huccaback,  ugliness,  or  of 
her  most  regal  gold  tissue,  beauty. 

The  effect  these  combined  causes  of  her  unwonted 
alacrity  to  meet  him,  and  her  unusually  becoming  attize 
had  upon  him,  was  like  that  of  a  sort  of  complex  deo- 
tricity  im^^elling  him  different  ways,  for  he  spontaneoualy 
opened  his  arms  to  embrace  her,  as  soon  as  he  perceived 
her  at  the  door,  and  yet  on  reaching  it  he  stepped  back, 
and  said, 

"  Oh  !  Mary,  how  beautiful  you  look  1" 

**  Wliat,"  she  enjoined,  trying  to  smile  and  look  Iiappj, 
as  Martha  had  begged  of  her  to  do,  "  Mary  already !  and 
Polly  no  longer !" 

**  Well,  the  truth  is/*  said  he,  taking  her  hand,  drawing 
it  under  his  arm,  and  then  raising  it  to  his  lips,  as  hia 
ryi's  fiUeil  with  tears,  '*  I  felt  as  if  you  were  too  good  for 
me,  a  somethinj:  above  me,  and  that  I  daren't  be  so 
familiar,  and — and — I  think  so  still,  Mary ;  and  what*8 
more,  i{  you  think  so  :  it\s  not  too  late,  I  wont  take  advan- 
tage of  you,  I — I'll  settle  half  of  what  Fve  got  upon  yon, 
without  hamjHTing  you  with  myself,  for  I  know  I  am,  I 
must  lx\  a  scarecrow  to  you  :  so  only  say  the  word,  Maiy, 
and  this  morning — this  minute — you  shall  see  the  last  of 
me. 

Touched  to  the  very  soid,  by  this  crowning  generosity 
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flf  the  Tongli,  strange  being  who  had  already  been  so 
fmeroas,  so  delicately  kind  to  her  through  all  the  pinch- 
Bg  penury  of  five  long  years,  who  had  been  to  her  a 
msrel  I  and  a  mystery,  of  high  and  low  extremes, — turning 
aside  the  disgust  his  sordid  rags  and  suitable  language 
woe  so  well  calculated  to  exdte,  by  sudden  revealings  of 
SMh  a  regalia  of  virtues  as  ought  to,  but  as  seldom  do, 
adorn  the  hearts  of  princes, — Mary  Marsham  burst  into  a 
flood  of  passionate  tears>  as  she  felt  for  the  first  time  that 
siie  actually  loved  him,  by  feeling  what  a  bleak,  arid,  in- 
terminable desert,  tiiat  poor  wretched  life  he  had  brought 
Ikt  back  to  would  be,  unless  the  hand  that  had  saved, 
was  stQl  there  to  uphold  her. 

**  Bobert !"  sobbed  she,  with  a  genuine  burst  of  emotion, 
as  die  hid  her  fiu^e  on  his  shoulder,  "  you  wouldn't,  you 
couldn't,  be  so  cruel  as  to  leave  me  ;  for  what  have  I  in 
this  world  but  you  V 

'•Leave  you  !  Mary  ? — Never  ! — till  my  soul  leaves  my 
body,"  cried  he,  losing  all  restraint  and  all  his  recent 
respect  in  his  sudden  delirium  of  joy — and  straining  her 
30  convulsively  to  his  heart  that  he  really  hurt  her,  ami 
WIS  obliged  to  seat  her  on  the  bed,  and  support  her  with 
his  arm  round  her  waist,  as  he  added,  "  Only,  would  to 
Heaven !  that  for  your  sake,  Mary,  both  body  and  soul 
were  better ;  but  so  they  shall  be,  for  I'll  change  my  veiy 
ddn,  if  you  wish  it" 

**No,  but  I  don't  wish  it,"  smiled  she,  through  her 
tears.  •*!  only  wish,  dear  Robert,  for  your  own  sake, 
you  would  not  firequent  those  horrid  race-courses — ^high 
or  low, — ^I  know  they  lead,  or  rather  force  men  into  all 
that  is  bad." 

This  he  endorsed  with  an  involuntary  shudder,  as  he 
muttered  a  hoarse  "  I  know  it."     But  not  to  probe  this 
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re  point,  Mary  sai<l,  layiiiL^  lior  hand  Tii)on  his  shoulder, 

I  (lid  not  mean,  Robert,  to  say  that^  either.    I — I — 

itended  to  tell  you,  pauiful  as  it  is  to  me,  all  of  my 

istory  that  you  don't  know ;  but  which  it  is  right  you 

.hould  know  now."  ^ 

"  I  won't  licar  a  word — I  kjiow  all — and  I'm  as  happy 
as  a  king  !" — said  he,  intennipting  her ;  "  l>c$ides,  I  want 
to  tell  you  all  I've  done,  and  mean  to  do,  with  our  little 
annuity — but  all  this  time  where  is  my  little  Mabel  ?  " 

It  was  the  first  time  he  had  ever  called  her  AY*  little 
Mabel,  or  spoken  so  gaily  of  the  child  ;  for  though  he 
had  invariably  made  her  co-jjartner,  with  Ruby,  in  all  the 
Ciikes  and  toys  he  imported  from  his  various  ex])editionft  , 
still,  the  fonner  had  always  been  like  a  cold  cloud  betweei:\ 
liim  and  Mary,  and  the  mother  felt  this  additional  kinA.— 
ness  of  his  circling  like  sunshine  round  her  heart ;  ar^^^L^ 
jMrnred  out  that  lieart  ujjon  him  additionally. 

"  Robei-t,  you  are  a  good  soul — ^but  never  mind  Mab^^'^W^ 
slie's  anmsing  herself,  and  we  don't  want  her  now." 

It  would  have  choked  him  t^»  contradict  her,  so 
kissed  her  instead. 

**  Well,  I  can  promise  you,  Mary,  Ascot,  Eixsom, 
Newmarket  have  seen  the  last  of  me  ;   but  you  knc 
love  horses,  and  that's  the  tnith  of  it." 

**  And  poor  Tatters,"  intcrnipted  Mary,  '•  no  tidin 
him  yet? — j)()or  fellow;  I  was  di-eaming  of  hirvi 
night." 

"  Ah  !  i)o()r    Tatters    indeed,   that  just    shows: 
selfish  bnit<?s  men  ai-e ;  ever  since  I've  been  so  h  ^^n^, 
this  room  with  you,  I've  never  once  thought  of  hi 
fellow  !  yet  while  I  thought  he  was  the  only  ^ 
the  world  that  cared  for  mc  I  giicved  enough  aft^inir^^-.- 
but  tnily/as  Mailam  Mornington  says,  *  life  is  tv^ 


lat,  Robert?" 

we  have  not  been  married  a  month,  which  is 

)king  and  unfortunate  just  at  this  moment." 

just  at  this  moment,  more  than  at  any  other  V 

ay. 

se  you  see,  I  must  shave  ;  and  if  you  had  been 

my  bone,  and  flesh  of  my  flesh '  a  month  ago, 

lave  shaved  your  ugly  half,  dear,  here — com- 

tiiis  room — and  told  you  all  my  plans  as  I 
ly,  without  taking  it  into  the  next  room." 
:  that — ^is  all,"  laughed  Mary,  running  to  the 
and  putting  on  a  small  tea-kettle  to  boil ;  and 
ling  a  mug  off  of  a  shel^  and  folding  down  a 
,  small  table,  ready  for  the  operation — "if  thxit 
may  consider  yourself  married  these  ten  years, 
at  your  ease  in  hera" 
ao,"  said    Bob,  feindy  and  coyly,  putting  his 

deprecatingly,  as  if  «e  faimnt  une  d<yace 
iind  all  the  time  looking  delightedly  on,  at 
tdve  preparations,  and  the  neat,  nimble  way  she 
it  all,  without  subjecting  her  snowy  dress  to 
•  a  sinirle  sneck     "  No.  no.  that  would  be  too 
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not  been  able  to  meet  your  wishes,  but  you  know  ikat 
was  only  a  random  shot,  for  I  haven't  heard  what  fhej 
were  yet." 

**  Well,  dear,  what  I  should  really  like,  would  be  to  see 
you  shave  every  day." 

"Then  Tm  shaved,  as  Naemiah  Twigg,  the  Keld- 
Flcuiy  sexton,  calls  it,  and  in  spite  of  his  propheqr, 
that  I  never  should  be  diaved  !  for  call  me  a  Saint ! 
a  great  Moralist !  the  People's  Friend !  a  Philanthro- 
pist !  the  Apostle  of  Progress !  the  Champion  of  dwSi 
and  Religious  Liberty !  or  any  other  popular  patent 
lock,  for  securing  to  men  the  unmolested  poeseiBBioii 
of  their  private  vices,  if  every  day,  from  this 
out.  Bob  Bumpus's  chin  is  not  as  smooth  as  a 
villain's  tongue ;  tha(s  in  the  marriage- settlement^ . 
Mary." 

"  Oh  !  thank  you,  dear  Robert !  and  as  there  is  nothing 
like  making  a  beginning,  TU  run  and  get  your  razors  out 
of  the  next  room." 

And  away  she  went,  and  returned  in  a  moment,  placing 
them  on  the  table,  vnWi  a  looking-glass,  pouring  out  some 
hot  water  into  a  mug,  making  a  rather  ostentatious  dis- 
play of  Bob's  solitary  brush  and  comb,  by  dividing  them 
like  two  separate  hemispheres,  with  the  shaving-doth 
between  them,  and  finally  placing  a  chair  before  the 
table  with  another  unfolded  towel  at  the  back  of  it,  till  the 
preparations  wore  more  the  appearance  of  those  of  a 
toilette,  than  of  a  barber's  shop,  Bob  watching  her  the 
while  as  he  slowly  took  off  his  coat,  laid  it  on  the  bed, 
and  turned  up  his  wrist-bands,  as  this  mi»e'€n-Mch^ 
proceedetl,  to  be  ready  when  it  was  his  turn  to  "  come 
on. 
^  •'  Oh !  I  forgot,"  cried  this  pretty  female  Figaro,  sod- 
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Uf,  "the  9oap,  but  that's  very  soon  done,"  and  forth- 

{ adi  she  proceeded  with  great  energy  to  achieve  a  sapo- 
1008  sort  of  syllabub  in  the  soap-disL     ''  There  r  said 

I  h,  idmiringly  holding  up  a  sample  of  this  sham  snow- 

fimithontiie  brush! 

*Thaf  s  your  sort^**  said  Bob,  throwing  his  arms  round 
]ht,  and  hugging  her. 
•(Hi  I  mercy!"  said  she,  freeing  herself  "'pon  my  word 
beud  is  terrible !  'tis  like  having  one's  £stce  drawn 
ftmn^  a  quickset  hedge,  to  come  near  it.  "There," 
llded  she,  giving  him  a  dab  with  the  shaving-brush,  ''  the 
odf  way  brambles  ever  look  well,  is  covered  with  snow." 

"And  is  there  nothing  else  you  have  to  ask ?  Nothing 
Mne  you  would  like  put  in  the  marriage-settle- 
Jomtr  asked  Bob,  seating  himself  in  the  chair; 
patting  his  arm  round  her,  and  drawing  her  towards 
1dm,  as  he  looked  up  into  her  face  with  such  a 
dq)th  of  affection,  such  an  extent  of  devotion,  that 
an  that  was  common-place,  and  plain,  and  of  the 
cwth,  earthy,  seemed  to  have  vanished  from  his  homely 
features,  leaving  in  its  stead,  an  undefinable,  but  spiritua- 
fisng  halo  ;  the  halo,  in  fact,  of  that  one  spark  of  sacred 
tKy  which  however  rude  the  temple,  where  the  "creed"  is 
aincere,  illumines  the  altar  which  it  hallows. 

"Well,  there  is  one  thing  more,  that  I  should  like," 
and  Mary,  whose  humid  eyes  returned  his  look  of  affec- 
tum as  she  tied  the  napkin  round  his  neck ;  and  even 
performed  the  supererogatory  work  of  drawing  out  the 
ends,  as  if  they  had  been  those  of  a  knot  of  ribbon ; 
more  it  must  be  confessed  on  the  principle  that  men 
widstle  "  for  want  of  thought,"  or  rather,  from  thinking 
of  something  else. 

"Anything,— everything  !"  said  Bob,  holding  the  razor 
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in  abeyance,  and  accompanying  his  concluding  protestation 
with  a  pantomimic  flourish  of  that  weapon. 

"  Anything,  everything,  even  if  it's  to  cut  off  my  head — 
couldn't  be  a  better  place  than  Tower  Hill  for  SEuch  a 
spree  to  come  off,  because  it's  used  to  it,  and  there's  a 
great  deal  in  that;  so  what  is  it,  my  polyanthus?  only 
say  the  word,  and  the  thing,  be  it  what  it  may,  is  done^ 
fast  as  an  act  of  Parliament,  or  rather  a  little  faster  as  to 
time,  or  we  might  be  all  dead  and  buried  before  it  was 
done." 

**  Naughty  Bob,  to  talk  so  ;  what  I  want,  that  is  what 
I  wish,  is  quite  the  reverse  of  taking  off,  it's  putting  on.** 

Here  Bob,  to  prove  how  literally  he  meant  to  do  wliat 
ever  she  asked  him,  seized  the  shaving-brush,  and  like  an 
artist  under  the  throes  of  a  sudden  inspiration,  boldly 
dashed  in,  one  side  of  his  chin  with  lather. 

"  Wlmt  I  really  do  wish,  very  much,"  continued  Mary, 
**  is — now  you  won  t  be  angry  ?' 

*'  Go  in  for  a  husband  hurricane,"  smiled  Bob. 

"  Well,  I  wish,"  said  she,  bending  down  and  whispering 
the  terrible  aspiration  in  his  ear.  •'  that  you  would  never 
disfigure  yourself  with  those  nasty  rags  any  more,  but 
ever}'  day,  dress  as  you  are  to-day,  for  you  cannot  think 
how  much  better  you  look.'' 

*•  Dress  like  a  gentleman  every  day,  eh,  Polly?  but 
what  if  I  were  to  take  to  beha\dng  like  a  gentleman,  too  ? 
that  might  be  a  bad  look  out  for  you  ;  because  there's  no 
chance  of  the  gentlemen's  wives,  slave-trade  being 
abolished,  poor  tilings  ;  no.  no.  the  gentlemen  of  England 
wiD  take  good  care  that  there  is  no  Uncle  Tomnoddying 
about  that ;  possession's  nine  points  of  the  law,  and 
opjitestion  they  find  worth  all  the  other  eight  put  together, 
so  they  are  not  very  likely  to  jrive  it  up."  - 


Ffe  got  a  genfleman  to  interest  himself  to  get 
ewithal  to  go  abroad  and  travel,  that  he  may 
skies  than  we  can  manage  to  get  up  here,  at 
cost,  for  there  are  no  taxes  in  less  civilized 
and  as  poor  Ned's  whole  soul  is  ground  down 
ITS,  I  didn't  think  it  &ir  to  keep  all  the  good 
fsel(  so  I  put  in  a  good  word  for  Moses's  birch, 
bmah,  to  the  gentleman  who  settled  this  fifty 
'ear  on  me  for  a  little  service  I  had  done  hint" 
was  it?"  interrupted  Mary,  with  a  compound 
>probation  and  gladness  that  amounted  to  the 
f  love  in  the  world,  that  derived  from  reality, 
fix>m  imagination,  which  look,  seeing  reflected 
8,  Bob  coloured  to  the  very  roots  of  his  hair,  as 
1  Mary  out  of  more  admiration  that  he  was  not 
y  entitled  to,  by  saying — 
you  here,  my  little  better-half,  there  are  two 
at  should  always  be  stowed  away  under  the 
(X^  services,  and  kisses,  we  should  do  neither,  if 
0  tell  them." 

re,"  said  Mary,  affectionately  pressing  down  his 
while  her  eyes  now  fairly  overflowed,  "you 
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qiiated  specimens  of  vestal  propriety ;  which  was  only  a 
clever  strategy,  on  his  part,  to  give  himself  time  to  change 
the  subject.  "  There  goes,"  added  he,  wiping  the  razor 
on  the  cloth,  "  what  in  another  month  would  have  been  a 
considerable  amount  of  moustachios.  So  frail  a  flower  ia 
beauty,  and  so  soon  cut  off ! — a«  the  bits  of  morality  in 
the  tf»-popular  tales  in  the  spelling-books  tell  us.  But^ 
Polly,  listen  with  both  your  ears,  and  all  your  might,  for 
now  comes  our  part  of  the  story.  As  I  told  you,  my  race 
is  run ;  which,  turned  on  the  right  end,  means  that  from 
this  out,  race-courses  and  Robert  Bumpus  are  two.  But 
the  horses,  Mary — the  horses,  poor  innocent  things — 
there's  no  harm  about  them,  unless  it  be  the  jockeys  who 
ri<lc  them,  and  the  men  who  bet  upon  them ;  and  the 
truth  is,  I*d  rather  pait  with  my  own  skin  than  theira 
So  in  one  word,  (which  is  the  guinea  of  twenty,  where  it  is 
to  the  point),  I've  bought  the  goodwill  of  a  Circus." 

"  The  goodwill  of  a  Circus  !  why.  Bob,  I  should  have 
thought  that  would  have  cost  several  hundred  pounds,  at 
the  lea-st" 

*'  Well,  so  it  would,  if  I  had  bought  the  horses  and 
other  properties,  and  all  that ;  but,  of  course,  thai  for  me> 
at  present,  is  out  of  the  question  ;   so,  the  way  of  it  is 
this — I'm  to  take  the  money  at  the  door,  do  the  philo- 
sophical clown,  who  may  tell  as  many  truths  and  talk  as 
much  sense  as  he  likes,  without  any  danger  to  himself,  the 
people  being  under  the  delusion  (as  that's  what  they  paid 
for)  that  it  is  only  nonsense  they  are  listening  to.    Occa- 
sionally, also,  Tm  to  sing  a  comic  song;   for  this,  Tm 
not  to  be  paid  ;  but  for  the  first  two  years  to  pay  twelve 
pounds  a-year,  the  first  year  of  which  I  have  paid  in  ad- 
vance, but  at  the  end  of  these  two  years,  if  they  find  that 
I  faring  grist  to  the  mill,  why,  then,  they  are  to  give  me 


c  iron  poles  which  support  the  canvass  of  the 
;  but  my  Polly  will  every  day  of  her  life  behold, 
therwise,  jxThaps,  she  might  never  have  been  able 
iover — 

JMPUS'S  UNRIVALLED  ATTRACTIONS!!" 

ere^  Bob,  taking  his  own  now  smooth  chin  gingerly 
31  his  finger  and  thumb,  leered  at  her  with  a  &ce  of 
Totesque  and  irresistible  comicality,  that,  grieved  as 
d  been  the  minute  before  at  this  new  enterprise  of 
16^  in  spite  of  herself,  burst  into  an  uncontrollable 
inghter,  which  she  had  some  difficulty  in  stopping, 
diy  as  taking  her  waist  in  both  lus  hands,  and  com- 
ig  it^  he  said — 

m\  now  pray  don't,  you'll  go  all  to  pieces,  and  think 
k  take-in  diat  will  be,  for  the  money  I  invested  in  a 
;  and  the  fees  I  have  to  pay  the  Chaplain  of  the 
in  another  hour  or  two,  was  because  I  liked  you 
sher.  Ahem !  but  "Chepstowe,"  added  Bob,  re- 
;  himself  before  the  glass,  and  flinging  the  brush 
is  hair  much  after  the  manner  a  weaver  throws  hU 
»,  '*  yeai  I  must  say,  Chepstowe  has  behaved  very 
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bottles  for  nie  to  staixl  on  my  head  on,  and  the  children 
to  stand as  much  as  they  can,  ])0or  little  kids." 

And  lie  sighed  as  he  wiped  the  razor,  as  though  the 
reflection  were  equally  sharp. 

•'  Stand  on  your  head  on  bottles !  how  shookiiig; 
Robert !  surely  you'll  never  do  such  a  sijly,  dangeroojB 
thing  as  that  ?" 

"  Why  not  ?  division  of  labour,  dear,  that's  all ;  if  my 
head  can  stand  so  many  bottles,  I  don't  see  why  so  many 
bottles  should  not  stand  my  head,  for  turn  about's  fair 
play  all  the  world  over.  But,"  added  Bob,  seeing  Maiy  s 
aghast  look,  and  thinking  this  a  good  opportunity  again 
to  assert,  and  finally  establish  the  fact  of  Pinch  and  Skins, 
which  in  order  to  do  in  the  most  mianswerable  manner 
possible,  he  once  more  made  that  very  unbecoming  long 
ui)pcr  lip,  and  affected  to  be  contending  with  difficulties 
in  solving  some  problematic  stubbles  (which  were  purely 
mythological),  "  it's  astonishing  what  affectionate  creatures 
these  poor  little  ^vrctches  are,  considering  how  they've 
been  trotted  about  the  w«nld,  and  trundled  through 
hoops,  and  only  «;iven  one  leg  to  stand  upon  half  their 
time  ;  for  just  giving  them  a  few  sugar-plums  lias  made 
them  so  fond  of  me  already,  that  they  ivill  call  me  Uncle 
Bob ;  Uncle  Bob,  there's  for  you !  but  if  it  pleases  them 
it  does  me  no  hann ;  therefore,  why  should  I  un-uncle  my- 
self? It's  not  well  to  be  over-nephewed  and  nieced 
certainly,  but  a  slight  infusion  is  safe,  if  not  salutary." 

Not  daring  to  make  the  investigation  as  to  what  effect 
tliis  announcement  had  on  Mary,  through  the  more  direct 
medium  of  looking  at  her,  he  looke<l  in  the  glass  and 
siiw  her  sweet  gentle  face  in  a  sort  of  {lartial  eclipse,  as 
it  wcit?  from  some  sombre  thought,  but  slill,  whatever  it 
Was^  it  was  certainly  one  more  of  sori-ow,  than  of  angeri 
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which  as  it  not  only  pained,  bnt  puzzled  him,  he  deter- 
mined to  solve  the  problem  at  once  with  a 

"Don't  you  think  so,  Polly T 

*•  Yes,  I  know,  dear,  you  are  very,  very  kind  to  chil* 
(ben,**  said  she,  with  a  half  abstracted  air,  as  if  that 
tribute  to  Bob*s  benevolence  only  shadowed  the  substance 
of  her  thought,  "but " 

^  But  what,  Mary  ?' 

**  Tou  don't  wish,  that  is,  dear,  you  don't  mean,  to  make 
llibel  one  of  these  poor  Circus  children,  do  you  ?' 

Bob — ^not  only  radiant  in  the  propriety  of  his  intentions 
nspecting  Mabel,  but  also  considerably  relieved  that, 
thanks  to  Mary^s  amdety  about  her  own  child,  Orlando 
and  Angelina  had  been  thrown  as  it  were  into  the  bar- 
pin,  without  any  awkward  questioning  or  cross-question- 
ing— now  announced  the  completion  of  his  tonsureal 
c^)eration  by  flinging  down  the  razor,  jumping  out  of  his 
chair,  and  catching  her  in  his  arms. 

*'  Mabel !  no  ;  what  put  such  a  notion  as  that  into  your 
head,  Polly  ?  No,  no,  we'll  take  better  care  of  our  little 
gill  than  all  that  comes  to.  Fve  been  racking  my  brains 
far  the  last  three  weeks  to  think  where,  and  with  whom 
WDold  be  the  best,  and  safest  place  for  her  to  be,  and  it's 
only  just  struck  me  like  a  flash  of  lightning " 

"  Dear,  good,  kind  Eobert !"  interrupted  Mary,  pressing 
his  hand,  as  the  tears  streamed  down  her  cheeks,  "  but — 
but — do  you  know  whether  your  mother  would  like  the 
bouble  of  her  V 

*•  Whew  I  I  was  not  thinking  of  my  Mother,  that  would 
be  no  place  for  her ;  beer  and  boors  on  one  side,  and  boys 
md  birch  on  'tother ;  neither  would  Madam  Moming- 
ioaat%  though  I  did  think  at  one  time  of  interceding  with 
h$r,  to  do  something  for  the  child,  as  she  s   fond    of 

TOU  L  0 
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meddling  iii,  and  managing  other  people's  affairs,  till  I 
recollected  that  saints  seldom  have  any  Christian  feeling, 
and  when  you  want  bread,  if  they  don't  literally  give  you* 
stone  (perhaps  because  they'd  have  the  trouble  of  stooping 
down  to  pick  it  up)  yet,  they  are  sure  to  compound  with 
their  treasury,  and  give  you  a  text  Moreover,  Mmloin 
Momington,  just  now,  is  full  of  a  new  public  display. 
She  has  bought,  from  an  Irish  lord — a  Lord  Inishowen — 
a  large  old  bam,  that  has  stood  empty  for  many  years  on 
some  property  of  his,  behind  the  Priory  Close.  You 
know  nothing  of  Field  Fleury,  yet,  Polly,  or  you  would 
know  what  a  dismal  horror  of  a  place  this  is — just  fit 
for  such  miserable  mummery  as  Madam  Momington  is 
carrying  on,  and  I  understand  she,  and  the  Irish  lord  are 
at  loggerheads  already,  for  this  bam  she  has  converted 
into  a  Meeting-house,  and  stuck  up  over  it  in  large 
letters,  that  all  who  mn,  may  read : — 

THE  ATAT  ARK  OF  SALVATION, 

OR 

SINNERS'    AWAKENING    SANCTUARY. 

Ataty  Mr.  Cleveland,  the  vicar  of  Field  Fleury,  told 
Moses,  means,  in  Hebrew,  hard  words ;  and,  sure  enough, 
no  one  following  in  Madam  Momington's  wake  is  likely 
to  get  much  else.  But  it  seems  that  she  wanted  to  buy 
this  precious  concern  out-and-out,  but  the  Irish  lord 
would  not  consent  to  this,  thinking,  no  doubt,  he'd  reap 
a  better  harvest  from  such  folly,  as  each  succeeding  crop 
of  fools  sprang  up,  and  so  he  insisted  upon  retaining  the 
right  of  having  the  pews  let — subject  to  his  approval — or 
rather,  himself  receiving  the  produce  of  them  as  rent  for 
the  building,  which  she  could  not  persuade  him  to  let  her 
have  as  a  freehold  ;  and  Spriggs,  the  Captain's  groom,  tdk 
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mAey  ire  always  squabbling  over  this,  and  a  sponge  of 
afeld  at  the  back,  leading  to  a  confusion  of  consumptive- 
IwKng  trees  and  tangled  weeds — very  properly  called  the 
*V3demess,'  where,  once  a  year,  at  Midsummer,  Madam 
Sflnington  takes  her  '  lambs'  (as  she  calls  them)  though 
iepoor  little  wretches  look  more  like  laths.  These  are  all 
iechOdren  from  the  National  School,  with  switches  in 
Aor  hands,  and  blue  calico  pocket-handkerchiefs,  cut 
oner-ways,  flickering  from  one  end  of  them  by  way  of 
hgs»  with  a  text  from  Scripture  printed  on  each  of 
iem ;  and  whatever  text  the  poor  little  kids  carry,  by 
iit^  he  or  she,  is  called  (instead  of  by  their  own  name) 
Ir  that  day,  which  Madam  Momington  would  fain  per- 
mie  them  is  a  high  day. 

After  being  marshalled  by  her  and  Mr.  Luther,  two- 
nd-two,  like  those  flocks  of  geese  one  meets  on  the  road 
Mining  up  to  the  London  markets,  they  are  maix'hed  ofl* 
to  the  'Wilderness,'  to  sing  hymns  among  the  hemlock 
Bid  nettles  at  the  back  of  '  The  Atat  Ark  of  Salvation/ 
ud  s{K)ut  texts  among  the  toad-stools  till  six  o'clock, 
riien  they  an*  marched  back  to  the  school-house,  where 
ke  tin  toa-ix)ts  *  begin  to  spout,  and  after  them  Mr. 
iBther ;  and  which  pours  out  the  weakest  and  washiest 
Inff  it  would  be  impossible  for  any  but  a  conjuror,  or 
chemist,  to  decide.  And  this,  they  are  told,  is  a  holy 
ly ;  and  so  it  may  be,  for  it  s  certainly  not  the  least  like 
holiday.  Then  there  Is  MLss  Worrybones'  pious  esta- 
ishment  for  young  ladies  :  where,  notwithstanding  all 
le  piety,  parsuig.  and  primness,  vagabond  as  I  am,  I  should 
J  .iorrj'  to  place  a  cat,  much  less  a  child,  I  cared  for. 
**But,  in  the  midst  of  this  cant,  there  is  one  conscience* 
aong  all  these  talkers — there  is  one  doer,  in  .sliort,  and 
Qong  so  many  sects — there  is  one,  Samaritan,  who  has 
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done  more  good  iii  the  twelve  years  she  has  been  in  Field- 
Floury,  than  Madam  Momington  has  talked  in  fifty ;  for 
she  has  a  school  of  her  own,  where  the  children  are  taii|^ 
not  texts,  but  the  Scriptares;  all  the  girls  are  tan^t 
eveiything  diat  women  of  their  sphere  ought  to  know  of 
household  and  needle-work ;  and  all  the  boys  are  tan^t 
tiudes.  She  makes  them  all  pay  according  to  their  meana; 
from  twopence,  to  half-a-crown  a  week,  and  with  thia 
money  she  has  set  up  a  savings'  bank  for  the  children ; 
besides  which,  any  stray  money  they  get,  instead  of 
spending  it  in  trash,  she  begs  of  them  to  put  half  of  it^  if 
only  a  farthing,  into  this  bank.  If  they  willingly  give  up 
the  whole  of  their  little  stock,  she  is  all  the  better  pleased ; 
and  each  child  who  arrives  nt  having  a  shilling  in  tbe 
bank,  gf^s^on  tliLs  shilling  a  penny  a  quarter  interest 
But  wlien  any  of  them  or  their  parents  are  ill,  all  the 
shareholders  in  tliis  little  bank  contribute  to  their  neoea- 
sities.  When  the  children  grow  up,  and  are  old  emofuf^ 
to  go  to  service,  they  then  receive  sufficient  of  their  own 
money  to  give  them  an  outfit;  and  if  they,  instead  of 
foolishly  spending  them,  will  continue  to  place  their  wages 
there,  they  receive  a  higher  rate  of  interest  than  they 
would  elsewhere ;  and  any  of  the  girls  that  behave  better 
than  the  others,  she  generally  rewaixis  by  taking  them  ftw 
a  time  into  her  <a\ii  house,  and  making  thorough  good« 
fciei'vants  of  them. 

''  But  it  is  when  the  poor  people  are  ill  that  she  is^  in- 
deed, a  providence  and  a  blessing  to  them.  She  does  not 
text  them,  she  tends  them ;  for  one  of  her  TnaYimn  ig^  that 
'  in  health  we  should  take  care  of  the  soul,  and  in  illness 
of  the  body, — for  in  truth  the  souFs  health  is  a  matter  of 
more  moment  than  to  be  put  off  to  the  weariness  of  a 
sick-bed,  or  the  chances  of  a  dying  one.'    But,  of  course^  all 
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dus  is  too  like  the  real  thing,  and  too  quiet  and  unsound- 
11^  to  suit  Madam  Momington,  who  is  all  for  tinkling 
cymhala,  and  sounding  brass ;  and  so,  of  course,  she  does 
aft  she  can  to  cry  down  this  good  lady  in  every,  way.  But 
Hverthdess,  PoUy,  if  s  this  good  Lady  Clairville  that  I 
■eaii  to  ask  to  take  Mabel ;  and  then  no  fear  but  she  U  be 
id],  and  right  well  brought  up— that  is,  fit  both  for 
keaTen  and  earth." 

"  But  wQl  the  lady  take  her,  think  you  ?  And  the  cost, 
Idberi^  can  you  afford  itT 

"  She  takes  six  children,  to  feed,  dothe,  and  educate,  at, 
joa  may  say,  her  own  cost^  for  all  these  six  pay  her,  is  one 
diiUing  *  week  each ;  and  even  this  does  not  go  towards 
their  maintenance,  but  into  the  *  Juvenile  Savings'  Bank," 
tar  their  future  use.'' 

"  What  a  good  lady !  But  she  must  be  very  rich  to  do 
all  this  ?"  said  Mary,  as  tears  of  joy  and  hope  now  glistened 
IB  her  eyes. 

'*  On  the  contrary,  they  say  she  is  very  poor,  for  slie, 
poor  soul,  has  the  benefit  of  one  of  youi*  fine  gentlemen 
iiuhionable  husbands,  who  knows  how  to  screw  a  wife 
down  to  the  uttermost  extent  of  that  unlimited  liability, 
vhich  the  English  laws  allow  to  genUenien  as  to  the  piece- 
meal murder  of  their  wivas,  for  there  are  no  magistrates, 
police-offices,  and  hard  labour  for  them.  Oh  dear,  no  ! 
brutalizing  wives  and  children  in  higli  life,  is  what  tliey 
call  *  private  affairs,'  which  nobody,  and  least  of  all  the 
law,  has  any  busineas  to  meddle  with,  so  snug*s  the  word  ; 
and  the  more  vicious  a  brute  of  a  man  is  in  every  relation- 
ship of  private  life  in  England,  the  better  he  is  sure  to  get 
(m  in  that  great  national  soap-bubble — public  life." 

•'That's  true  enough,"  murmured  Mary,  passing  her 
hand  over  her  eyes. 
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"But  Lady  Clairville's  great  secret  of  doing  so  modi 
good,"  continued  Bob,  is  knowing  how  to  do  U\  knowiQg 
when  things  are  ill  done,  and  finding  fault  is  easy  ^lougb ; 
that  comes  under  the  head  of  natural  abilities.  But  there 
is  not  a  common  useful  household  art  that  she  inculcatefl^ 
that  she  can't  also  tell  and  teach  the  shortest,  ckeapesl^ 
and  best  way  of  doing  it.  The  only  return  she  asks  fior 
all  this  good,  which  to  Madam  Momington's  great  eni^ 
and  discontent  she  has  sown  broad-cast  through  the 
village  of  Field  Fleury,  and  the  neighbouring  town  of 
Twaddleton,  is  implicit  obedience  on  the  part  of  the 
children,  for  they  say  she  is  very  particular  ;  and  if  dbe 
only  tells  a  child  to  thread  a  needle  with  one  end  of  the 
thread,  they  must  not  do  it  with  the  other  ;  for  as  she 
says  all  the  mLseries  of  life  spring  from  confusion  and 
disorder,  and  that  carelessness,  forgetfulness,  and  indolence 
are  all  mere  habits,  that  may  be  easily  conquered  in  youth. 
If  one  of  the  children  leaves  a  book,  a  thimble,  a  cup,  or 
a  platter  out  of  its  place,  which  it  is  their  business  to  put 
away,  she  makes  them  when  out,  return  a  mile  ;  or,  if  in 
bed  and  asleep,  get  up  and  go  down  to  put  them  away, 
till  she  gets  them  into  such  a  perfect  routine  of  regularity, 
that  a  barometer  would  as  soon  think  of  going  wrong, 
because  the  weather  was  not  steady  to  one  point  Th^ 
are  mostly  educated  to  be  servants,  as  befits  their  station, 
but  they  arc  all  free  to  choose  what  department  of  service 
they  would  like,  and  there  is  no  fear  of  their  not  being 
fit  for  it.  Now,  is  my  Polly  satisfied  that  om*  little  girl 
will  be  taken  care  of  ?  and  won't  be  trundled  through  a 
hoop  at  a  Circus  ?" 

"  Dear,  good  Robeit !  I  should  be  only  too  happy," 
said  she,  laying  her  hands  on  his  shoulders,  and  looking 
up  into  his  face,  "  if  I  thought,  that  is,  if  I  was  sure  that 
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fliifDod,  kiBd,  Ltdy  dairville,  wonld,  that  ia,  could  take 
IfM,  Imt  jQQ  said  she  only  took  dz  chiUren  to  faring 

*I  did  so ;  but  my  mother  told  me  that  ahe  had  now 
ftHMod-twanty,  ox  of  iriiich  had  just  gone  to  their 
int  ■tnatJona;  and  aa  it  is  not  every  child  that  ahe  will 
jpke  into  her  own  house,  I  don't  suppose  these  six  vacan- 
iiMvinbeanaiypednpbefixrelgetbacktoTield  Tleniy, 
lAen  I  nooist  be  the  day  after  to-morrow.  What* s  my 
Mlf  flunking  oC  eh  r 

"I  was  ihinkinft  dear,  that  I  wondered  you  had  never 

.Irfbce  fhoDgfat  of  applying  to  this  charitable  lady  about 

Ibbel,  so  Und  and  oondderate  as  you  always  are  to 

"Wby,  you  see,  Tm  not  often  down  at  Field  Henry 
ftow,  and  seldom  bnger  there  than  for  a  couple  of 
igp  at  a  time ;  and,  though  each  time  I  have  heard 
cf  Lidy  dairville's  doings,  and  of  Madam  Morning- 
ton's  preachings,  I  never  gave  much  heed  to  either — and 
Ikn — and  then,"  added  he,  lowering  his  voice  and  lean- 
ing his  cheek  against  hers,  '*  I  thought  it  would  be  better 
iriien  we  could  both  go  and  ask  her  to  take  our  little 
gW." 

Mary's  only  reply  was  a  kiss,  and  one  large  tear,  which 
VH  upon  his  hand  ;  but  he,  having  kissed  this  away,  she 
ind,  hiding  her  face  upon  his  shoulder — 

''Bat — but>  Eobert,  we  must  not  deceive  this  good 
Gfaristiaii  lady ;   we  must  tell  her  alL" 

•'Of  course — ^nobody's  going  to  be  deceived ;  we  are 
aD  going  to  be  happy,  in  spite  of  Madam  Momington, 
'IhbAtat  Ark  ov  Salvation,'  Nahemiah  Twigg,  and  all 
the  other  dismals  put  together,"  cried  Bob,  flinging  the 
towel  up  to   the  ceiling,  and  making  a  pirouette,  that 
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seonied  to  indicate  his  intention  of  following  it,  all  of 
which  hilarity  was  merely  to  divert  Mary's  thoughts  into 
another  channel,  which  she  fully  comprehending,  said, 
with  a  smile — 

**  Who,  on  earth,  is  Nahcmiah  Twigg  ?" 

**Well,  he  is  now  a  very  great  personage!  for,  at 
present,  he  is  one  of  the  High  Priests  of  'THE  Atat 
Ark  of  Salvation,'  being  only  just  caught^  but  was 
formerly  only  sexton  at  St.  Margaret's  Beechcroft,  and 
also  at  Twaddleton. 

His  discourse  was  here  interrupted  by  a  sharp,  quick 
knock  at  the  door ;  and,  in  answer  to  Mary's  "  Come  in," 
in  rustled  Martha  Say,  in  all  the  glories  of  the  lavendep- 
coloured,  flowered,  Padusay  silk,  which,  like  human  hair 
under  the  influence  of  fright,  (as  the  apocrypha  of  natural 
history,  article  man,  sets  forth)  stood  on  end,  for  it  was, 
in  truth,  one  of  the  choicest  remains  of  her  grandmother 
Bartlett's,  before  alluded  to,  legacy. 

"  Fm  sorry  to  disturb  ee,  but  lawr  !  as  your  a  going  to 
be  married,  you'll  have  enough,  and  to  spare  of  each 
other's  company  by-and-bye ;  so  there  ain't  no  use  in 
your  forestalling  the  course  of  ewents,  so  I  just  come  to 
tell  ee,  as  the  time's  a-getting  on,  for  it  only  wants  five 
minutes  to  eleven,  and  Spriggs,  the  cappen's  groom,  he've 
bin  here,  and  says  as  the  chaplain  is  a  breakfasting  along 
with  the  cappen,  and  a  lot  of  other  gents,  and  as  they's  a 
going  down  the  river  after,  as  fur  as  Twickenham,  yoa 
wasn't  to  keep  him  waiting  on  no  account ;  so  put  on 
your  bonnet,  my  dear,  Fll  help  ee  on  with  your  mantle, 
for  all  the  world  just  like  the  old  mode  cloaks  as  wits  in 
my  grandmother  Bartletts  chest!  there,  that'll  do,  you 
look  as  &ir'as  a  lily — ^but  'a  bonny  bride  is  soon 
busked,'  as  my  poor  dear  Hay  used  to  say.    But  now   I 
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Bust  go  and  see  that  Rub/s  all  right"  So  saying, 
thdr  active,  kind-hearted,  little  landlady,  bnstled  out  of 
die  room  as  she  had  bustled  into  it,  accompanied  by  the 
letrospectiye  rustling  of  the  flowered  Padusay,  and  the 
pit-a-pat  of  her  high-heeled  shoes  upon  the  boarded  floor, 
eousiderately  anxious  to  consign  Mabel  for  the  day  to  the 
care  of  "  neighbour  Edbrook,"  and  the  blandishments  of  a 
newdolL 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


THE   ANIMALS    IN    THE    TOWEB — ^A    MABBLA.OE   IN 
LIFE,   WHEBE    NEVEBTHELESS    THE    BBIDB    FAnVTB 
IF  SHE  HAD  BEEN  A  LADY.— THE  BBBAKFA8T  BDOMI^ 
THE  WEDDING. 

|0R6E0US  looked  the  scarlet,  and  gold  Beefeale» 
in  the  morning  s  fiun  at  the  Tower-gate,  as  the  aoft 
breath  of  a  September  day  (too  great  a  connoiflseiir 
to  mistake  the  red,  and  white,  and  purple  knots  of  ribbon 
round  their  black  velvet  hats,  for  a  garland  of  sweet  peas) 
passed  over,  without  stirring  them,  and  blithely  flitted 
the  sun-beams  in  their  elfin  dance  over  the  Tower-greeo» 
as  blithely  as  if  it  had  never  been  irrigated  with  hmiiaii 
blood,  whose  only  crime  was  having  none  ;  that,  beiDH^  tbe 
crime  par  excellence  which  tyrants,  whether  monaiducal^ 
or  marital,  can  never  pardon.  Why,  that  said  ill-pa?e4 
flinty,  not  exactly  square,  but  parallelogram,  should  stiflie- 
tain(even  if  it  had  ever  deserved)  the  naQie  of  the  Tower- 
'  green,  Old  Father  Time,  Old  Father  Thames,  and  their 
muddle-headed  Heir-at-Law,  Tradition,  only  know!  Unless 
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ih>  fiurn  its  still-serviiig  as  a  sort  of  waste-pipe,  for  the 
ifednoiis  idleness  of  the  verdant  young  guardsmen,  who 
knng  their  incarceration  in  the  Tower,  resort  to  it,  for 
iufe  of  dubiess,  and  as  a  sort  of  ovation  (though  quite 
ttDtentaonal  on  their  part)  to  the  manes  of  Sir  Walter 
U^  whiff  their    Havannahs  under  the  windows  of 
'Ae  lieutenant's  lodgings." 
Be  diis  as  it  may,  on  the  morning  in  question,  from 
«K  of  the  windows  of  the  mess-room  leant  two  figures, 
Bt,  apoplectically  swathed  in  regimentals  belonging  to 
Ckptain  Momington ;  the  other,  luxuriating  in  all  the 
Ug^tfiil,  but  anything  but  becoming  latsser-aUer  of  a 
Mi's-arkish-looking  black  silk  paletdt,  and  all-rounder, 
^pertaining  to  Sir  Hugh  De  Byons.    They  had  half 
Ireikfasted,  and  en  attendant  the  gi-ill,  were  as  a  sort  of 
tirade — ^homoeopathically    inhaling   the    morning  air, 
which  passive  duty  they  diversified,  by  what  they  con- 
iidered  des  jeux  innocem ;  such  as  taking,  and  making 
obeenrations  on  the  ankles  of  the  few  straggling  ''females'' 
tho  ascended  the  steps  or  crossed  "  the  green ;  "  or  trying 
ilittle  digital  ball-practice,  by  aiming  small  bullets  of  bread 
at  their  eyes,  or  noses,  in  passing  to  and  fro,  in  which  intel- 
lectual pastime,   they,   without   any  of  the  envy  which 
generally  pollutes  emulation,  from  time  to  time,  encouraged 
each  other,  by  a  sotto  voce — 
"Well  hit !  Momington/- 
" Bravo!  De  Byons." 

But  no  sooner  did  their  victims  turn  round  to  see  from 
rtience  the  missile  came,  than  they  pleaded  "  not  guilty," 
by,  with  the  gravest  faces  imaginable,  looking  round  to 
join  in  the  inquiry;  saying  out  loudly,  "  What  a  shame  !" 
lodthen  adding,  in  the  blandest  tone  possible,  as  they  leant 
^  further  out  of  the  window  to  express  the  extent  of 
their  anxiety,  "  I  hope  yon  are  not  hurt  f 
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Whereupon,  tiie  uiisospecting  " Female''  if  arrived  aft 
motherly,  or  ifttill  more,  at  grandmotherly  years,  of  eq>e- 
rience,  and  who,  therefore,  had  long  ago  solved  the 
problem  of  "the  "origin  of  evil,"  by  the  cme  word 
"  BOYS ! "  would  drop  a  ourtsy  to  the  gentlemen^  and 
shaking  her  head  at  the  empty  space  between  her,  and  the 
innocent  "  White  tower/'  would  mutter  something  about 
the  "  lioicdaciofisnesi  of  them  good-far-nothink  bogMF* 
and  mend  her  pace,  as  it  was  impossible  to  mend  their 
manners.  But  were  the  victims  young,  though  more 
iimocent  being  also  more  quick-sighted,  a  deep  bhub, 
and  a  hurrying  onward,  were  the  only  notice  they  took,  or 
defence  they  made  against  the  attack,  when  the  wit  (Q 
from  the  window  would  be,  "By  Jove !  Bowes.  I  preftr 
your  Miss,  to  my  hit!' 

Within  the  nioni  weiv  a^sscmbled  a  party  of  five,  com- 
prisinjir  a  Scotch,  and  Welsh  comet.  Messi-s.  Cameron  and 
Owen,  then  on  duty  at  the  Tower,  Mr.  Atterbniy,  the 
diaplnin  of  the  forces,  a  worthy  desceuilant  of  the  worthy 
prelate  of  that  name.  Monsieur  de  Bussy,  the  French 
attacht^.  and  Mr.  Sjienier  Thombeny,  the  barrister.  The 
three  last,  boinir  Ca]ttain  Momingtons  guests,  who  had 
come  to  breakfast  to  join  the  party  t«»  Twickenham. 
Wliilf  the  Aniplutryon  and  Sir  Hugh  De  Byous  were 
sunniniT.  or  it  niiixht  Iv  snobhint;  them^^ves  at  the  window, 
a  volu uient  argunuut  was  pnug  on  among  the  othen^ 
tt»uchinsr  the  realities  or  absurdities  of  spirit-rapping ; 
Messrs.  Gordon.  t)anieron.  and  De  Bussy  Iteiug  ike  pros,  and 
the  cha;»lain.  Mr.  Thornberry.  and  Mr.  Morgan  Owen,  the 
CKUks.  Mr.  Camen>n  was  not  only  relatincr  an  extraordinary 
mutiny  of  the  mahoirany.  ;md  t'meute  among  the  decanters, 
to  the  acc«)ni|>iuunient  of  su^H'rnatunU  noistrs.  to  which  he 
had  been  eye  and  ear  witne^  at.  or  rather  after  a  dinner, 


OB^  A  FEBSQN  OF  CX)NSEQUEHCS.  2d5 

*•  lot  of  feUowB  had  giTen  at  the  darendon"  a  few 
efenings  before  ;  but  also  took  the  trouble  of  going  back 
al  the  way  to  the  days  of  Wallace,  and  knocking  an 
seeetresa  of  his  up  out  of  her  dust,  who  in  her  time  had 
ken  celebrated  for  her  hcvUty  of  second-sight,  more  espe- 
dally  after  having  mixed  her  husband's,  the  Laird^s,  fourth 
tumbler  of  toddy ;  and  who  as  fsar  back  as  those  days,  had 
kft  an  authentic  reccH-d  of  the  mysterious  raps  that  used 
tobe  heard  at  night  in  the  turrets  of  the  paternal  dwelling* 
ihee,  Crinacranky  Castle,  which  record  she  had  bequeathed 
m  one  ot  the  most  precious  heir-looms  to  her  descendants. 

•*  Ugh,  you  are  quite  right  to  hold  on  by  it,  Cameron,** 
pal  in  Mr.Thomberry,  with  a  guttural  explosion  between  a 
growl  and  a  chuckle,  as  he  helped  himself  to  some  more 
caveir,  "  for  though  ancestors  are  as  abundant  as  oatmeal 
in  Scotland,  yet  it  is  very  few  of  them  that  have  left  their 
descendants  a  rap;  so  you  have  every  reason  to  be 
proud  oC  and  gratefiQ  to,  the  exceptional  Chdtelaine  of 
CHnacranky." 

But  the  excited  Celt,  guiltless  of  the  pun,  impervious  to 
the  hugh  it  had  raised  at  his  expense,  and  intent  upon  the 
one  point  of  argumentative  victory,  said,  with  a  sort  of 
/|!fnenil  appeal  to  all  the  rest)  &s  he  stirred  his  tea  into  a 
Ktde  maelstrom — 

*  And  yet,  Owen,"  or  as  he  pronounced  it,  ''Awen  won't 
idmit  of  even  the  possibility  of  speriUropping!' 

•Of  course  I  won't,"  responded  the  limited-liability 
Comet,  excoriating  another  prawn,  which  apparently  was 
one  of  the  things  that  he  did  understand  perfectly; 
"of  course  I  won't,  for  I  never  admit  what  I  don't 
mderstand." 

"  Diantre !  mon  cher,"  cried  Bussy,  wiping  his  moustache, 
god  then  laying  his  napkin  across  his  lap.  **  Vos  r^ptions 
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seront  alors  fichument  bomes,  vous  Stes  il  pandt  ime 
esp^e  du  petit  Arago." 

"  Et  vous,"  rejoined  Owen,  straggling  between  an  ovcT' 
plus  of  muffin  and  a  deficit  of  French,  so  that  before  he 
could  finish  his  sentence,  the  attache  replied  with  a 
complacent  twirl  of  his  moustache — 

*'Moi,  mon  cher,  j'admets  tons,  mSme  les  femmes, 
quoique  je  ne  les  comprends  pas ;  ahem !  cat^gorie  de  tons 
les  philasophes  anciens,  et  modernes." 

"  Weel,  but  surely  Mester  Otterburyjou^  as  a  clargymon, 
cannot  deny  the  agsistence  of  speritual  agency  ?"  said 
Cameron,  returning  to  the  charge. 

"  Of  course,  I  do  not  deny  it,"  said  the  chaplain  ;  "  on 
the  contrary,  I  say  with  that  sound  theologian  and  good 
man,  the  Bishop  of  Clogher,  take  away  the  supposition 
of  invisible,  intermediate  spirits,  acting  between  Gkxl  and 
man,  and  the  whole  history  of  the  Bible  falls  to  the 
ground."  But  the  very  belief  in  such  spiritual  agency 
convinces  me  that  it  is  spiritual;  and  that  consequently 
these  perfected  and  unclogged  intelligences,  have  a  higher 
and  holier  mission,  than  to  flit,  like  nursery-elves,  about 
a  house,  drumming  upon  tables,  scratching  like  shat-oat 
puppy-dogs  at  doors,  foretelling  the  death  of  a  cow  to  one 
bereaved  agriculturist,  and  the  recovery  of  a  pig  to  another, 
or  even  establishing  a  Brummagem  destiny-mart,  for  the 
fabrication  of  widowhoods  for  some,  and  wedding-rings  for 
others.  In  the  existence  of  an  intermediary  spiritual 
world,  all  nations,  civilized  and  savage,  from  all  times, 
have  believed,  and  on  this  belief  has  every  religion,  every 
sect,  and  every  superstition  been  founded.  Some  learned 
men  have  given  it  a.s  their  opinion  that  even  the  Sadducees, 
in  denying  angels  and  spirits,  questioned  rather  their 
appearance,  and  occasional  agency  in  human  affairs  than 
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t^nc0  ;  and  even  my  Lord  Bolingbroke,  whom  no 
iither  accuse  or  suspect  of  too  much  credulity, 
diat  there  may  be  various  intelligences  superior 
lougfa  he  opposes  the  idea  of  their  having  power 
leddle  with  the  events^  or  produce  important 
the  mechanism  of  our  world." 
yes^"  said  Mr.  Thombeny,  "  but  the  most  civi- 
weH  as  the  most  uncivilized  among  the  ancients 
spiritual  ritual  believed  in  a  sort  of  counter- 
;  diablerie,  in  which  was  involved  the  origin  of 
stery ;  and  Jamblichus  says,*  '  there  is  a  sort  of 
beings  of  a  brutal  nature  that  may  be  threatened 
iests  into  anything/  and  Scutellius  imagined  he 
id  nine  different  species  of  spiritual  beings  in 
us." 

;  but  you  know  that  Gale,  the  annotator  on  Jam- 
iays,  *  It  is  not  to  be  doubted  that  there  are  such 
irits  ;  but  it  is  much  to  be  doubted  whether  they 
assistance,  or  even  hear  the  addresses  of  those 
1  on  them.'     And  Porphery   says,   *the   adverse 
ire  imperceptible  to  human  eyes,  but  they  some- 
ibody  themselves  in  a  pleasing  form,'  for  which 
so  far  a  warrantry  in  Scripture,  that  we  read  in 
id  chapter  of  Corinthiansf  that  Satan  transformed 
nto  an  angel  of  light,"  quoted  the  chaplain, 
this  no  doubt  is  what  Jamblichus  means  by  the 
the  Daemons,  and  also  what  Proclus  alludes  to, 
t  the  annotator  confirms,  when  he  says,  *  Zabii 
ieum  daemonum  honorarunty  "  said  Mr.  Thom- 

[r.  Morgan  Owen  having  mastered  his  muffin,  and 

•  De  Myster.  Sect,  vi.,  chap.  v. 
t  9th  and  14th  verses. 
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thrice  sl&in  the  shrimps^  began  to  wonder  *'  what  tfaedood^ 
old  Thomberry  and  the  parson  were  prosing  about^"  fir- 
touching  the  elbow  of  the  former,  he  said, 

"  What  do  you  call  spirit-rappers,  in  French  V  ^ 

'*  Esprits  tapageurs"  8afd  the  malicious  Thombengy 
which  the  innocent  Comet  immediately  fired  oS,  in  §A 
announcement  to  De  Bussy  that  he  understood  Lotdic 
Portaijis  believed  in  les  esprit*  tapageun. 

"  Parbleu !  c'est  clair,  il  est  ministre  I"  laughed  th^ 
attachd 

''  Do  you  know/'  said  Sir  Hugh  de  Byons^  quitting  tti 
window,  reseating  himself  at  the  table,  and  helping  ha 
self  to  a  devilled  kidney,  a  dish  which  Harvey,  Bomtf 
Momington's  servant^  had  just  brought  in,  followed  \f 
the  messman,  with  a  boat  of  a  peculiar  compound  oC 
Chutna  and  Madeira,  with  a  soupfon  of  Chilli  vinegar  in 
it,  which  Bowes,  in  one  of  his  compulsoiy  Tower  incaroem- 
tions,  had  beguiled  his  ennui,  and  immortaliBed  hinintf 
by  inventing. 

*'  Do  you  know  the  on  dit  is,  that  Portarjis  believes  is 
spirit-rapping  V* 

"  Of  course,''  said  Mr.  Thomberry ;  ''  as  all  rivers  flow 
to  the  sea,  so  all  charlatans  sympathize  with  each  otho; 
more  especially  where  there  can,  from  the  difference  d 
spheres,  be  no  rivalry  du  metier," 

"But,  surely,  you  think  Portarjis  clever T  said  Sir 
Hugh  de  Byons.  And  when  Young  England  has  said 
this!  Young  England,  barring  the  difference  of  Laity  and 
Clergy,  thinks  it  has  placed  the  individual  so  labelled,  no 
matter  what  his  vices  or  crimes  may  be,  on  much  tiM 
same  pinnacle  of  irresponsible  impunity  as  the  CathoUo 
Church  thinks  it  places  a  penitent,  when  granting  him 
plenary  indulgence. 
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'flf  course,"  responded  Mr.  ThoniWny,  **who  ever 
id  of  in  empiric  in  physic,  politics,  religion,  or  philan- 
py,  who  was  not  clever?  How  the  deuce  do  you 
OK  one  man  is  to  gull  many,  if  he  i^  not  clever  ?" 
[  dare  say/'  put  in  Mr.  Gordon  Cameron,  ''that 
er  Thombeny  thinks  as  I  do,  that,  at  all  events,  Lord 
qias  political  digestion  is  weak." 
Fell,  he  certainly  don't  favour  Scotland  quite  so  much 
used — if  you  mean  t/iat  ?  You  think,  ixrrhaps,  that 
igfat  to  take  a  little  infusion  of  cardans  bened ictus, 
wed  thistle,  eh  ?"  chuckled  Mr.  Tliomberry.  "As  it's  u 

I  thing  for  the  physical  digestion,  I  don't  see  why  it 
in't  be  equally  so  for  the  ix)litical ;  and,  doubtless, 

owing  to  the   blessed   thistle,    that    '  Scotchmen 

II  oflBce,  swallow  anything,  and  swallow  vp  every- 
f  tt 

certainly  think,"  said  Bowes  Moniiugton,  good- 
adly  wishi-ig  to  rescue  Cameron  from  the  tender 
Bs  of  Mr.  Thoniberry,  for  though  he  did  think  his 
gr  oflScer  a  '*gi*eat  ass,"  (men's  favourite  classification, 
&-bye,  for  each  other)  btill,  all  Scotchman  though  lie 
he  did  not  wish  him  to  be  regaled  on  too  many 
58;  of  Mr.  Thomberry's  culling,  so  coming  to  the 
\  he  sai<L  "  I  do  think,  for  the  last  two  or  three 
it's  impossible  to  tell  what  Lord  Portaijis's  ])olitics 
are — that  is,  what  he  is,  whetlier  Wliig  or  Toiy." 
arhaps,"  smiled  the  chaplain,  helping  himself  to  a 
clerical  piece  of  diy  bread, — ^but  still  labouring  in 
cation,  taking  c^re  to  butter  it  well — "  i)erhai)s  the 
iifficulty  is  t<j  know  wliat  is  a  A\liig,  and  what  a 
now-a-dajTs." 

0  difficulty  whatever  about  that,"  tiatized  Mr.  Tliorn- 
"  The  saiae  detinitiou  that  was  given  of  them  in 
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Walpole's  time,  is  to  the  Mt  a^  appHca" 
luorc  BO :  the&j  the  political  catechism 

*'  *  Q.— What  is  a  Whi^  ? 

*'  *  A. — A  Tory  out  of  place  ? 

"'Q,— WhatisaToiyl 

'*'^.— A  Whi^^  in  office/ 
"  And  truly  says  the  author  of  thL-*  defini 
I  with  liim  (he  f<aid  it  Apropos  uf  Sir  Kobe: 
Mr.  Pulteney),  anJ  1  say  it  of  all,  the  «ni 
ba.sti  coin  we  Imvo  had  wince  then,  now 
have  again  ;  ''  Who  doe^  not  wonder "  sa; 
ZK'ixX  of  the  goo^l  jKHiple  of  England,  on  the 
eoTite»t  l)ctween  Sit^  Robert  Walpole  and 
Did  the  latter  give  any  a^siu-ance  that  be 
one  jG^rievance  nf  the  fonner  adniimstratio: 
^ot  into  jiuwer,  ilid  he  tle]»ait  one  ste]j  froi 
wliifh  his  jn'edet-e.'^sor  had  walked?    And 
not  uiKJii  the  eximLnion  of  the  fonner  l>arty. 
hlishnient  <>f  the  latter,  as  elated  as  if  <dl 
had  hi-en  wnlre^sed?     And  this  istale   do< 
pai'ilon  for  ii.siiii^  Hit  nicii  a  word  on  so  dirty 
huen  wttli  sueues^  played  over  and  ovei-  agai_-  - 
and  since.     We  see  ourselves  repeatedly 
fiiU^*  pix'ti^jit'i's  of  a  bet  <jf  uinbitious  t>r  ava^ 
turer>.  \vlio  .^et  ns*  jirravini:  fc»r  their  profit ; 
fi'iMii  auv  to  i\*^i\  <iUiirK'lHn|^  we  biow  nut  a* 
a;;n*et"in!(  a^ain  we  know  not  wliy  ;  w^afiting 
tn^astux'  in  wiuduiill-warw,  and  our  ink  m  pai*: 
the  imji'i'  of  which,  would,  if  unfitaineil,  I* 
go<Me-|Hes.  or  wrappcit  up  spice,  with  eqa^*- 
niore  utiliry, — i\s  In  calling  each  other  nick^x:^ 
innch  z»*al,  as  if  names  changed  natures,  aJ^ 
anoiher  for  judt^niiii-  difterently  of  what  tenci^!^ 


bdens,  they  all  appear  to  me  only  to  deserve 

;e.s  of  as  much  wonder,  and  at  tlie  same  time,  as 

y,  as  the  defunct  Sachevereliau,  and  Walpoleo- 

controversies  do  to  us  now/' 

ly,"  said  the  Chaplain,   '*  Legislation,  though 

rt  in  the  world,  seems  still,  in  each  succeeding 

he  one  least  understood." 

J  it  is  not  legislation  which  is  the  aun,  but 

ich  are  the  stalking-horse  of  cveiy  grown-up 

ey  throughout  England.     And  pcJitics,  as  the 

sensible  author  of  '  John  Halifax '  most  tnily 

re  the  pet  profligacy  of  old  age.'     So  that  when 

has  drafted  .off  her  disabled  veterans,  they 
ir  laxity  of  principle,  their  unscinipulrms  cmUe- 

coup-de-main  way  of  gaining  their  ends — in 
eir  spirit  of  intrigue — to  the  councils  of  the 
wonder,  then,  thiings  are,  as  they  are." 
certainly  is/'  said^  Mr.  Atterbury,  "  something 
rong,  that  with  all  our  talk  of  progress,  we  in 
jTess  so  littla     Isocrates,  it  is  tnie,  says  in  his 

and  I  qtdte  agree  with  him,  that  *  the  most 
;  penalties  will  not  restrain  men  of  unffovern- 
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point,  I  quite  a^*ee  both  with  you,  and  Isocrates,  tliat  the 
secret  of  making  a  people  virtuous  and  happy  lies  much 
deeper  than  jails  and  gibbets,  yet,  so  long  as,  this  art 
remains  a  secret,  which  it  evidently  lias  done  up  to  the 
present  year,  the  Bruniniagem  philanthropy,  which  defrandi 
tlie  gallows,  to  over-run  us  with  ticket-of-leave  heroes^  is 
the  surest  way  of  retarding  the  solution  of  this  tnily 
divine  uiyster}';  for,  so  long  as,  things  are  at  thcar 
present  focus,  depend  upon  it  the  Cromwellian  plan  is  the 
best,  —  *  HANG  WELL,  AND  PAY  WELL,'  whereis 
we  do  both  deucedly  iU,  for  we  hang  little,  and  pay  less ; 
and  perhaps  if  we  paid  more,  we  might  not  have  to  hang 
even  so  nmch  ;  but  ti^uly  this  is  the  Millennium  of  meaih 
ness,  and  the  Saturnalia  of  clap-trap/' 

'*  Well,  but  surely  Tliomberry,"  said  Sir  Hugh  de  ByoiU) 
who  not  having  sufficient  grasp  of  int<?llect  to  grapple 
with  the  broa<l  generality  of  a  "  wise  saw,"  invariab^ 
quavshed  an  aigimient  l)y  gTovelling  down  to  a  *'a  modern 
instance."  Surely,  there  never  was  an  age  in  which  tb0 
higher,  not  to  say  the  highest,  classes,  did  so  much  fa, 
and  mixed  so  nnich  with,  the  People,  properly  so  called; 
1  mean  labourers,  artizans,  and  mechanics.  Look,  far 
example,  how  indefatigable  Portaijis  is,  notwithstanding 
all  the  claims  political  life  has  upon  him,  in  lecturing  at 
Mechanics'  Institutes,  and  Provincial  Athenasums." 

"  Thank  you,  my  good  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Thomberry,  ener- 
geticiJly  backing  his  chair  several  paces,  "  fot  a  very  good 
leason,  talking ;  or  throwing  verbal  dust  in  the  people's 
eyes  at  Mechanics'  Institutes,  happens  to  be  the  humbug 
l)ar  excellence  of  the  small  beer  celebrities  of  no— no — ^no- 
torieties of  the  present  day  ;  and  the  sham,  of  Lord  Port- 
aijis s  lectures  begins  before  they  are  s])oken",  for  though 
they  read  remarkaljly  well,  my  tirm  belief  i.s.   that  j^ior 
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JHrille  lerites  them  all.  To  be  incessantly  befoi-e  the 
]Mc  in  print  and  in  puffs, — the  mbinow  niamiates  (  ? ) 
tf  this  age,  seem  to  consider,  as  an  electric-telegraph  to 
Ae  Temple  of  Fame ;  and  the  reason  is  clear ;  for,  ns  a 
{■iat  writer  expresses  it,  *It  is  one  of  the  chiffet 
Wwigings  of  bad  men,  that  tliey  liave  a  restless 
h^gj^ing  to  fill  the  worid  with  their  noise,  and  be  ettT- 
■Dy  in  all  men  s  months ;  whereas  goodness,  is  a  quiet 
ike-root  sort  of  thing,  which  Honour  and  Fame  vmi/ 
MM  to,  if  they  list  (though  they  seldom  do)  ;  but  CJood- 
Bi,    poor  quiet  drudge,  never  goes   a-tramping  after 

"Eh!  it's  Tammua  Carlyle  you  mean,  who  says  that?" 
ked  Mr.  Cameron,  proud  to  sliow  wliat  Scotlan<i  covld 
roduce  ! 

*' Indeed  its  not,"  snapped  Mr.  Thunilierry,  "tliough 
om  his  antiquated  i)liraseology  and  style,  it  may  be 
bomas  Carlyle's  emporium  for  dislocated  English,  for 
At  quotation  was  from  an  old  Black  letter  lj(H)k  called 
rhe  Dial  of  Princes,'  containing  much  curious  matter, 
id,  uidee'i  much  valuable  information;  were  it  not  so 
ng  before  it  reached  one,  from  its  old  lumbago-Carlylean 
fk,  which  no  doubt  i-an  nimbly  enough  in  its  own  youiior 
tys,  to  wit,  1572,  when  its  author,  Don  Antony  of 
licuars.  Bishop  of  Guadix  (now  Cadiz)  wrot<>  it,  and 
len  it  was  '  Englished  aut  of  the  French,  hy  Thomas 
orih,  Sonne  of  Sir  Edward  North,  Knight^  newly  re- 
wd  and  compiled  hy  him,  reformed  of  all  faults  es- 
ped  in  the  first  edition.  Right  excellent  for  all 
He  andpious  Princes  and  persons.  Nowe  neivly  im- 
mtedhy  Kicharde  Tottill,  Anno  Domini,  1582.  Cum 
irilegio.'  No  doubt,  as  I  before  said  then,  this  quaint 
erted   style,     glided  flowingly  and    smoothly,   as    if 
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tlivoiigh  ii  la  Voltn  ;  but  note  it  halts,  and  limps,  like  a 
Chelsea  l^ensioner." 

Mi\  Caineron  was  aljout  to  ask  Mr.  Thomberry  tahather 
ho  could  understand  Tammu^  Carlyle's  **Saetor  Eb- 
SAiiTUS?"  when  the  bells  of  St  Pet<ir's  ad  vincula  rang 
out  a  merry  peal.  The  Chaplaui  looked  at  his  ivatdi, 
Bowes  Moniington  walked  to  the  window,  but  retained 
the  next  moment  witli  Ids  napkin  crammed  into  lus 
mouth,  and  with  difficulty  uttering  the  one  word 
"  Spriggs!"  whereupon  fc>ir.Hugh  de  Byons,  M.  de  Buflsy, 
and  the  two  Comets  also  rushed  to  the  windows,  and  were 
all,  ^vith  the  exeei>tion  of  the  attache,  seized  with  the  same 
nncontrollable  fit  of  laughter ;  but  he  said,  with  an 
apathetic  shnig,  and  without  the  shadow  of  a  smile — 

"Bah  !  (;e  nest  que  le  groom  de  Momington,  fiirgot^en 
grand  Seigneur,  c'est  comme  ^ela  se  pratique  totyours 
parmis  la  valetaille/' 

''  He's  got  up  most  extensively  for  the  wedding — ^Bob 
Bum])us's  wedding,  wliich  he  asked  leave  to  go  to,  this 
morning,"  re-laughed  I'owes. 

''  No,  nonsense;  how  does  he  look  ?"  asked  Mr.  Thorn- 
berry,  not  having  thectmrage  to  go  and  sec  for  himselt 

"  Hush  ! "  said  Morgan  Owen,  pausing  in  his  cachinna- 
tions,  and  holdbig  up  his  finger,  "  By  Jove  !  Momington, 
he's  singing  your  song, 

"  Something  to  love  me.'* 

"Jastcment,"  said  de  Bnssy,  twirling  his  moustache, 
"  \ii^t  toujours  comme  ^aavec  les  domestiques  qui  singent 
lem-  maitrcs.  ils  out  la  chanson,  mais  ils  ne  peuvent  jamais 
attrapper  I'air." 

*' Bravo !  de  Bussy,"  cried  Mr.  Thonibeny.  who  was  the 
only  one,  on  whom  this  neat  9?iot  was  not  lost     Bravo  I 


<%  A  TSBaOH  OV  OOdfraQUSHCT. 


SIS 


Itntajwcml  I  mmk  lunre  m  laA  at  1117  Mend  Bpri^^ 
/.  r  tbitr  And  so  SBjm^  he  also  went  to  the  windoWp 
mthfiM,  hamv^,  S^^^  ^^'^^^  ^  ^^  ^^  aCiiuling  on  the 
pkh  of  Us  fBety  niemg  his  gl&sd  to  his  ^^  and  leitiing 
^fki3i41k0  dttoorond  Sprig;^  in  the  comer   of  the 
^  between  the  cliaphlii*fi  honBe  and  the  church, 
f|ijBtte||ane0  of  an  evening-eostiiiiiek  temmmtlng  in 
ftermi^  Aeneh-poUahed  kid  boots,  and  tormoonted  by 
f  IVf^n^hAm  hat,  which,  it  must  be  fMrnfeeaed,  leant  ratker 
pUkUy  to  the  B^t  aide^  n^cb  might  be  caJled  i)e]iiapR 
i&nlt  tm  the  ri^t  fiide>  while  Tiatng  with  hia  atraw- 
i  Idd  ^0¥e9  QxL  honofor,  donbtlesB^  of  the  approach-  , 
Pa^n^TEinotiy),  a  delicate  tea-roee  graced  hia  button-hole, 
Jibe  Asort  of  bridal  vignette. 
'Ea!  ha!   hal"  langhed  Mr.  Thorabeny,  re-seating 
'*  not  bad  for  a  first  attempt,  and  Meirytbouf^fht 
f  Imdf  couldn't  be  better  groomed,  especially  our  hat ;  but 
p  do  yim  aay  it  ik,  that  ia  going  to  be  married  ?  one  of 
jour  mother's  tenants,  eh,  Momington  V 

"Yea,  you  remember  the  Bnmpuses,  don't  yon,  down 
tA  Field  Fleuiyt     One  of  them   is    our  parish-clerk, 


■Oh  dear,  yes,''  interrupted  Mr.  Thomberry.  "My 
friend  Moses,  who  was  a  Sizar  at  Cambridge,  don't  he  also 
keep  a  school  down  in  your  part  of  the  world  f ' 

•Yes  ;  and  his  brother  Bob,  the  fellow  who  is  going  to 
be  married  this  morning,  and  who  though  a  bit  of  a 
Ksnp,  I  think  the  best,  at  all  events  the  cleverest  of  the 
lot — well.  Bob  says  that,  between  his  school  and  the 
idmrch,  Moses  passes  his  life  in  saying  *  Amen '  all  Sun- 
day, and  '  Eh,  boys  T  all  the  week." 

''Ha !  ha!  ha!"  roared  the  two  Comets,  for  this  was 
]iiite  ap  to  their  calibre. 
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"Bowob.lias  piomwd  me  some  shooting  down  at 
Morniiigtou  Maiiuj/'  (he  toiijil  not  do  otherwise,  since  the 
baronet  had  invited  liim.self,  though  he  dreaded  the  chief 
game  wouUl  he  that  wliieli  Sir  Hugh  woukl  make  of  his 
mother  and  Luther,  to  say  nothing  of  •*The  Atat  Ark  of 
Salvation,")  "  but,"  cuntiimed  he,  *'  I  can't  get  liim  to  let 
me  into  the  clessaua  des  cartes  of  their  country  town, 
Twaddleton,  and  you  miL^t  know  country  towns  are  my 
monomania ;  talk  of  a  knowu  dge  of  himian  nature  !  they^ 
are  the  real  schools  to  acquire  it  in»  and  that  in  its  most 
minute  and  una<lult^rated  dregs,  and  therefore  I  prefer  the 
history  of  a  coimtry  to^vn,  to  the  history  of  Europe  any 
day." 

** Bless  my  soul!  you're  like  Bishop  Burnet,"  said  Mr. 
Thombtny,  '* who  says  hed  rather  know  the  liistory  of 
Lucifer  than  of  all  the  Biibylonian  and  Persian  kings,  nay, 
for  that  matter,  than  of  all  the  kinofs  of  the  earth  ;  and  if 
a  country  town  is  not  the  very  (k\W  I  don't  know  what 
is." 

"  More  especially  Twaddleton,"  yawned  Bowes  Mom- 
ington,  caressing  his  left  wliisker,  "just  to  give  you  an 
idea  of  the  i)ace  of  the  natives,  De  Byons,  you  must  know 
that  there  are  only  two  circulating  libraries  in  the  place, 
and  these  two,  have  three  books  between  them,  so  that 
whenever  you  ask  tor  a  book  at  one  of  these  stationary 
emporiums,  you  are  told  it  is  out,  and  when  you  tiy  the 
other,  they  Siiy  it  is  binding.  When  I  was  last  dovm  at 
!Movnin;;ton  (that  time  Saville  Vernon  hurt  my  ankle  so 
coninundedly  with  a  bat,  at  Lj>rd's),  eveiy  day  for  three 
months,  I  sent  for  'Menu>irs  of  a  "Widow."  and  eveiy  day 
the  answer  was  that  it  was  bin* ling." 

"Well,  vou  learnt  something' new,  at  all  events."  said 
Mr.  Thoniberiy.  'tor  every  one  knows  that  mairiage  is,  or 
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ter  that  it  ought  to  be  binding,  but  I  never  before  heard 
widowhood  was." 

Ha !  ha !  ha !  it*s  to  be  hoped  not/'  laughed  Sir 
;h  De  Byons. 

lere,  St  Peter  s  ad  vincuk  I'ang  out  another  peal,  for 
E  meny  till  the  vinctda  is  forged.  So  the  chaplain 
asking  whether  he  should  join  thepaity  there  assembled 
le  Tower  wharf,  or  come  back  to  the  mess-room,  after 
tad  performed  the  marriage-ceremony  i 
I  say,  why  the  deuce  should  we  not  all  go  and  see  the 
iing?"  cried  Sir  Hugh  De  Byons.  starting  to  his  feet 
Ah  I  on  the  same  principle,  I  suppose,  that  the  monks 
jft  Trappe  sleep  in  their  cofKns  every  night,  to  ac- 
orn themselves  by  degrees  to  the  terrible  and  inevitable 
strophe.**  said  Mr.  Thomberry. 
No.  now,  really,  Spriggs !  under  existing  circumstances, 
Id  \ie  quite  too  nmch  for  my  weak  nerves,"  said  his 
ter,  affecting  to  faint. 

I  declare,  here  they  come,'' announced  Mr.  Morgan  Owen. 
Wlior' 

Why  the  wedding-paily,''  and  by  Jove !  if  that's  the 
e  leaning  on  the  haynOy  as  I  suppose  it  is,  she's  i-ather 
ty,  and  moreover  vapouiy  and  ilelicate-looking,  as 
s  the  (Kcasion." 

Pretty  is  she  T'  said  Bowes  M*nidngton,  half  drawing, 
then  sheathing  his  sword  with  a  clang  ;  "  then  I'll 
Spriggs !  for  *  none  but  the  brave,  none  but  the  brave. 
J  but  the  brave,  deseiTc  the  fair.'" 
Pardon  me,"  said  the  ChaplaiJi,  mildly,  '•  but  I  think 
m  were  to  let  theiu  go  into  the  church  first,  and  then 
down  quietly,  as  if  you  luid  strolled  in,  to  look  at  the 
mients,  it  would  be  better ;  for,  as  they  arc  poor 
e,  it  might  put  the  yoimg  woman  out  of  countenance." 


218  TTTK  WORLD  AND   ITT«  WIFE  ; 

"  Henr !  hoar  !  hoar  !  I  second  the  amendment  to  the 
Matrimonial  ( 'aiisos  Bill,"  said  Mr.  Thonibcrry. 

Tlio  progiamnio  boincr  thus  detoniiinod  upon,  the  Chap- 
lain quitted  the  mos.s-room,  and  descended  to  the  vestry, 
while  the  remaining  .Group,  stood  at  some  little  distance 
from  the  window,  watching  the  approach  of  the  bridal- 
party,  and  of  coTJi'se  making  their  i-emarks  upon  them. 

"JShe  is  (IrcidoiUy  jnvtty,"  said  I^wes  Moniington, 
having  rccniinoitrcd  througli  an  opera-glass,  which  always 
stood  on  th(.^  mantel-j)ioce  of  the  moss-room  for  similar 
purposes.  '•Where  tlui  dooce  did  that  fellow  Bumpns 
fish  her  out,  and  how  came  she  to  be  fished  out  by 
him?" 

*-Po(>h  !  fortiiat  matter,  tlie  girl-fisheries,  and  the  peaii- 
fi^llOii^'s  arii  ^nirli  tlio  same  in  one  respect ;  tluat  the 
fi)rnnT  liavo  lilll'  ilioicc.  and  the  latter  none,  as  to  wlioTl 
fish  tliL-m  nj),  or  VvlictluT  tlioy  an*  destined  for  crowns,  or 
crosM's,"'  said  Mr.  Thoi-nborry. 

''  Ton  my  word,  Bol/s  not  a  bad-looking  fellow  in  his 
holiday  gear.  1  never  saw  lum  so  smart  before,  nor  so 
much  indebted  to  soap  ;  l)ut  oh  !  oh  !  look  !  make  haste — 
the  mec-ting  I    luid  Spriggs  dressed  for  the  part !" 

As  ('ai)tain  Moniingtnn  leant  back  to  laugh,  and  held 
botlj  his  sides,  the  i(?sl,  from  their  various  peep-holes  saw 
S])riggs  shake  hands  with  Bol),  and  then  turning  a  furtive 
glanc(?  on  the  mess-room  windows,  t^  see  that  he  was  not 
observed  ;  under  which  delusion  he  raised  his  hat  to  Maiy, 
with  what  he  conceived  to  l^e  the  same  graceful  non- 
chalance, of  wlii(*h  he  had  so  often  had  a  back  view  in  the 
park,  wlion  his  master  recognised  any  of  the  fair  peeresses 
and  ])eerlosses,  among  wliom  ho  was  so  r^j^andu, 

**  Ha !  ha !  ha  !  d  hoinieur  co  gar<;on  a  des  moyens," 
laughed  de  Bussy;  "c  est  du  Pautagruelismetout  pftr,  et  sans 
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imte  'aprfes  diner,  tons  ira  pole-m61e  ;  et  sus  Thorbe 
drv^  Us  danseront  au  .son  des  ioyculx  flagcolletz,  et  doulces 
mnmuses,  taut  bandement,  que  ce  serait  passe  temps 
Hbteks  veoir,  ainsi  soy  rigonller/  comme  dit  mattre 
AiDfois  Babelais. 

"  Puiaqu  'il  surpasse  en  riant 
Ceux  qui  a  bon  escient, 
Traitent  cboses  d'importanee, 
Combien  sera-t-il  plus  grand 
Je  te  prie  dis-moi  s'il  prend 
Un  OBUvre  do  consequence." 

Ibther  quoted  Mr.  Thomberry,  he,  and  the  attache 
eijoying  their  langh  all  the  more,  for  having  it  entirely  to 
tkemaielTes  ;  prjor  Bowes  Momuit(ton,  (Ukr  most  luastois) 
Ittviiiir  no  tsuqiieion  how  his  sei-vaut  was  risiiiuj  at 
his  exjien^ie,  and  the  two  comets  being  as  ;rniltlc'^s  of 
mediaTal,  as  they  were  of  modem,  or  even  of  nia.aazine- 
Kterature. 

•  There!  they're  m  the  church  now,"  rcjxn-ted  Mr. 
Moi^an  Owen.  ''And  by  Jove,  we  jshall  lose  the  fun,  if 
we  don't  make  haste  ;"  and,  holding  u])  his  left  hand 
towards  his  eiir  in  imitation  of  a  lidille,  and  converting 
kis  right,  into  the  effigy  of  a  bow,  with  which  lie  scraped 
on  his  left  arm,  singing  the  while,  ''Haste  to  tlie  wedding," 
he  danced  out  of  the  room,  followed  by  the  rest. 

"  Confound  these  dark  olil  stairs,"  cried  Mr.  Thomberry, 
missing  his  footing  in  the  huny. 

"  Tliey  say  many  in  haste,  and  repent  at  leisure  ;  but 

only  iKjing  in  haste  to  see  others  married,  one  comfort  is, 

that  one  may  congi-atulate  oneself  at  leisure,  he  !  he  !  he!'' 

•*  N'cst  pas,  mon  eher  j*  '  Invention  mirilique  et  pour  le 

plnpart,  brdvet^  du  diable." 
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"  Hallo  !  Momington  !  one  would  think  you  were  either 
walking  in  your  sleep,  or  were  in  love  ;  for  you're  going 
the  wrong  way,  though  there  stands  the  church,  straight 
before  you,  on  your  left/*  called  out  Owen,  as  soon  as  they 
had  reached  the  bottom  of  the  stairs. 

**  No,  no,"  said  Bowes,  looking  back  over  his  shoulder. 
"  I  want  to  go  round  by  the  Beauchamp  Tower,  and  enter 
by  the  otlier  door,  near  the  vestry,  that  we  may,  as  Mr. 
Atterbury  suggested,  look  as  if  we  were  merely  sight- 
seeing." 

*'  Oh  !  very  well,  all  right." 

"Que  ^e,  all  right,  me  parait  bSte,"  said  de  Bussy, 
"  ins  a  conetry  vere  your  journal,  your  papers,  tell  you 
every  day,  and  tells  to  Europe,  too,  dat  all  is  wrong." 

*•  Eh  bieriy  it's  still  all  right,  that  we  have  a  free  press, 
and  that  the  papers  should  be  able  to  tell  them  so,"  re- 
torted Mr.  Thoniberry. 

**  Ah  !  yes,  free  press,  free  press,  toujours  la  firee  press  I 
but  1  tink,  as  imis  autre  A  nglais  say,  *  dat  your  press^  he 
is  often  more  free,  dan  velcome.* " 

"  Well,  as  since  the  first  early  dawn  of  creation,  when 
(lod  pronounced  that  all  was  good,  because  His  eye  alone 
rested  on  His  work,  no  good  ever  has  existed  without 
some  counter-balanchig  evil  Perhaps  our  glorious  free 
press  !  is  something  of  Plato's  two-fold  Venus,  with  two- 
fold, and  totally  distinct  attributes — the  one  Celestial,  and 
partaking  of  the  pulchritude  of  the  Divine  nature,  and  so 
visibly  impressing  all  orders  of  intellectual  beings,  with  a 
concentrated  essence  of  that  subtile  spirit  of  moral  beauty, 
which  otherwise  would  remain  scattered,  and  diffused  over 
the  universe  ;  the  other  being  only  a  meretricious  Circe^ 
who  drags  her  votaries  down,  to  her  own  native  mire." 

"  It  is  pai-ticularly  requested,"  said  Sir  Hugh  De  Byons, 
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atoppiiig,  said  turning  short  round,  while  he  held  Bowes 
Momington  by  the  arm,  as  at  this  juncture  they  arrived 
at  the  church-doors,  "  it  is  particularly  requested,  that 
lU  persons  about  to  assist  at  the  nuptials  of  Mr.  Robert 
Bompu8>  will  keep  their  eyes  exclusively  directed  towards 
the  biide  and  bridegroom,  or  the  grooms-man,  who  being 
this  man's  groom,  it  is  hoped  that  not  one  single  glance 
will  be  surreptitiously  levelled  at  Captain  Momington, 
who  otherwise  cannot  insure  the  spectators  against  the 
meongmity  of  a  gafiPaw  !'" 

"Be  quiet,  De  Byons,"  said  the  latter,  cramming  his 
handkerchief  into  his  mouth,  ''  or  I  shall  not  be  able  to 
gom. 

"Then,  stay  out,"  said  Owen,  "but  don't  make  us  lose  the 
fan."  With  which,  he  led  the  way  into  the  church,  fol- 
lowed by  the  others,  who  taking  off  their  hats,  widked 
quietly  and  decorously  to  within  a  short  distance  of  the 
tltar-rails,  where  Captain  Momington  held  his  cap  before 
hii»  face,  more,  it  is  to  be  feared,  on  account  of  Spriggs, 
than  from  piety. 

As  they  entered,  Mr.  Atterbury  had  just  asked  the 
brid^room — 

"*  Wilt  thou  have  this  woman  to  thy  wedded  wife,  to 
live  together  after  God's  ordinance  in  the  holy  estate  of 
matrimony  ?     Wilt  thou  love  her,  comfort  her,  honour, 
and  keep  her  in  sickness,  and  in  health  ;  and  forsaking 
an  other,  keep  thee  only  unto  her,  so  long  as  ye  both 
ahaUKve?'" 
And  he  had  answered  solemnly : 
"I  will,*'   and  with  a  far  more  solemn  intention  of 
doing  so,  than  nine-tenths  of  his  sex  have,  in  pronouncing 
that  for  them,  abominable  mockery. 
Martha  wa.s  cr}nng,  as  she  thought  of  the  Ray  that  had 
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passed  away  for  ever,  which  liad  never  beamed  but  kindly 
on  her,  bnt  wlio  would  do  so  no  more,  at  least  on  this 
side  tlic  gulf.  Ruby  was  staring  about,  with  her  large 
variant  i?yes,  and  wondering  why  they  all  knelt  round  the 
altar,  as  they  were  not  taking  the  sacrament,  which  she 
had  seen  people  do  ;  and  also  wondering  if  she  was  to  be 
married,  too  ?  and,  like  many  far  wiser  young  ladies^  de- 
tennined  that  at  all  events,  she  would  not  marry  Sprigga; 
who,  on  his  side,  like  so  large  a  majority  of  his  sex,  while 
subjected  to  tlic  liiuuiliaticwi  of  these  hy])otheticaI  rejec- 
tions, had  not  the  remotest  idea  of  asking  her.  Maiy 
alone  seemed  cabu  and  collected,  and  when  it  came  to 
her  tiUTi  to  i)ronounce  the  irrevocable,  and  so  often 
fatd!  "I  WILL!"  she  not  only  did  so,  in  a  clear,  firm 
voi(*e,  but  her  wliole  countenance  suddenly  illumined  with 
a  briglit  serenity,  as  when  in  some  deeply-shaded  Alpine 
valley,  the  sun,  when  least  exj^ected,  steals  through  a 
cloud,  and  smiles  all  its  sombre  beauties  into  light 
Mary's  heart  was  floodtHl  full  of  gratitude  to  the  man  who, 
wluji  she  had  been  flung  away  as  a  wortliless  outcast, — 
who  could  claim  no  i)laoe  in  this  world,  but  one  of  shame 
and  degradation,  and  .so,  was  rusliing  headlong  out  of  it, 
had  saved  her  from  that  worst  of  foes  I — an  agony,  which 
wrong  has  stretched  to  madness, — whose  frenzy  lias  no 
o])ject  but  its  victim — self.  Love  is  a  Jesuit,  Pride  a  para- 
site, Hope  a  braggart,  Ambition  a  tyrant,  Envy  a  harpy, 
Jealousy  a  scor])iou,  and  Vanity  a  traitor,  but  GRA.TI- 
TUDE !  like  most  fair,  well-favuured  things,  though  thy 
life  be  but  short,  thou  at  least,  art  always  sincere !  and 
well,  and  tmly,  says  that  (paint,  and  ]iow  long-forgotten, 
divine,  honest  Heniy  Hallysvell,*  in  one  of  his  admirable 

*  The  Kev.  llenrv  ilall\  well,  who.  in  1002.  wns  vicar  of 
Cowfold,  in  Essex. 
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'Sincerily  fills  the  soul  with  eternal  peace,  and 
it  from  all  intestine  broils,  distractions,  and 
^■dts.  It  is  this  lower  and  troubled  air,  that  is  subject 
^  itorms,  while  those  upper  r^ons  above  the  clouds, 
r  a  perpetual  sunshine,  and  cahn.  And  it  is  hypo- 
rand  dissimulation,  and  a  guiltiness  and  consciousness 
we  have  been  fidbe  to  Grod  and  virtue,  that  i-aise 
I  and  troubles  within  our  own  breasts;  but  Sincerity 
Mms  above  all  these,  and  we  breathe  in  a  fi*eer  and  purer 
i^  and  oar  souls  are  cahn  and  composed,  £ur,  and  lovely, 
■  the  clear  fuse  of  Heaven.  In  this  soil  of  Sincerity, 
the  Tree  of  Life,  and  here,  too,  are  those  rivers  of 
;  waters  which  overflow,  and  enrich  the  Paradise  of 
Bod." 

And  Mary  Marsham's  soul,  sis  she  knelt  at  that  altar, 
■u  fiur  and  lovely  with  the  sunlight  of  sincere  gratitude 
to  the  Creator,  and  his  creature,  shining  into  it;  therefore, 
M  wonder  that  her  sweet,  fail-  face,  mirrored  this  cahii 
kewty. 

"  I  know  that  young  woman's  face/'  wh]si)ercd  Mr. 
Homberiy,  to  Momington,  "  and  I  can't,  for  the  life  of 
me,  recall  when  and  where  IVe  seen  it,"  added  he,  tapping 
his  forehead  with  his  fore-finger,  as  if  to  wakt*  up  the 
lionnant  inemoiy. 

**Come.  come,"  sotto  voce'd  the  gallant  Captain,  poking 
ie  elderly  and  re.s])ectablo  Tlioniberiy,  somewhat  too 
imih'arly  in  the  ribs,  though  such  a  proceetling  savoured 
f  corn-age  also,  considering  what  a  prickly  pear  that 
endeman  was;  "  come,  come,  Thonibeny,  I  shall  begin  to 
upect,  that  you  ai-e  not  entu'cly  in  the  moral  philosophy 
Be,  for  she's  dooced  pretty.*' 

"Eh,   where  is  it  you  say  Tvc  seen  her?'*  said  Mr. 
honiberry,  so  engrossed  in  rummaging  all  the  nooks  and 
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comers,  and  shreds  and  patches  of  his  memoiy,  that  hi. 
not  only  did  not  liear  a  word  tlie  other  had  said,  but  diit; 
not  even  perceive  the  assavt  d'armeSy  or  rather  de  ( 
that  Bowes  had,  had  with  him  ;  but  while  they  were  i 
whispering,  the  solemn  sacrifice  was  completed,  the  in 
coverable  words  had  been  spoken,  which  gave  Mary  ] 
sham  a  lord  and  master  for  life,  and  Robert  Biunpusi 
legal  slave,  if  he  chose  to  avail  himself  of  that  oldest  i 
most  barbaric  of  all  the  glorious  privileges  of  a  free-bon-l 
Briton — his  ecclesiastical  ones — and  accordingly,  the  brid 
groom  began  by  hugging  them  to  his  heart  Sprig 
who  at  that  moment  felt  himself  infinitely  superior  to  1 
master,  then  stepped  forward,  with  a  jaunty  air,  to  aTiil;^ 
himself  of  the  time-honoured  "grooms-man's"  perquisite  " 
of  kissing  the  bride,  which  she  perceiving,  aflected  not  to  ^ 
see,  and  shamefully  defrauded  him,  by  dividing  his  lawfid  ' 
property  between  Martha  and  Ruby. 

"  Ton  my  word,"  said  Bowes  Moniuigton,  now  clang- 
ing up  the  aisle,  followed  by  the  rest  of  liis  party,  "  that^s 
too  bad ;  it's  a  pity  there  are  not  a  brace  of  Cossacki 
here,  to  do  the  old-woman  part  of  the  kissing.  I  con- 
gi-atulate  you.  Bob,"  added  he  aloud,  accosting  the  bride- 
groom, "  but  I  think  you'll  astonish  the  natives  down  ift 
Field  rieury,  for  I  should  have  imagined  you,  one  of  Ha 
very  last  fellows  to  have  troubled  the  parson  in  the  matri- 
monial way." 

There  are  persons  so  devoid  of  feeling,  that  to  betray 
any  in  their  presence,  goes  against  the  grain,  and  seems 
as  much  out  of  place,  and  as  irreverent  as  it  would  be  to 
kneel  down  and  say  one's  prayers  in  a  crowded  ball-room; 
so  Bob,  resuming  all  his  usual  levity,  replied,  with  a  ro- 
spectful  bow — 
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know,  air,  even  the  wisest,  do  a  silly  thing  onoe 

[1  e?eiitB,''  said  Mr.  Thombeny,  who  had  been 
op  his  eyes,  and  studying  MaTy*s  face  as  if  he 

deciphmng  an  old  teuth-centmy  mannscript; 
ame  viTidly  illnminated  with  painfnl  flushings, 
ents,  a  man  never  had  a  fairer  excuse  for  doing 
ing." 

ha  I  ha ! — qnite  so,"  laughed  Momington ;  **  but 
allow  me.  Bob,  for  old  acquaintance  sake,  to 
ads  with  your  wife,  I  hope,"  said  he,  extending 

to  Mary,  who  took  it,  curtseying  down  to 
id,  and  blushing  up  to  her  ears. 
m  know,"  said  Mr.  Thombeny,  his  hands  behind 
and  his  eyes  still  screwed  up,  peering  at  Mary, 
s  me  that  /  have  a  better  right  to  shake  hands 
bonny  bride  than  any  of  you,  for,  decidedly,  she, 
ve  met  before,  though  I  can't  recall  where.  My 
jrou  ever  live  at  Lady  Milverton's  ?" 
dr,"  replied  Mary,  in  a  low,  tremulous  voice,  as 
yed,  with  her  eyes  bent  on  the  ground. 

Lady  Plantagenet,  perhaps?"  which  elicited 
no,"  even  more  low  and  tremulous  than   the 

ith  Mrs.  Herbert  Carington?" 

QO — ^no,  sir." 

king ! — ah !   it   might  have  been,"   continued 

less  inquisitor,  "with  Lady " 

fore  he  could  utter  the  name,  Mary's  head  fell 
m  the  shoulder  of  her  husband,  who,  putting 
round  her  waist,  with  the  other  hand,  in  great 
Q,  loosened  the  strings  of  her  bonnet,  and  fanned 

9 
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her  with  her  handkerchief ;   while,  hurling  a  somewhat 
savage  look  at  Mr.  Thomberry,  he  said — 

"  Really,  sir,  you  ask  quite  too  many  questions^-she's 
been  ill — she's  still  weak — and  she's  shy  before  so  many 
gentlemen." 

"  Bless  my  soul !  I — I  beg  your  pardon  !  I  wouldn't 
for  the  world  have  distressed  her,  if  I  could  have  supposed — 
Tut — tut — ^tut— dear  me !  How  provoking  I  don't  cany 
a  smelling-bottle,"  said  he,  rummaging  in  all  his  pockets, 
and  then  added,  turning  towards  Sir  Hugh  De  Byons  and 
De  Bussy,  without,  however,  the  slightest  irony  in  his 
look  or  tone,  for  never  was  a  poor  man  more  in  earnest, 
"but,  perhaps,  some  of  you  do  ?*' 

"  ni  run  and  get  some  Eau-de-Cologne,"  said  Owen, 
vanishing. 

But  Spriggs,  who  on  the  advent  of  "  master  and  the 
gentlemen,"  had  fallen  back  to  the  left,  and  Martha 
Ray,  who  had  retreated  so  close  to  the  commandments, 
that  she  looked  like  an  eleventh,  now  advanced  to  profier 
their  assistance,  and  as  Martha,  good,  thrifty,  forethinking 
soul  that  she  was,  had,  while  donnhig  the  Bartlett  Laven- 
der Padusay  that  morning,  recollected  that  in  her  time, 
"  there  always  used  to  be  a  deal  of  crying  and  sterricka; 
and  sucli  like,  at  weddings/'  armed  herself  with  a  some- 
what ancient  bottle  of  smelling-salts  (which  had  had  a 
sinecure  for  many  years),  in  an  oblong  bottle  of  purple 
crinkled  glass,  the  stripes  going  diagonally  round  the 
bottle,  the  bottle  itself  in  shape,  much  resembling  a  small 
heart,  shrivelled  from  ossification,  while  a  plain  uncovered 
cork  was  wedged  into  the  top  of  it. 

This,  she  now  excavated  from  the  pocket  of  the 
lavender  Padusay,  and  applying  the  long  cvai)nrat<^d  nos- 
trum to  the  insensible  invalid,  marveUed  that  it  did  not 
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(tore  her,  while  Mr.  Atterbniy  told  the  clerk 
3  of  the  windows,  and  the  air  appeared  to 
for  she  sighed,  whereupon  Mr.  Thomberry 
her  hands,  and  under  the  pretext  of  slapping 
>  bring  ho:  to,  placed  a  JPIO  note  in  it,  and 
her  hand  upon  it,  after  which,  turning  to 
he  said: 

we  had  better  all  go,  for  she'll  be  more  at  her 
ivering,  to  find  herself  only  with  her  own 
>,  nodding  to  Bob,  and  telling  Mr.  Atterbury 
rait  for  him  on  "the  green," «they  instantly 
ch  ;  and  as  Mr.  Thomberry,  after  reiterating 
to  the  bridegroom,  was  preparing  to  follow, 
relaxed  its  grasp,  and  the  JPIO  note  fell  on 
he  altar,  Robert  picjted  it  up,  and  handed  it 
ibeny,  saying, 

you  have  dropped  this,  sir  ?" 
my  good  fellow,  keep  it ;  I'm  exceedingly 
d  have  distressed  your  wife  by  my  questions ; 
mtion  of  doing  so,  I  assure  you." 
on,  sir,  Tm  sure  you  had  not ;  nor  do  I  think 
)ut  she  has  been  ill,  and  is  weak,  and — and — 
o  much,  sir,"  said  Bob,  making  an  effort  to 
money,  for  he  began  to  entertain  a  vague 
Lucifer  was  bidding  for  him,  by  all  the 
ealth  that  seemed  unsought^  to  open  on  him 

L 

my  man,  keep  it ;  and  my  good  wishes  to 
bh  it,"  said  Mr.  Thomberry,  walking  hastily 
g,  however,  in  his  own  mind  as  he  traversed 
id  thoughtfully  caressed    his  chin  with  his 

to  be  sure.     Td  give  another  ten  pounds  to 

Q  2 
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know  where  it  was  that  /  have  seen  that  young  womaa's 
&ce.  Could  it  have  been  as  witness  on  some  trial  1 — no^ 
no,  it's  not  that  either/'  thought  he,  quitting  the  church, 
but  continuing  his  cogitati6n& 

Meanwhile  Martha  Bay,  Spriggs,  and  Ruby,  who  had 
fallen  back  to  make  way  for  "the gentlefolks," now  eageriy 
pressed  forward,  and  Martha's  energetic  proceedings  in 
the  way  of  hand-slapping,  and  an  impromptu  lecture^ 
about  its  never  doing  to  "  take  on  so,  at  the  fust  go  tS, 
and  that  now  as  she  was  a  married  ooman,  she  must  lean 
to  havCy  as  sfch,  and  bear  up  hunder  pretty  well  heviy 
think,  and  she  was  very  sure  from  what  she  knowd  of 
Bob  Bumpus,  man  and  boy.  as  he'd  not  be  the  one 
to  lay  on  the  load  too  heavy,  and  come  the  husband  too 
strong."  • 

Whether  it  was  these  assurances,  or  the  slaps,  that  re- 
called Maiy  to  a  sense  of  her  matrimonial  position, 
certain  it  is,  that  she  soon  opened  her  eyes,  and  their  first 
look  was  one  of  kindness  at  her  husband,  while  Mr.  Atter- 
bury  haraig  told  the  clerk  to  bring  a  glass  of  port-wine 
from  the  vestry,  she  sipped  a  little  of  it,  which  soon 
revived  her,  and  the  chaplain  having  shaken  hands  with 
the  newly-married  paii*,  and  expressed  his  hopes  that 
neither  of  them  would  ever  have  cause  to  find  fault  with 
his  work  ;  he  left  them  to  pursue  their  way  to  the  scene 
of  the  bridal  festivities,  "The  Boar's  Head." 

Not  a  little  proud  did  the  bridegroom  feel,  as  he  again 
passed  the  Beef-eaters  with  his  pretty,  delicate-looking 
bride  leaning  on  his  arm  What  a  pity  it  is  that  every 
one  cannot  be  equally  satisfied  at  the  same  time !  But,  so 
it  is;  and  indeed  some  are  of  such  a  discontented,  ungrate- 
ful disposition,  that  though  a  double  portion  may  be 
meted  out  to  them,  they  will  still  envy  their  neighbours' 
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fliuBPB  of  Uessiiiga,  and  such,  we  are  wnj  to  be 
1  to  record,  was  the  case  with  Mr.  Thomas  Spriggs 
present  occasion,  as  he  followed  in  the  wake  of  the 
pair ;  fivr,  altlioagh  he  had  Martha  hanging  on  one 
kd  Baby  on  the  oilier,  in  his  own  mind,  he  nn- 
stf  oompaied  them  to  a  pair  of  spatterdashers, 
at  all  events  a  feller  did  not  want  to  be  saddled 
'  a  fine  sonmier  morning,"  and  though  jesting,  be 
d  by  Aristotle  as  a  virtue  that -helps  to  aocom- 
msn,  Spriggs  was  &t  from  being  of  that  opinion, 
■w  the  nudges  and  broad-grins,  and  heard  the 
p  and  whisperings  as  he  passed  through  the 
ms  gate-way,  bat  when  it  came  to  the  insubordi- 
iitries  on  guard,  actually  fiicing  to  the  right-about 
i  their  grins  in  their  sentry-boxes,  why,  then, 
Mk  an  early  opportunity  of  telling  the  bridegroom) 
lerit  reared  !  and  he  swore  in  his  own  mind,  as  not 
de  rigment  of  guards,  with  fixed  bayonets,  should  . 
b  Am  to  cany  double  agin  I'' 
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CHAPTER  VIL 


%n  ^eir  at,  or  ratjtr  of,  Jafo. 


'THE  boar's  head/'  IN  EASTCHBAP,  WITHOUT  SHAlV'^ 
PEARE,  BEN  JOHNSON,  OE  NED  ALLEYN — BUT  WBI 
PLENTY  OF  SPIBITS,  THOUGH  NONE  QUITE  80  CHORS 
AND  A  MOST  WELCOME.   THOUGH  UNINVITKD  OUESt 


^0   sooner   had   the    bridal-party    reached   Tow* 
Hill,  than  they  perceived  a  great  crowd,  and  anil 
the  Babel  of  voices  that  issued  from  it,  xni^ 
be  heard  horrible  imprecations,  preluding, 
«Youlie,IdidnV' 

"  You  did ;  I  saw  you  put  your  hand  in  the  gentleman*! 
pocket" 

"  Take  that — there's  a  window-shutter  for  you,  thenf 
And  here,  the  echo  of  a  fearful  blow  was  heard,  followed 
by  the  screams  of  the  women,  and  the  cheering  of  the 
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crowd,  when  a  policeman  dragged  forward  a  tall  stripling, 
of  decidedly  not  more  than  eighteen,  dressed  in  brown, 
md  Teiy  dirty  fustian,  looking  like  a  cast-off  stable  dress 
that  had  been  made  for  a  much  stouter  man,  as  it  was  a 
worid  too  large  for  the  lath-like  figure  it  then  hung  from, 
which  slightly  stooped,  as  if  bent  forward  by  its  own 
height 

The  features  of  this  mere  boy,  were  not  only  handsome 
in  the  regularity  of  their  outline,  but  aristocratic  in  their 
deUcacy,  though  libelled  as  it  were,  with  a  hollow,  haggard, 
dissipated,  and  thoroughly  reckless  look,  while,  true  to 
the  statistics  of  crime,  he  had  a  profusion  of  light  hair, 
which,  in  the  ordinary  course  of  things,  might  have  been 
good  and  becoming,  but  was  so  dry,  weather-beaten,  and 
neglected,  that  it  looked  more  like  the  parched,  arid  vege- 
tation at  the  foot  of  a  volcano,  than  human  hair. 

As  the  pickpocket  now  passively  allowed  liimself  to  be 
dngged  along  by  the  policeman,  from  finding  in  useless  to 
ttasi,  his  restless  eyes,  that  darted  in  and  out,  every- 
wiiere,  between  the  interstices  of  the  crowd,  as  if  seeking 
a  egress  for  the  rest  of  his  person,  suddenly  encountered 
tboee  of  Robert  Bumpus,  who,  as  if  moved  by  a  spring,  as 
addenly,  pulled  his  hat  over  his  eyes,  as  he  said  in  a  low 
and  faltering  voice  to  his  bride, 
**  Come  on,  Mary;  let  us  get  out  of  this  horrid  crowd." 
While  the  convict,  half  turning  his  head  to  look  after 
him,  muttered, 

"Hallo!  blowed  if  I  hain't  a  mind  to  go  in  for  an 
afibi,  for  I  never  seed  such  a  likeness  as  that ;  but  the 
decent  clothes,  and  the  decent  young  ooman  swear  to  the 
coiitniiy. 

Then,  assuming  as  great  a  swagger  as  his  pinioned  right 
am  would  allow,  while  he  winked  at  all  the  women  as  he 
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passed,  he  began  singmg  out  in  a  lond,  reckleas^  but  not 
unmusical  voice, 

"  Mj  father  was  a  gentleman,  and  thej  can  do  no  "wrong. 
But  my  mother  was  a  fool,  and  therefore,  not  worth  a  song; 
While  as  their  son  is  neither,  he  goes  the  pace  full  gaily. 
Even  if  the  winning-post,  should  be,  at  the  Old  Bailey ! 
Then  let's  sing  fal  de  ral, 
Sukey,  or  Pal ; 
For  twigg'd  or  not,  it  aint  no  use  to  grieve. 
And  if  legs  should  fail  yer 
Why  then,  there's  Australier, 
With  jolly  excursion  tickets-of-leave  f 

By  way  of  accompaniment  to  this  gibbet-anthem,  the 
men  among  the  dispersing  crowd,  laughed  a  low  hoarse 
laugh,  and  the  women  sighed  and  shrugged  their  shoulders 
all,  save  one  poor  widow,  who  having  an  only  son  then  at 
Sheffield,  about  the  age  of  the  convict,  wiped  her  eyes  as 
she  murmured, 

"  How  shocking !  so  young  !" 

"  It  is  not  the  timid  voice  of  ministers,"  says  Sadt 
"  that  ought  to  bring  to  the  ear  of  kings  the  lamentations 
of  the  miserable  ;  the  cries  of  the  people  should  pierce 
directly  to  the  foot  of  the  throne." 

Alas !  poor  Sadi,  this  sublime  dream  alone,  proves  thee 
to  have  been  a  jwet ;  for  keen-eyed,  slow-handed,  plodding 
science,  has  not  even  yet  discovered  the  secret  of  the 
heaven-bom  acoustics  of  this  apophthegm ;  and  long  as 
the  theoretic  germ  of  steam  was  known,  before  it  fructi- 
fied into  the  great  fact  of  practicability,  still  longer  it  is 
to  be  feared  will  it  be  that  these,  and  all  similar  humani- 
ties, will  have  to  smoulder  in  the  fertile  brains^  and  arid 
hearts  of  men,  before  their  fruits  appear  on  the  tree  of 
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Hel    And  if  the  echoes  of  the  ribald  song  of  the  felon, 

Is  boorish  laugh  of  the  mob,  and  that  of  the  half  re- 

■QDgtnnce  of  the  poor  widow  with  the  Creator,  scarcely 

Mched,  and  certainly  did  not  ripple,  even  the  smallest 

kof  of  the  slu^ish  waters  of  the  Thames,  near  as  they 

•  me;  what  chance  had  such  echoes  of  reaching  the  far 

me  distant  ear  of  kings,  and  foot  of  thrones  ?  at  all 

iiatg,  till  atmospheric   tabes   are  constructed  out  of 

Soeca's 

"  Quemcunque  miserum  videris  hominem  scias," 
ttnd  in  the  golden  Christian  rule,  of 
'Do  unto  others,  as  you  would  they  should  do  unto  you/* 

fte  sound  of  misery  must  remain  without  a  coiiTeyance. 

"I  say,    Bob?"    cried   Spriggs,   as   the   bridal-party 
•nerged  firom  Tower  Hill,  and  turned  down  Eastcheap, 
"did  you  remark  that  ere  young  chap  as  was  given  in 
Auger 
"Yes — no — ^why?'  re-asked  the  other. 
"Why?  'cause  I  knows  his  face  as  well  as  I  do  youm  ; 
tod,  moreover,  he's  the  very  picter  of  a  gemmen  as  master 
hows — some  lord  or  barrownight,  I  can't  eg-zactly  call 
to  mind  which ;  neither,  if  I  was  to  be  shot  for  it,  can  I 
remember  where  it  was  as  I  seed  the  chap  his-self/' 

"Tush  !"  responded  Bob.  "We  see  thieves  every  day 
vithout  knowing  them ;  but  this  is  the  first  time  I  ever 
heard  of  a  fellow  seeing  a  thief,  and  racking  his  brains 
to  recollect  where  he  had  the  honour  of  making  his 
acquaintance.'" 

**  Do  you  bruise  your  oats  ?'*  said  Spriggs,  winking  at 
KnL  Bay,  firom  remembering  in  time  the  professional 
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aphorism  of  a  nod  being  as  good  as  a  wink  to  a  blind 
horse,  and  therefore  not  wasting  either,  upon  Ruby,  but 
accompanying  this  ocular  telegraph  by  poking  his  tongae 
into  the  comer  of  his  cheek.  After  this  charming  piece 
of  bye-play,  he  walked  on  for  a  few  seconds  in  silence^ 
when  he  called  out  "  Weigh !''  and  pulled  up  so  suddenly, 
that  from  the  jerk,  he  hurt  both  Martha  and  Ruby's  aims, 
as  much  as  he  would  have  done  Merrythought's  month, 
had  he  treated  her  in  the  same  unwarrantable  man- 
ner,— ^which,  to  say  the  truth,  he  never  was  guilty  of 
doing. 

"  I  recollect !"  cried  he.  "  Til  tell  you  where  it  war, 
Bob,  83  I  see  that  'ere  chap.  It  war  at  that  Newmarket 
October  Meeting,  the  last  as  poor  Netherby  rode  at^  just 
afore  Jennings  did  the  job  for  him ;  and  that  youngster 
as  they  have  just  tookt  up,  I  remember  perfectly  was  one 
of  a  lot  of  thimble-rig  fellers,  and  was  a-doing  all  he  could 
to  'tice  poor  Netherby  to  the  table ;  but  lawr,  there's  no 
escaping  one's  fate, — and  the  pea  as  was  to  do  for  poor 
Jim  was  under  the  thimbleful  as  that  infernal  villain, 
Jennings,  sent  him.  But  he's  hanged  now,  and  that's 
some  little  comfort." 

"  Dear  Robert,  are  you  ill  ?"  inquired  Mary,  looking  up 
tenderly  and  anxiously  into  his  face,  as  a  sudden  spasm 
caused  him  to  oitter  a  slight  exclamation,  and  place  his 
hand  upon  his  side. 

**  No — no,"  said  he,  with  a  ghastly  smile,  as  he  let  fall 
her  arm,  and  making  a  sort  of  Circus  pirouette,  added,  with 
a  Mr.  Merryman-sort  of  bow  to  Spriggs — 

"  Now  saddle  another  horse,  will  you,  my  good  fellow? 
— for,  look  you,  the  altar  and  the  halter  are  too  much  in 
one  day.  Though,"  added  he,  turning  back  to  Mary,  and 
affectionately  pressing  her  hand  as  he  re-placed  it  under 


OS,  A  PBB80N  or  CONBSQimNCE.  285 

)m  am,  **  I  have  attained  to  an  estate  Uydty  wbich  I 

ndd  not  ezibaiige  for  the  Qneen's  dominion&" 

"Alli^gfat,"  said  Spriggs.    ""But  there  is  this  advan- 

'  1^^  under  both  eircninstoff ees,  that  as  soon  as  a  feller  is 

'  ittv  married  or  hanged,  he  is  out  of  suspense,  at  aQ 

MBfti;  though  it  aint  but  a  sunk  fence,  betwixt  catting 

%  md  cutting  down,  neither.'' 

'HiDo!    Lay  to,  there.    Weddinga-hoy!"  cried  a  voice 

lorn  behind  the  bridal-party,  as  they  had  almost  neared 

"Ae  Boards  Head;**  and  upon  simultaneously  turning 

nnd,  they  beheld  a  tall,  thin,  meny-looking  sailor, — 

lb  leased  flat-crowned  hat,  with  its  new  blue  ribbon 

temers,  very  much  at  the  back  of  his  head,  thereby 

Aplaying  the  two  little  chestnut  ringlets  on  either  temple 

tf  hifl  high  forehead ;  and  his  long-cut  blue  eyes,  with 

latter  twinkling  in  their  comers.    Though  his  nose  was 

rfthe  longest,  it  was  thin,  and  well  chiselled ;  as  was  his 

amewhat  large  mouth,  displaying  two  rows  of  dazzling 

teeth.    In  a  word,  though  both  he,  and  his  friends  ignored 

ike  fcct,  he  was  the  very  fac-simile  of  the  portrait  of  Francis 

4e  First. 

His  jacket  was  as  new  as  it  was  blue ;  his  shirt  of 
nowy-white,  curiously,  and  elaborately  embroidered  in 
liain-stitch,  the  broad  collar  turned  down,  and  a  blue 
Ok  kerchief  round  his  neck,  the  ends  of  which,  were 
assed  throngh  a  massive  barbaric  gold  Indian-looking 
ing,  with  three  large  uncut  rubies  in  it.  An  enormous 
KVQur,  large  as  a  brobdignag  magnolia,  adorned  his 
Dtton-hole,  his  Russia  duck  trowsers  made  wide  at  the 
ikles,  and  thereby  displaying  to  the  best  advantage,  a 
lir  of  blue  and  white  ribbed  silk  stockings,  and  shoes, 
lib  broad  resplendcntly-cut  sUver  buckles,  were  of  the 
M  daf*^^'"g  brightness  as  his  linea    Out  of  one  of  the 
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pockets  ot  his  jacket  fluttered  the  corner  of  a  white  ailk 
pocket-handkerchief,  upon  which  was  eij^broidered  in 
purple  silk  a  crown  and  anchor,  and  the  initials 
T.  C,  while  under  his  arm  he  carried  a  long  ailver* 
paper  parcel. 

Hastily  nodding  to  Martha  and  Buby  as  he  passed,  he 
seized  the  bridegroom's  hand  with  his  own  left  hand,  and 
giving  it  a  sonorous  slap  with  the  right,  exclaimed — 

''Bob,  my  hearty!  how  are  you?  Hoorahl  three 
cheers  for  the  Bobert  and  Mary  !  The  mate's  as  honest 
a  fellow  as  ever  lived.  And,"'  continued  he,  with  a 
glance  at  Maiy,  **  it's  always  customaiy  to  christen  the 
figure-head  at  a  launch ; — ^well,  well,''  seeing  the  colour 
that  mantled  over  her  &ce,  ''I'll  wait  till  we  get  into 
port ;  but  I  hope  you  won't  refuse  to  hoist  my  colours  T 
Then  he  withdrew  from  under  his  arm  the  silver-paper 
parcel,  containing  a  very  magnificent  carnation-coloured 
China  crape  shawl,  rich  with  that  cunning  embroidery 
peculiar  to  the  (Chinese,  which,  unlike  politics,  has  no 
wrong  side.  But,  to  avoid  Mary's  thanks,  he  laid  his 
hand  ou  Bob's  shoulders  as  he  turned,  and  walked  by  his 
side,  saying  as  he  did  so,  "  And  so  you're  actually  spliced, 
at  last!  old  fellow  r 

"  Polly!"  cried  the  bridegroom,  for  all  reply,  "  shake 
hands  with  him  ;  this  is  Jack  Bosinscrape,  as  genuine  a 
trump  1  as  you'll  find  between  Eastcheap  and  the  Antille&'' 

"  Indeed,"  said  Mary,  obeying  with  alacrity.  "  Bobert 
has  so  often  talked  about  you  to  me,  that  I  &n(^  you  are 
an  old  acquaintance,  Mr.  Bosinscrape." 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!  Mister  Bosinscrape." 

"  Bless  your  pretty  face,  Polly,  my  deai* !  call  me  Jack,  for 
Misters  aint  no  more  use  to  a  sailor,  than  a  side-pocket 
would  be  to  a  cow." 
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li*  wlifle  he  mm  wxingiiig  her  hand,  he  was  assaQed 
danMiroiia  inquiries  from  the  rear ;  Spriggs  hoping  he 
1  got  plenty  of  new  songs,  and  had  not  foi-gotten  none 
fte  old  onesp  above  which,  rose  Martha  Sa/s  west- 
■tiy  iabetto,  reproachfnlly  saying — 
"Noir,  Jack  Boeinscrape,  I  do  take  it  vezy  onkind  of 
»M  ee  never  asks  after  my  Polly  ?" 
'Tour  P6lly«  indeed ;  who  conld  think  of  your  Polly, 
Btha  Ray,  alongside  of  Bob's  pretty  PoUy?  Why." 
iU  he,  tuning  suddenly  and  shaking  her  hand,  while 
*  It  die  same  time  took  one  of  Ruby's,  elevating  his 
jAtooi  to  Spriggs,  as  his  only  remaining  available 
di^"  I  hadn't  time  even  to  ask  after  my  sweetheai-t, 
bf,  here ;  for  you  know,  Martha^"  glancing  back  at  the 
da  out  of  the  corners  of  his  laughing  blue  eyes,  **a 
tBOos  woman  is  above  rubies." 

'Ay,  very  true,  I  forgive  ee,  Jack,  as  here  we  are  at 
!  Boar  s  Head,"  laughed  Martha,  pointiug  to  the  efhgy 
that  animal,  as  limned  on  the  Tviudow-bliiid  of  the 
on,  **  for  two  heads  is  better  than  one." 
}n  entering  the  narrow,  sanded  passage,  and  finding 
arms  once  more  free,  Spriggs  twisted  his  handkerchief 
>  a  sort  of  professional  wisp,  and  began  rubbing  d(A\ii 
&ce  with  the  obligato  st-hiss !  accompaniment,  with 
ieh  he  was  wont  to  assist  at  Merrythought's  toilette, 
[  having  congratulated  himself  on  once  more  being  a 
^man  without  encumbrances,  the  whole  party  entered 
old  wainscoted  parlour,  now  profanely  })ainted  white, 
still  adorned  with  some  flagrant  old  line  engravings 
ts  whilom  patrons.  Here,  the  table  was  already  laid 
dinner,  and  in  one  comer  of  the  room  was  a  triangular 
kt,  rotund  with  punch-bowls,  and  glittering  with 
fih-huUes,  with  angels,  and  rose  nobles,  of  unalloyed 


288  THE  WORLD  iilD  Hlg  WIFE  ; 

gold  inflerted  in  their  bowls,  and  surrounded  by  **  parody 
gilt  goblets,"  that  Mr&  Quickly  herself  would  not  have 
disdained. 

With  combined  nautical  gallantry  and  order,  Jack 
Bosinscrape  began  ''stowing  away"  the  three  bonnets, 
handling  the  bride's  perhaps  a  little  more  gingerly  than 
the  rest,  but  tying  all  the  strings  with  great  neatness  and 
adroitness,  and  suspending  them  from  some  of  the  divers 
brass-hooks  that  went  round  the  room  for  such  purposes; 
he  was  then  about  to  reheve  Mary  of  the  parcel  containing 
his  own  costly  gift,  when  she,  with  an  innate  good 
breeding,  which  many  finer  ladies  so  often  lack,  said, 
"No,  no,  I  must  put  on  my  beautiful  shawl,  which  is  too 
handsome  to  wear  every  day,  and  indeed  too  good  for  me 
at  any  time,  but  not  too  good  for  this  day,"  she  added, 
looking  afiectionately  at  her  delighted  husband,  who,  after 
returning,  the  look  with  interest,  hastily  left  the  room  to 
conceal  his  emotion,  and  order  the  wine  for  the  marriage- 
feast,  leaving  Bosinscrape  proudly  arranging  the  folds  of 
the  magnificent  Canton  crape,  on  the  bride's  shoulders, 
which,  when  done,  he  stood  at  a  little  distance  from  her, 
contemplating  it  with  folded  arms,  and  only  wishing  that 
old  Ching-Fou,  the  Chinaman  who  sold  it  to  him,  and  did 
him  on  a  chest  of  painted  green  tea,  could  see  it  now, 
wouldn't  he  want  his  shawl  back  ?  and  didn't  they  wish 
he  might  get  it,  that's  all  ?" 

Indeed,  small  as  that  wainscoted-room  was,  it  seemed  to 
contain  sympathetic  occupation  for  every  ona  Mrs.  Ray 
minutely  examined  the  old  china  in  the  bufiet,  even 
flipping  it  with  her  fingers,  to  ascertain  whether  it  had  any 
flaws  ;  and  Ruby  had  discovered  in  another  comer  of  the 
room  a  splendid  portrait  of  a  black  cat,  not  so  much  a 
work  of  art^  as  of  industry,  as  it  was  composed  of  black 
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tan-vdret,  puted  apon  white  card-board,  and  redinin/E; 
n  a  red  ootton-Telvet  cushion,  looking  at  vacancy,  or  it 
^  be,  at  mythological  mice,  through  two  large,  yellow- 
ng^eyea. 

'(ft,  Smudge  i  Smudge!"  cried  Buby,  clapping  her 
■da  on  the  diB0O?eiy. 

*Wdl,  ao  it  is,  veiy  much  like  Smudge,  my  lambskin,'* 
il  Martha^  immediately  joining  her,  and  responding  to 
iippeaL 

Vhile  Spriggs,  who  did  not  eveiy  day  wear  coloured 
fHie^  and  one  of  his  master's  shirts,  had  no  idea  of  not 
ting,  as  well  as  dressing,  the  part;  so  having  rubbed 
itn  his  &ce,  he  flipped  the  dust  from  his  boots,  then 
nnd  his  back  to  the  fireless  grate,  standing  in  homoeo- 
thic  proportions,  in  a  similar  attitude  to  the  Colossus  of 
lodes^  with  his  hands  behind  his  back  and  his  head  very 
let ;  having  first  rung  the  bell,  to  answer  which,  an 
der-sxzed,  and  somewhat  bow-legged  waiter  appeared ; 
I  inns  he  also  bowed  out  in  a  curious  manner,  thus 
fing  vistas  through  his  whole  person,  that  Capability 
owne  might  in  vain  have  emulated ;  therefore  had  he 
anks  to  all  this  openness)  attempted  anything  like 
»rtion,  he  would  have  been  easily  seen  through.  His 
e  was  dark  and  swarthy,  but  at  the  same  time  mild  and 
ndlin,  surmounted  by  a  perfect  quick-set  hedge  of  black, 
borately  frizzled  hair;  in  short,  the  contour  of  his 
ire  was  very  much  that  of  a  spitch-cocked  chicken,  with 
I  mushrooms  left  out 

"Did  you  ring,  sir?"  he  inquired,  upon  opening  the 
IT  rapidly,  taking  notes  of  the  whole  party,  and  there- 
e  addressing  the  query  to  Spriggs,  who  rising  with  the 
asion,  after  slightly  balancing  himself  to  and  fro,  said 
k  that  humming  and  hawing,  which,  from  his  observa- 
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tions  on  men  and  things,  he  deemed  peculiarly,  not  to  say 
exclusively  aristocratic. 

"Aw — ^yes — aw — ^but  aw — ^waitaw — ^what's  your  name, 
aw  ?  for  aw — ^when — aw,  one  has  not  one's  own  servants  to 
wait — aw,  one  aw — likes  aw — to  know  aw — ^the  aw — ^name 
aw — of  the  people  who  aw  attend." 

'*  Very  good,  sir — ^yes  sir — certainly  sir.  My  name  is 
Fowkes,  sir." 

"  Fawkes — aw,  hany  relation  of  the  horiginal  Guy's,  aw?** 

"  Not  Fawkes,  sir,  Fowkes  ;  with  a  ho  (o)  please  sir." 

"  Dear  heart  1"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Bay,  now  catching  the 
by  no  means  euphonious  name,  taking  off  her  spectadea^ 
and,  notwithstanding  a  deprecatory  frown  hurled  at  her 
by  Spriggs,  advancing  with  most  unaristocratic  respect 
towards  its  owner.  "  Pray,  sir,  may  I  make  so  bold  as  to 
ask  if  so  be,  as  you  are  any  relation  to  one  Mrs.  Fowkes, 
a  widow  ooman,  as  rents  a  tenement  of  a  brother  of  mine, 
John  Palfreyman,  down  at  Twaddleton,  near  FieldFleuiyf* 

"  Oh,  lawr,  ah  !  marm,"  responded  the  waiter,  involun- 
tarily pressing  both  his  hands  on  his  chest,  and  accom- 
panying the  action  with  an  equally  involuntaiy  grimaoa 
"  Hunfortunately  I'm  her  nevey  (nephew),  the  terriblest 
old  screw  as  hever  lived.  I  was  pretty  nearly  starved  to 
death  by  her,  and  so  one  fine  morning  I  tooked  and  runned 
away,  comed  hup  to  London,  and  getting  a  chance  by  a 
vacancy  in  the  Boar,  I  asked  for  the  place,  and  became  a 
waiter." 

"  Which  you  never  could  have  been,"  put  in  Spriggs, 
anxious  at  one  and  the  same  time,  to  stop  any  more  ex- 
planations between  him,  and  Mr&  Bay,  and  display  his 
wit  "  Which  you  never  could  have  been,  aw,  without  a 
screw — so  aw — ^you  ought  to  be  very  much  obliged  to  the 
bold  lady." 
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ImkC  remmed  the  undaunted  Martha  Bay. 
.  to  Ikiiik  aa  you  are  a  Twaddleton  man,  and  Mra 
i%  nefBf.  How  well  I  remember  that  ere  old  house 
» in  the  eomer  of  Well-dose^  and  the  long  common 
:  on  ilh  yon  lemembor  that  long  common  leading 
llkmyf 

nember  the  short  commons  a  deal  better,"  said 
shaking  hia  head,  and  rapidly  transferring  the 
liiatiraa  mkler  his  ri^  arm  to  his  left,  in  the  very 
mfiotthat  the  painfnl  reminiscence  occasioned 
\  m  pcriiapa  empty  regret,  wonld  be  the  more  appro- 


l<Il*  smiled  Martha :  John  Palfceyman  do  complain 
iqg  teniUe  near,  and  the  difficulty  he  always 

f  to  get  his  rent^  though  every  one  knows  she's  main 

Itoda" 

.  'Ok  lawr  V*  rejoined  the  starved  scion  of  the  house  of 
subsiding  into  all  the  ease  of  friendly  equality 
0k  Mra.  Bay.  "  The  richest  scene  as  hever  I  see,  was 
lb  Toosday  afore  I  rund  away,  between  Aunt  Fowkes 
MlMr.PaIfireyman.  She  seed  him  a  coming  across  the 
NUBcm  from  Field  Fleuiy,  and  making  for  the  turn  of  the 
im,  and  she  knew  that  meant  *  rent ;'  so  quick  as  light- 
ly she  slams  up  the  leaf  of  the  walnut-tree  bureau,  iuto 
ritfch,  she  had  just  put  another  canvass  bag  of  sovereigns, 
ilGster  Terps  Quirker  had  brought  her  down  that  very 
wft  her  own  rent  for  three  houses,  as  she  have  got  here  in 
mkm  in  Hatton  Qarden,  and  turning  the  key,  she  puts 
;ii  her  pocket 

"  Jeriy,"  says  she  to  me — '*  my  name  is  Jeremiah,  but  in 
le  fiunly  way,  they  drops  the  lamentatiqns,  and  calls  me 
any.  Well  Jerry,"  says  she,  "  you  heave  down  tliat  viv 
mt  Bible^  and  it  was  a  heave  I  sui-e  enough,  a  great 

▼01*  L  * 
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twelve-ponnder  of  a  hold  and  new  Testamait,  with  notes 
and  picturs,  and  psalms,  and  hymns,  and  canticles  like, 
rolled  into  one,  as  Madam  Mornington  had  give  her  for 
jining  the  Atat  Ark  of  Salvation,  which  I  verily  believe 
she  did  jine,  because  t^ere  aint  no  charityHseimons,  nor 
any  bother  kind  of  charity  there  ;  so  with  a  great  tog,  I 
bawls  it  down,  and  tumbles  it  on  to  the  table,  from  the 
top  of  the  walnut-tree  bureau,  where  it  always  stood 
looking  as  hurley  as  a  bishop.  She  hopens  it  at  random, 
it  was  a  breeches  Bible,  full  of  picters,  as  I  said  afore,  and 
as  she  had  opened  it  upside  down,  if  there  wamt  Hadam 
and  Heve  a  stanning  hon  their  eads.  When  I  see  this,  I 
thought  I  should  ave  busted  with  laughing ;  and  as  I 
knew  she  could  not  do  much  to  me  before  Mister  Palfrey- 
man  would  come  in,  *  Aunt,'  says  I,  *  is  that  the  way  they 
prays  at  the  Ark  ?  How  tired  their  heyes  must  be,  from 
having  such  a  precious  long  way  to  tura  them  up.' 

"  'Jerry,  you  himp  of  darkness,'  says  she,  *I'll  teach 
you  to  blaspheme  in  that  way,  and  subvert  the  order  of 
natur/  trying  to  hit  me  a  knock  with  her  clenched  fist, 
but  I  ducked,  and  so  escaj^ed  to  the  other  side  of  the 
table,  where  t  said,  rubbing  my  cheek  that  she  meant  to 
have  hurt,  *  It  aint  I,  aunt  Fowkes,  as  subverts  the  order 
of  natur,  for  I  never  stands  upon  my  ead'  " 

"  ' Ugh!  you  C4ist-away,'  says  she,  'Cain  was  a  Cbsset 
to  you,*  and  with  that  she  give  me  such  a  dig  in  the 
chest,  across  the  table,  that  I  sprawled  my  full  length 
on  the  red-brick  flure,  jist  as  Mister  Palfreyman  put  his 
hand  on  the  latch  of  the  door  and  walked  in,  when  the 
•  old  crocodile  turns  up  her  heyes  and  says,  in  one  of  her 
raanna-in-the-wildemess  voices,  mild  as  new  milk — 

* '  Heaven  have  you  in  its  holy  keeping,  John  Palfi'ey- 
man ;  Iwas  just  explaining  the  mystery  of  the  fall  to  Jerry.' 
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f  8»  I  poraom,'  mjb  Mister  Pdfrejrnuui,  '  bot  I  be 

p  a  lue  in  the  lenl^  Mra  Fowkeb ;  for  tJiis  here 

I  kooM  bM  been  nndei4e(  fiur  too  kmg,' 

1 1  John  fUfieyman,  don't  be  too  hard  upon  a 

■e  «idoir;-^haft  eays  this  blessed  book?  'the 

,  is  mereifal  to  his * 

■B^' aqrs  Mister  Bdfip^ymsn,  finishing  the  sentenoe 

r;'sj,  sj.  Mm  VowkdB^  and  goodness  knows  t 

001  metqiM  to  you  hnig  enooj^i — but  my  rent  I 

imimjnaAl  iiMMlhaYa' 

'IBk  nMB»  en  jon  get  hkwd  oat  of  a  stone  T  ssjs 

t  sU  gsl^  dasping  on  her  band^  and  taming  hap  her 

JUal  frshkn.' 
^'Te%  I  OKO,  Mra  Fowfceq,'  says  Ifister  Falfirqrman, 
i^s  a  bk>od-stone  ^   and  I  know  as  Mister  Grosbie 
T,  the  lyejfeTt  was  down  here  this  morning,  a  bring- 
[  €n  yon  money.' 

'As  I  hope  to  be  saved,'  says  the  old  sinner,  always 
to  the  letter,  and  throwing  the  sperit  hovei* 
'Mister  Grosbie  Quirker  has  never  darkened  my 
Nb  this  day/ 

*'Tat^  tat — eiz  o'  on^  and  half-a-dozen  of  tother; — I 
I  aqr  be  mistaken  as  to  the  man,  bnt  not  as  to  the  fact ; 
t:  iri  if  it  wam't  Mister  Grosbie,  it  war  his  brother  Terps, 
the  'tomey.' 

"'Well,  be  only  cam^'  says  the  hold  hyenar,  'to  say 
m  I  mast  wait  for  my  own  rents ;  and  you  know,  John 
Mfrcjman,  with  all  tlie  good-will  in  the  world,  I  can't 
iqr  money  till  I  get  it' 

*  'Nonsense,  Mra  Fowkes,  I'd  lay  my  best  brood-mare 
to  a  tomtit^  that  yon  have  more  money  at  this  moment, 
is  that  ere  walnntrtree  bureau,  than  would  pay  three 
fBin'  rent^'  and  widi  that,  he  hits  the  leaf  a  hard  blpw 
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with  his  heavy  oaken  stick,  till  the  yellow-hammers  in 
the  canvass-bag  chinked  again.  *  Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !*  laughed 
Mister  Palfreyman,  *  money  always  tells  !  what  do  you 
call  thaty  Kezia  Fowkes?* 

"  *  What  do  I  call  it  V  says  the  old  limb,  never  at  a  loss 
for  a  lie,  and  as  free  with  them  as  she  is  saving  of  her 
money,  'what  do  I  call  it?  why  man,  the  chink  of  the 
Tostle  christening-spoons,  as  ave  been  in  our  £Eunily 
hmidreds  and  hundreds  of  years,  for  though  the  Fowkes's 
is  nobodies  now,  and  poor  Kezia. has  not  wherewithal 
to  pay  her  rent,  my  mother's  great-great-great-great-great- 
grandmother  was  pretty  Amy  Turner,  daughter  to  Madam 
Turner,  as  was  yellow-starcher  to  Queen  Elizabeth,  and 
did  up  all  her  ruffs  ;  and  thafs  the  way  as  we  come  by 
so  many  Tostle-spoons  in  the  family  ;  and  poor  as  I  am, 
I'd  starve  afore  I'd  part  with  one  of  them/ 

"  *  Well,'  says  Mister  Palfreyman,  with  that  ere  merry 
twinkle  in  his  eye,  *  just  let  us  see  these  wonderful  spoons. 
But  the  old  cocatrice  wam't  such  a  spoon  as  all  that 
comes  to  ;  so,  folding  her  arms,  she  leans  her  whole 
weight,  mounting  the  breach  like  on  the  great  Bibl^ 
determined  that  he  might  take  her  life,  but  should  not 
have  her  money,  till,  from  words  they  nearly  come  to 
blows  ;  but  bones  won,  that  is,  aunt  Fowkes  got  the  day, 
for  she  kept  Mister  Palfreyman  till  evening  began  to 
gloam,  when  he  was  so  tired  he  was  obliged  to  give  in, 
but  not  without  a  parting  compliment,  for,  shaking  his 
stick  at  her,  he  said — 

"  *  Look  ee,  Kezia  Fowkes,  if  I  had  but  another  tenant 
like  yoUy  I'd  give  Lucifer  'tother,  to  bribe  him  to  carry 
you  off  before  morning.'" 

When  they  had  all  done  laughing  at  Mr.  Fowkes's 
anecdote  of  his  amiable  relative,  Spriggs,  pantominiically 
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mg  an  imaginary  moustache  a  twirl,  resumed  his  cou- 
[Wtial  airs^  and  said — 

'Aw,  waiter,  I  rang  for  you  to  know  whether  aw — the 
—mess-man  at  the  Tow-aw  sent  anything  here  for 

r 

'What  name,  sir?" 

'Aw— Spriggs,     aw — Captain     Spriggs,     Orenadier 

■da" 

bwkes  bowed,  and  withdrew,  with  an — 

III  see,  air." 

IpiggS  arranged  his  coUar,   by  way  of  peroration, 

le  Jack  Bosinscrape  held  his  sides,  leant  back  in 

dhair,  and   fiiirly  roared  till   he  might   have   been 

td  at  the  Nora 

Well,  you  are  the  coolest  hand  I  ever  saw,  Spriggs," 

1  he,  as  soon  as  he  could  speak. 

Not  at  all,  my  dear  fellow — ^there  are  tricks  in  every 

le;  and  in  hour  profession,  that  is,  among  gentle- 

fs  gentlemen,  we  always  take    either   our   masters* 

les  or  their  titles,  as  a  handle  to  hour  own  names." 

Ha-ha!   ha!  hawl  down  that  flag,  my  fine  fellow; 

Vcno  business   to    sail  in  the  Admiral's  ship,  for, 

Tey  is  your  gentlemen 's-gentleman." 

No  offence,  my  dear  fellow,  but  since  you  left  the 

en's,  for  the  merchant  service,  all  for  the  *  filthy  lucre 

[Mn/  as  they  say  at  the  Thayater,  your  manners  is 

rn  terrible  rusty, — or,  Td  jist  ask  you  what  was  a  poor 

dling  valley-de-sham,  whose  life  is  wedged  between 

^oves,  French   polish,  cambric  ankitchers,  hand  Ho 

Toolong,  compared  with  a  man  as  sees  the  world,  on 

back  of  the  best  blood  in  England,  and  is  a  judge  of 

leshr 

efore  Bosdnscrape   could  reply  to  the  physiological 
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query  Spriggs  had  propounded,  the  waiter  Teturaed, 
bringing  in  a  somewhat  bulky  square  parcel,  wrapx>ed  in 
some  very  official-looking  thick-wove  foolscap." 

"  I  don't  know  if  this  is  it^  sir  ?  but  there  ain't  no 
Cappen  hon  it,  honly  plain  Spriggs,  Boar's  Head, 
Heastcheap/' 

"  Plain  Spriggs,  indeed, — sir  !  Fd  have  you  to  know," 
said  he,  snatching  the  parcel  out  of  the  trembling  Jerry*e 
hand,  that  there  are  no  plain  Spriggs.  We  are  all  a 
'andsome  family, — except,  indeed,  the  sprigs  of  shillelah, 
with  which  the  lower  borders  hof  Hirish  knock  each  other 
down.  And  has  for  the  one  word,  Spriggs,  being  hon  this 
parcel,  I  suppose  how  hever  hignorant  you  may  be  of  the 
customs  and  'abits  of  the  great  world,  you  sometimes  read 
the  noose-papers?" 

"  Ye — ye — yes,  sir.  Oh  !  yes,  whenever  I  git  a  chance,*' 
said  the  still  trembling  Fowkes,  rolling  the  comer  of  his 
napkin  nervously  into  an  allumette. 

"  Well,  then — ^pray,  sir,  when  did  you  hever  see  a  letter 
from  a  nobleman,  when  they  write  to  "  The  Times  **  about 
tape,  or  turnips,  molasses,  or  mouse-traps,  or  hany  of  the 
bother  great  wcytional  questions — when,  I  say,  did  you 
hever  see  them  sign  but  their  one  surname,  *  Portarjis,'  or 
*  St.  Heliers,'  hor  whatever  their  title  may  be,  without  any 
riff-raff  Charleses,  Toms,  or  'Arrys,  a-running  after  it,  like 
duns  after  a  debtor,  eh  V 

"  Beg  your  pardon,  sir,  Fm  sure,"  said  Jerry,  backing 
as  far  from  the  august  presence,  as  the  narrow  limits  of 
the  room  would  allow.  "  And  are  you  a  nobleman,  sir? — 
my  lord,  I  mean.'* 

"Well,  sir,"  said  Spriggs,  drawing  himself  up  into  a 
most  ludicrous  state  of  perpendicularity,  and  transfixing 


OR,  A  FEBSON  OF  OONSEQUENOE.  247 

the  quivering  Fowkes  with  a  terrific  look  of  mingled 
severity  and  dignity, 

"  If  I  am  not^  I  had  ort  to  be ;''  and  then  suddenly 
flinging  his  assumed  greatness  to  the  winds,  as  a  harlequin 
does  his  outer  disgmse,  and  placing  both  his  hands  on  the 
astounded  Jerry's  shoulders,  before  that  functionary  could 
either  escape  or  remonstrate,  he  took  what  he  called  a 
standing-lei^  over  that  personage*s  highly  frizzled  head ; 
ne3Ct  giving  him  a  slap  on  the  back  to  restore  his 
equilibrium,  idiich  nearly  thumped  the  breath  out  of  his 
body,  Mr.  Spriggs  added,  with  all  the  easy  fEimiliarity  of 
liis  own  natural  character,  as  he  proceeded  to  open  the 
parcel,  which  contained  several  damask  napkins, 

•*  Now,  Jerry,  my  boy ;  having  shown  you  how  to  take 
a  standing  leap,  111  show  you  how  to  ride  to  cover  in  a 
hand-gallop." 

So  saying,  he  proceeded  to  fold  the  napkins  with  great 
dexterity,  into  the  exact,  but  somewhat  ghastly  similitude 
of  a  foif  s  head, — ^placing  them,  as  he  xlid  them,  round  the 
tabla 

**  Well,  I  never !"  cried  the  amazed  and  delighted  Jeny. 
"That  beats  cock-fighting." 

"Where's  Bob?"  asked  Rosinscrape,  in  almost  equal 
admiration  of  Mr.  Spriggs's  ingenuity ;  to  which  the  latter 
replied,  after  a  stentorian  View-halloo  !  that  made  all  the 
glasses  ring,  and  the  china  rattle  : — "  Stole  away !" 

"  No,  he's  not,"  said  Bob,  now  entering,  followed  by  the 
landlady  carrying  the  fiivst  dish,  and  the  landlord  carrying 
a  basket  of  wine.  Nor  did  the  procession  end  there ;  as 
two  confectioners'  men  from  Birch's  brought  up  the  rear, 
with  two  wooden  trays  on  their  heads,  one  laden  witli 
choice  fruits,  the  other  with  confectionery, — in  the  centre 
of  which,    towered  a  large  wedding-cake,  embellished  by 


248  THE  WORLD  AND   HIS  WIFE  ; 

a  model  of  the  Hans  Van  Kelp  in  sugar,  but  dressed  in 
colours  for  the  occasion,  and  all  her  yards  manned ;  while 
on  the  deck  was  an  effigy  of  the  donor,  Jack  Eosinscrape 
himself,  in  the  bluest,  whitest,  and  reddest  of  sugar, — 
flourishing  a  highly-glazed  Spanish-liquorice  hat,  and 
judging  from  his  widely-distended  mouth,  apparently 
cheering  most  energeticaUy, 

At  length,  the  whole  party  were  seated  ;  and  one  of  the 
delicate  little  entr^  being  a  calf  s  head,  with  a  lemon  in 
its  mouth,  in  humble  imitation  of  the  portrait  of  the 
boar's  that  figured  on  the  window-blind,  innumerable  were 
the  quips  and  cranks  it  inspired:  among  others,  upon 
Mr.  Spriggs  declining  Jack  Kosinscrape's  offer  of  helping 
him  to  some  of  it,  Jack  observed,  with  a  wink  at  the  rest 
of  the  company, 

'*  Ah  !  I  understand, — don't  like  to  set  the  horses  a  bad 
example  of  eating  their  heads  off." 

Whereat,  Mr.  Spriggs  looked  horse-whips,  but  used 
none,  being  busy  at  the  moment,  helping  himself  to  some 
lobster-sauce  with  his  sahnon,  till  Ruby  asking  him,  two 
minutes  after,  "  Why  the  calf's  head  had  a  lemon  in  its 
moutli?"  gave  him  an  opportimity  of  retorting,  as  lie 
glanced  at  Eosinscrape — 

"  Why  do  they  put  a  lemon  in  its  moutli  ?  Wliy,  my 
dear,  to  show  that  it's  easy  for  even  the  silliest  things  to 
have  something  sharp  at  the  end  of  their  tongue." 

"  You'ni  a  nice  yomig  man  for  a  small  tea-party  !  you 
are,"  laughed  Eosinscrape,  in  his  broad  Devonshire  accent 
(for  he  wa^  a  Pljrmouth  man) ;  and,  as  he  laughed,  he 
aimed  a  pellet  of  bread  at  Spriggs, — which,  missing 
its  aim,  hit  Mary's  cheek,  to  the  great  consternation 
of  the  archer,  who  began  making  the  most  vehement 
apologies. 
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1 1  I  aasnre  yofo,  Mr.  Bosiiiacrape,  it  did  not  hurt 
be  least,"  eaid  Maiy. 

Boonaenipe !  now  is  it  poesible,  Bob^  that  you 
rer  told  your  wife  as  it  was  you,  as  gi?e  me  that 
nick-name  of  Bosinscrape  f    I  assure  yon 
rBobeit  Bompns,''  added  he,  turning  to  her,  "that 
.  like  the  Irishman,  '  till  christened  I  had  ne'er  a 
I  to  my  back,'  yet,  after  that  ceremony,  I  was  called 
i  Osrew,  and  it  was  on  account  of  my  worrying  the 
baofmetimes,  that  your  lord  and  master  there,  andalot 
I  of  they  Twaddleton  and  Field  Fleuiy  men,  eight  years 
^one  night  at  Momington  Manor,  in  the  old  squire's 
tAen  I  was  a  fiddling  one  Christmas  Eve  in  the 
hall,  for  all  of  them  to  dance  to,  that  they  give 
B  that  nick-name,  and  rve  never  been  able  to  scrape  it 


"Ah!  well,"  said  Spriggs,  with  a  groan,  "make  the 
Ml  of  it,  for  you  wont  never  have  no  more  fiddling,  nor 
isting  at  Momington  Manor,  I  can  tell  you ;  long  prayers 
d  short  commons  is  the  border  of  the  day  now,  and 
l^t  too  for  that  matter ;  nothing  merrier  than  mouthed 
■fts,  nothing  greater  than  small  beer,  with  unlimited 
mi^ts  on  the  pump  for  the  men,  and  hymns  without 
li  for  the  women,  but  no  he's  !  and  then  for  hair  hand 
nercise,  walks  bin  hall  weathers — rain,  hail,  or  shine — 
bpim  to  *  The  Akk,'  which  haint  to  compare  to  Noah's, 
or  bin  hisen,  the  banimals  at  all  ewents  was  pleasant 
Ind  sociable  like,  hand  had  the  manners  to  henter  bin, 
llB  pairs, 

The  ducks  a  leaning  on  the  drakes, 

The  geese  upon  the  ganders. 

Owls,  jackdaws,  doves,  and  speckled  snakes,' 

Corn-crakes,  and  salamanders. 
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But  at  '  The  Atat/  sich  sociability  would  be  *  unful !' 
and  so  the  men,  at  least  as  many  on  'em  as  is  fo<ds 
enough  to  go,  all  swarms  hin  hat  one  door,  like  a  doud  of 
locusts,  hand  the  women  hat  'tother  like  a  swarm  of 
hants,  for  Jacks  and  Jills  they're  all  in  black,  colour  of 
their  sins  I  s*pose ;  so  that  one  longs  to  say  to  'em,  as 
SaUy  Sykes,  the  dairymaid  at  Momington,  said  to  the 
hartist  has  cut  hout  her  likeness  hin  black  paper  at 
Twaddleton  fair  last  Michaelmas,  *  Now  couldn't  ee,  if  I 
give  ee  sixpence  more,  put  a  dab  o*  red  in  un  f  he  looks 
so  dreadful  dismal  to  be  sure.'  " 

"  Ha !  ha  !  ha !  Well  done,  Sally  Sykes  ;  but  as  fidr 
Madam  Momington,  there  always  was  a  cross  of  the 
Siberian  crab  in  her,"  laughed  Carew,  "  and  that's  not  a 
fniit  that  mellows  with  age,  and  she  must,  I  shotild  think, 
be  hard  upon  sixty-five/' 

**Hon  the  contrairy/*  i-ejoined  Spriggs,  *' it's  sixty-five  that 
is  hard  upon  her,  for  slie  looks  houtrageous  old,  hand  un- 
kimmen  plain  about  the  head  to  be  sure  !" 

**  Hear !  hear !  hear !"  roared  Carew,  knocking  the 
handle  of  his  knife  upon  the  table  by  way  of  applause, 
and  then,  in  proposing  the  ladies'  healths,  collectively  and 
individually  (several  times),  he  always  accompanied  the 
gallantry  by  some  mirth-provoking  "sentiment"  or  "yam," 
so  that  though  those  old  walls  had  in  their  young  days 
echoed  to  racier  wit,  they  certainly  never  inclosed  a  merrier 
party.  **8ans  compter  le  manger,"  and  if  Bosinscrape's 
stories  (as  his  friends  continued  to  call  him),  proved,  as 
Rabelais  says  of  another  hero,  "quil  auoit,  comme  ay 
diet  dessus,  soixante  et  troys  nianiferesde  recouuer argent;'* 
the  magnificence  of  the  dessert  also  showed  that  he  like- 
wise had  "'  deux  cens  quatorze  de  la  despendre." 

Of  the  ponderous  wedding-cake  he  had  just  done  the 
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BOB,  (with  more  health-drinking)  and  presented  his 
ir-eiBgy  from  off  the  top  of  it,  to  Ruby,  telling  her 
i,  Ito  was  a  real  gweet  heart,  when  Fowkes,  the  waiter, 
ntered,  carrying  an  old  worm-eaten  oak-box,  about  a 
and  a-half  in  length,  opening  with  folding  doors  in 
coibe  Uke  a  cabinet,  with  a  lock  and  key. 
I  don't  know  hif  hany  of  yon  gents  cares  abont 
mtieSj"  said  he,  apologetically,  as  he  glanced  roimd 
fride  at  the  bottles  and  glasses,  which,  Spriggs  per- 
ing;  winked  at  his  companions,  and  filling  out  a 
aper  of  water,  rose,  and,  before  the  unhappy  little  man 
Id  get  out  of  the  way,  seized  Jerry  by  the  nose,  as  he 
U  have  done  a  terrier  pup,  and  literally  drenched  him 
h  it,  saying,  "  Fm  perticklar  fond  of  curoaities  for 
,  and  therefore  wish  to  have  it  to  say,  as  I  once  see  a 
ter  drink  hoff  a  glass  of  water,  when  he  miglit  have 
I  wine  for  the  basking/'  And  while  poor  Fowkes  was 
I  coughing  from  the  compulsory  draught  having  gone 
wrong  way,  his  tormentor  poured  out  nearly  a  tumbler 
port,  and  presented  it  to  him  with  a  "  Make  haste  ! 
i  sharp  !  swaller  this  quick  ; — ^nothink  so  dangerous  to 
vans  of  deUcut  constiiootions,  like  you  and  I,  Fowkes, 
a  damp  gullet ;  hand  when,  from  any  haceideiital 
mastances,  like  the  present,  it  have  got  a  ducking, 
mane  Sarciety  happlys  this  here,  himrnejet" 
'Considerably  restored  by  the  remedy,  and  havuig 
led  in  the  laugh  that  had  been  raised  at  his  expense, 
Fowkes,  revenait  d  ses  numtons,  and  ])lanting  the 
Idle-finger  of  his  right  hand,  in  the  centre  of  the  oak 
,  with  as  much  energy  as  a  conqueror  would  plant  his 
Lonal  standard  upon  the  battlements  of  a  captured 
ress,  he  resumed,  **  I  don't  know,  hif  so  be  has  hany  of 
gents  cares  about  curoaities  ?  but  most  of  the  gents 
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as  comes  here,  considers  this  has  one  of  the  curused 
things  has  hever  was  seen  !"  And  every  one  rose  and 
gathered  round  him,  as  he  unlocked  and  opened  the 
doors  of  the  cabinet,  but  seeing  nothing  but  a  long  roll 
of  discoloured  parchment,,  with  strange  spidery  writing 
in  pale-faded,  reddish-brown  ink,  Martha  Say  being  the 
first  to  honestly  own  herself  at  &ult,  exclaimed, — 

"  Lawr,  what  hever  is  it  ?" 

"  Now,  you're  quite  sure,  Jerry,  my  man,  that,  that  ere 
felonious-looking  document  haint  the  Devil's  will  ?  hand 
that  you  haint  come  to  hinform  us  hof  nothink  to  hour 
Jw-advantage?'' 

" That's  the horiginal dockeyment"  resi)onded  Fowkes, 
solemnly. 

**Ugh  I  you  don't  say  so,"  cried  Spriggs,  making  a 
spring  nearly  up  to  the  ceiling,  and  jumping  back  several 
pac^s  with  his  hands  behind  his  back,  while  the  impassible 
Fowkes  calmly  turned  up  the  i-oll  of  discoloured  parch- 
ment, as  he  added — 

*'  And  this  here  hunder-neath,  his  the  heg-zact  copy, 
hin  modem  Henglish,  so  as  those  as  runs  may  read. 
*  Praps,  sir  (turning  to  Mr.  Bumpus),  you'd  be  so  good  has 
to  read  hit  hout  to  the  company  ?  for  it  is  uncommon 
curus,  I  assure  you." 

The  Amphitryon  immediately  complied  with  this  re- 
quest, and  read  as  follows  : — 

"Directions    for    the    Household    of    his    most 
Olorious  Majesty,  King  Henry  the  Eighth. 

"  His  Highness's  attendants  are  not  to  steal  any  locks 
or  keys,  tables,  forms,  cupboards,  or  other  furniture,  out 
of  noblemen's,  or  gentlemen's  houses,  where  he  goes  to 
visit 
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oookfl  shall  not  emidoj  such  scollionft  as  go 
^■aked,  or  lie  all  night  on  the  ground  before  l^e 

'Hbd^gi  to  be  kq>t  in  the  Oourt^  excepting  only  a  few 
iftirlfae  ladim 

>  to  be  at  ten,  and  aiipper  at  finir. 
'Hie  offieers  of  flie  Privy  Chamber  ahall  be  loving 
no  gmdgingB  n<v  nramUings,  nor  talking  of 
iCag^spaatimee. 
^  "He  Kbg^s  baiber  is  ordoed  to  be  deanly." 


Gods  only  to  be  allowed  in  the  King^s,  Queen's,  and 
Haiy^s  ehaimlm& 

'The  brewer  not  to  put  any  biimstone  in  the  ale. 

"AmcRig  the  fishes  for  the  table,  if  the  porpoise  is  too 
l(  far  a  horse-load,  an  extra  allowance  to  the  pur- 
1QW. 

'Twenty-four  loaves  a  day,  allowed  for  his  Highness's 
pE^xnmds. 
"Ordered,  that  all  noblemen  and  gentlemen,  at  the  end 
I  tf  tte  sessions  of  the  Parliament,  depart  to  their  several 
comties,  on  pain  of  die  royal  displeasure.** 

"Ugh !"  groaned  Spriggs,  shuddering,  and  showing  the 
vUtes  of  his  eye&  "  It  is  to  be  hoped,  then,  as  there  was 
10  Momington  manors — or  Atat  Arks  of  Salvation  in 
ftose  days— or  eaven  elp  the  poor  Parliament-men  !  least 
njs,  their  grooms  I" 

"  Fomvand- twenty  loave&  I  wonder  how  many  dogs 
Aoe  were  7  Poor  Tatters  T  sighed  Bob,  but  seeing  a 
eontemptuous  smile,  or  rather  the  shadow  of  one  pass  over 
8prigg8*s  hce,  he  hastily  added,  ''  There's  one  very  good 
nlethere,  and  I  only  wish  it  eould  be  enforced  now-a-days." 
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"Oh  !  about  the  cooks?"  suggested  Jerry,  who  was 
rather  one-idead ;  "well  the  cooks  now-a*days,  always  does 
di-ess  their  selves,  afore  they  dresses  the  dinner.'' 

"  No,  I  meant  the  order,  about  not  stealing  tihe  furni- 
ture ;  for,  our  laws  are  nothing  but  a  pack  of  old  forms, 
stolen  from  those  times,  and  there's  no  getting  our  Par- 
liament to  give  them  up." 

"Ishoidd  think  not^  indeed!"  said  Spriggs.  "You 
jist  look  at  all  the  set  downs,  has  the  Parliament  gits ;  and 
what  hever  would  they  do,  hif  they  adn't  plenty  of  forms 
to  set  on?" 

''hi  all  classes  in  England,  politics  being  only  for  'the 
gentlemen,'  (for  which  we  should  be  truly  thankful)  Mtsl  Say, 
not  to  meddle  with  matters  beyond  her,"  said  to  Fowkes, 
who  with  his  hands  upon  his  hips,  the  palms  turned  outward, 
and  his  eyes  gazing  widely  and  dreamily,  on  the  "  Rules 
to  be  observed  in  his  Highness's  Household,"  as  if  the 
onerous  enforcing  of  them,  had  devolved  all  upon  hipn. 

"  I  believe  as  this  here  Boar's-Head,  is  pretty  near  the 
oldest  house  of  call  in  London  ?  I  don't  mean  actelly 
existing  now,  but  as  ever  was  built" 

"  Oh  dear,  no,  mum,"  said  Mr.  Fowkes,  with  that  air  of 
placid  superiority,  which,  having  the  power  to  contradict 
with  data,  always  gives  one  human  being  over  another, 
whether  the  moot  point  be  the  priority  of  the  invention  of 
crumpets  to  muflSns ;  or  that  of  YAO,  the  seventh  Emperor 
of  China,  who,  according  to  the  Celestials,  reigned  about 
the  year  two,  before  the  world  was  out  of  long  clothes, 
and  has  left  it  on  record  (?)  that  in  his  time,  the  sun  did 
not  set  for  ten  days  together,  and  it  was  feared  the  world 
would  be  set  on  fire,  (though  perhaps  it  was  only  the 
Thames,  from  all  we  heard  of  the  great  intellectual  su- 
periority of  the  Chinese  !  in  the  last  Parliament),  whereas, 
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according  to  Martinius,  YAO  reigned  from  the  year  of  the 
world  2479,  to  2560,  the  same  year  in  which  the  sun  stood 
still  over  the  hill  of  Gibeon,  and  the  moon  over  the  valley 
of  Ajaloa  "  Oh  dear,  no,  mum,''  repeated  Fowkes.  '  The 
White  Hart,'  in  Biahopflgate  Without,  is  older,  that  was 
bait  in  1480,  wherehas,  this  here  ouse,  I  mean  the  horiginal 
Boar*8  Head,  as  one  Prince  Eniy,  as  the  story  goes,  nsed 
to  come  to  hon  the  sly,  wasn't  bnilt  till  1482,  and  tiien  it 
was  all  plaster  and  wooden  beams  like ;  and  I've  heard 
master  say,  as  there  war  a  holder  tavern  nor  heither  of 
these,  somewhere  down  at  Westminster,  but  hit  was  pulled 
down  undreds,  and  undreds,  of  years  ago  * 


•  No  doubt  Mr.  Fowkes  alluded  to  "  The  White  Eose," 
which  was  built  at  the  time  of  the  Wars  of  York  and  Lan- 
caster ;  which  stood  in  old  Palace  Yard,  and  bore  the  symbol 
of  the  York  faction ;  it  was  near  the  chapel  of  our  lady,  behind 
the  high  altar  of  the  Abbey  church ;  together  with  that 
chapel,  it  was  pidled  Aowa  in  1503 :  and  on  the  site  of  both, 
was  erected  Henry  the  Seventh's  chapel.  At  the  Eestora- 
tion,  the  cavaliers  and  other  royalists,  on  accoimt  of  their 
joy  at  that  event,  were  for  a  time  incessantly  inebriated  ; 
and  from  the  picture  of  their  manners  in  Cowley's  old 
comedy — "  The  Cutter  of  Coleman  Street,"  must  be  sup- 
posed to  have  greatly  contributed  to  the  increase,  and 
prosperity  of  taverns. 

When  the  frenzy  of  the  times  was  abated,  taverns,  es- 
pecially those  about  the  Exchange,  became  places  for  the 
transaction  of  almost  all  manner  of  business ;  there,  accounts 
were  settled,  and  conveyances  executed ;  and  there  attorneys 
Bst,  as  at  inns  in  the  country  on  market-days,  to  receive 
their  clients.  In  that  place  near  the  Eoyal  Exchange,  which 
it  encompassed  by  Lombard,  Gracechurch  Streets,  and  part 
of  Bishopsgate  and  Threadneedle  Streets,  the  number  of 
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Here,  a  bell  was  heard  to  ring  imperatively ;  and  Mr. 
Fowkes  hastily  turning  the  key  on  "  the  directions  to  be 
observed  in  the  household  of  his  most  glorious  Majesty 
King  Henry  the  Eighth,"  and  announcing  that  "  the  party" 
in  No.  4,  was  a  ringing  for  his  cheese,  hurried  out  of  tiie 
room  The  '*  party"  alluded  to,  consisted  of  a  solitary 
"  commercial  gent,''  paying  his  devoirs  to  a  single  mutton 
chop,  which  moutonihre  flirtation,  was  rendered  piquante, 
by  picklea 

"  Come  now.  Bob,  my  hearty,  tip  us  one  of  your  staves,'* 
said  Tom  Carew,  as  soon  as  the  door  had  closed  on  Fowkes. 

"  Well,  if  I  do,  it's  only  to  set  you  a  good  example  ;  but 
I  haven't  got  anything  new,  so  I  hit  upon  an  old  things 
which  I  mean  to  give  them  as  an  original  at  the  opening 
of  my  Circus,  and  it  will  do  them  as  well  as  the  best,  for 
my  belief  is,  that  there  is  nothing  new  in  the  world  but 
what  has  been  forgotten ;  and  as  in  regard  to  injuries, 
*  oblivion  does  duty  for  forgiveness,  so  with  regard  to  other 
things,  it  puts  the  hall-mark  of  novelty  on  them,  and 
what  matter  so  long  as  the  world  thinks  it  has  got  the 
genuine  article." 

"  Hear !  hear  !  hear  !  three  cheers  for  the  clown ;  that's 
the  way  he  means  to  touch  them  up  in  the  Circus,  and  so 
he's  practising  like  beforehand  upon  us,"  said  Carew,  with 
a  wink  round  the  table. 

"  Hallo  !  Jack ;  but  what  about  your  better  half,  your 
fiddle,  eh  T 

taverns  was  not  less  than  twenty ;  and  on  the  site  of  the 
Bank  of  England  there  stood  four,  at  one  of  which,  "  The 
Crown,"  it  was  not  unusual  in  a  morning  to  drain  a  whole 
butt  of  mountain  or  sack,  considtiiig  of  a  hundred  and 
twenty  gallons,  in  pints  alone* 
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''Oh!  Mrs.  Bosmscrape,  she's  all  right;  when  we've 
had  your  stave,  111  send  for  her,  she's  only  in  the  bar,  I 
Ixdd  them  to  bring  her  down  this  morning  ;  so  now  weigh 
anchor  and  pnll  away,  old  fellow." 

Accordingly  Mr.  Bumpus,  who  really  had  a  very  agree- 
lUe  tenor,  plunging  his  hands  into  his  trouser-pockets, 
as  if  he  had  been  already  addressing  himself  to  an  appre- 
ciating public  assembled  at  "Bumpus's  Ukbiyalled 
Attbactioks,"  intoned  the  following  song  to  a  quaint  old 
English  air: — 


I. 


''  An  actor's  a  comical  dog ! 

Now  frisky,  now  dull  as  a  log ; 
So  changeable  all, 
Now  short,  and  now  tall, 

Now  plump,  then  as  slim  as  a  frog. 

II. 


"  Now  Paddy,  the  brogue  he  puts  on, 
Then  with  the  pride  of  a  Don, 

Now  a  French,  Oui,  Monsieur, 
Then  a  Dutch,  Taw,  Mynheer, 
Or  bra  Donald,  the  head  of  his  clan. 


III. 

"  How  rarely  they  take  in  a  town, 
From  one  shilling,  up  to  a  crown ! 
They  pant  and  they  cry, 
Fight,  tumble,  and  die, 
Bat  laogh  when  the  curtain  is  down. 
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rv. 

'*  The  world  is  all  nonsense  and  noise, 
FantocciniSy  and  Ombres  ChinoUei^ 
Mere  pantomime  mummery, 
Puppet-show  flummerj, 
A  strange  magic  lantern  deoeiring  the  sight ; 
Like  players  or  puppets  we  move, 
On  the  wires  of  ambition,  or  love ; 
Poets  write  wittily, 
Maidens  look  prettily, 
Till  death  drops  the  curtain — ^all's  over !  good  night. 

"Hoorah! 

*  Good  night,  and  sweet  repose, 
Half  the  bed,  and  all  the  clothesj'  »* 

laughed  Carew,  "  I  never  heerd  you  in  better  voice,  Bobt* 

**Yes,  there  aint  nothink  the  matter  with  his  wind 
that's  a  fact/'  said  Spriggs,  rising,  and  sticking  his  napkfl 
through  his  button-hole. 

"  Hollo  !  that's  a  false  start !"  said  the  host,  laying  bi 
hand  upon  Spriggs's  arm  to  prevent  his  going. 

"No,  it  aint,"  rejoined  that  worthy,  adding  with  i 
wink,  as  he  placed  his  fore-finger  at  the  side  of  his  nose 
"  but  I  always  looks  arter  the  ladiea" 

"  Oh !  if  there's  a  sweetheart  in  the  case  I  waive  al 
objections  ;  is  it  so  T  said  Bob. 

"Well,  partly  yes,  and  partly  no  ;  there's  a  beau  (bon 
to  begin  with,  and  it's  decidedly  what  the  nobs  and  gent 
at  the  west  end  calls  '  a  case,'  cause  there's  a  fiddle  in  it 
the  truth  is,  as  I  don't  think  it  civil  to  leave  Mrs.  Rosii 
scrape  in  the  bar,  filming  away  con  spirito  there,  hall  b 
herself  so  Fm  just  a  going  to  hescort  her  hiit,  that* t^dL" 
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^^  Square  the  yudft  there;  and  111  go  for  the  old  gal,  my- 
jriTsiidGurew,  springing  to  his  feet,  while  the  bridegroom 
llefBdIus  orders,  by  cJeariTig  the  table  of  the  glasses,  decan- 
fen^  and  dessert,  as  one  of  Bosinscrape's  tours  deforce  vas 
faong  the  dog*feast  dance  of  the  Sandwich  Islanders  on 
I  tiUe,  to  his  own  playing ;  so,  no  sooner  did  he  return 
Bkh  lus  ''missus^"  as  he  called  the  really  valuable  old 
Qonona  that  he  was  the  happy  owner  oi^  than,  springing 
•  the  table;  and  first  waving  his  hat  to  all  present,  as  iS 
k  the  act  of  bidding  them  adieu  firom  the  deck  of  a  re- 
ading ship,  he  then  flung  it  to  the  other  end  of  the  room, 
wi  after  preluding  on  his  violin  without  the  bow,  as  if  it 
kd  been  a  guitar,  he  next  drew  forth  a  very  scientific 
Mjp  toTchi,  when  suddenly  stopping,  he  said, 

"YouTl  excuse  me,  ladies  and  gemlen,  but  though  I 
imt  got  nothing  of  Madam  Momington's  Ark  of  Salva- 
tioQ,  and  such  like  conventicle  tackle  about  mc,  yet  ever 
anee  I  see  poor  Tom  Piper  drop  down  dead  aboard  a 
Chittese  junk,  where  he  was  a  going  through  all  his 
ttticks  to  bamboozle  two  old  Mandarins,  I  always  sings  a 
nap  of  a  grace  like,  afore  I  begins,  in  case  the  Black 
^am  (that  we  must  all  sail  with,  sooner  or  later),  should 
nm  me  down.*' 

And  a  silent  nod  from  all  present  having  given  their 
ment  to  the  propriety  of  such  a  proceeding,  he  forthwith 
ttg,  with  its  touching  words,  that  most  pathetic  old 
hjshair  of 

"EOSIN  THE  BOW. 

"  I  have  travelled  this  wide  world  over, 
And  now  to  another  I  go, 
Where  I  know  that  good  quarters  are  waiting, 
To  welcome  old  Bosin  the  Bow. 

To  welcome  old  Bosin  the  Bow." 
s  2 
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He  had  just  concluded  this  first  verse,  when  a  Hansom 
drove  up  to  the  door  of  the  Boar*s  Head ;  and  the  next 
minute  Fowkes  made  his  appearance,  and  handing  Mr. 
Bumpus  a  paper,  said — 

"  Please,  sir,  the  gent  as  give  me  this,  is  hat  the  door  in 
a  Ansom,  and  ave  called  respecting  hof  this  here  adver- 
tizement  hin  *  The  Times  ;'  hand  wishes  to  know  hif  you 
har  the  har  (R)  B.  mentioned  there-hin  V* 
^  Quickly  Robert  Bumpus  cast  his  eyes  over  it,  and  recog- 
nised his  own  advertisement  about  poor  Tatters ;  when  all 
the  blood  rushing  to  his  fece,  he  said,  hastily,  "Yes,  to  be^ 
sure,  I  am  the  person.  Who  is  he  ?  Where  is  he  ?  Let 
him  come  in.  Has  he  any  one — any  thing  with  him  T 
said  he,  sinking  down  into  his  chair,  literally  unable  to 
stand. 

"  Nothink,  as  I  see,  sir — hexcept  it  is  a  precious  good 
opinion  of  his-self ;  and  a  curus  way  of  olding  on  his  cane, 
— orizontal,  like  a  parish  beadle's." 

"  Quick !  quick  !  let  him  come  in,"  cried  Bob,  as  Tom 
Carew  sprang  from  the  table,  and  with  electric  rapidity 
replaced  the  decanters  and  glasses,  and  the  debris  of  the 
dessert,  upon  it, — and  hatl  scarcely  completed  his  opera- 
tions, and  Spriggs  thrown  himself  back  nonchalantly  in 
his  chair,  with  the  mise  en  seine  of  some  nuts,  and  a  glass 
of  wine  before  him,  when  the  door  was  thrown  open,  and 
Fowkes  (who  looked  like  Gulliver  in  the  suite  of  the  King 
of  Brobdignag),  announced — 

"The  gent  respecting  hon  that  ere  advertisement — 
please,  sir." 

And  literally  obliged  to  stoop  his  head,  in  order  to 
enter,  an  elongated  figure  in  a  pcdetSt,  all-round  collar, 
and  lemon-coloured  kid  gloves,  swang  himself  into  the 
room, — ^while  his  very  dusty  dark  hair,  had  the  effect  of 
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f  jrautardy  grixded ;  bat  this  was  only  owing  to 
vfmg  fidled,  like  many  wiser  heads,  to 

"Snatdi  a  grace  beyond  the  reach  of  art/* 

0^  it  still  retained  traces  of  its  nonnal  powder. 

rdia  Bay,  qnite  awed  by  so  greats  at  least  so  tall  a 

rose  instantaneously,  and  with  her  hands  folded 

her,  dropped  him  one  of  her  best  enrtseys ;  tele- 
iig  the  while  to  Raby,  who  followed  suit  Maiy 
,  without  rising ;  Garew  gave  him  a  scrape  of  lus 
tbot ;  Robert  Rmipns  rose  up,  as  if  moved  by  a 
.  Spriggs  alone  retained  his  aristocratic  aangJMd, 
iting  a  siq>ercilioiis  ^ance  of  inquiry  over  lus  right 
er,  in  the  new  arrival  he  recognised  an  old  acquaint- 
-when,  wheeling  completely  round,  and  putting  out 
nd  without  rising  from  his  chair,  he  exclaimed, — 
li :  Delpops  !  my  boy,  how  are  you  i  Who  the 
would  have  hever  thought  of  seeing  your  ludship 
-hin  the  &r  heast^  as  we  call  it  hat  hour  mess  ?' 

all,  in  reciprocating  Spriggs's  shake  of  the  hand, 
dpops — ^for  it  was  no  less  a  personage — ^perceiving 
iCarUia  and  Ruby,  who,  when  about  to  sit  down, 
«en  transfixed  by  the  words  "your  ludship,"  were 
banding — said,  with  his  most  patronizing  air,  and  in 
e  as  bland,  and  as  like  his  master's,  as  the  hoarseness 
dered  by  giving  the  topographical  word  of  command 
he  top  of  a  carriage,  and  occasional  orgies  under  the 
Its'  hall-table,  would  allow  it  to  be — 
LQgh — augh — ^really,  augh,  I  must  beg  the,  augh, 
t  to  be  seated;  and,  augh — indeed,  augh — ^I  have, 
—to  apologize  for,  augh — presenting  myself,  augh — 
ar  dinner,  augh — ^in  morning  costhume" 
h  r  said  Spriggs,  with  a  wink  at  his  friend,  "  it's  not 
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as  liif  it  was  the  Queen's  Drawrmg-room,  where  om?^ 
obliged  to  go  hin  uniform.  I'm  sure  the  ladies  wfll  hex- 
cuse  your  ludship's  dishahiUy,'* 

"Pray,  take  that  chair,"  said  Bob  to  the  unexpected 
guest,  pointing  to  one,  which  Carew  had  placed  on  Ihe 
other  side  of  the  table,  next  to  Ruby. 

"  Hallo  !  Delpops,  what's  the  row  ?  It  seems  to  me  as 
you  walks  drakeish — ^lame-like,"  said  Spriggs. 

"  Augh — ^augh — ^augh — merely,  augh — a  slight  hacd- 
dent,"  responded  Mr.  Delpops,  maMng  an  involuntaiy 
retrograde  wave  of  the  hand,  as  he  seated  himself.  "  Augh, 
— quite  the  fiishion,  augh — ^to  be — augh,  wounded — augh, 
since — augh — ^Moultan." 

"  Dear  heart !"  said  Mrs.  Ray,  with  admiring  sympathy, 
"was  that  the  place  where  you  was  wounded,  sir?" 

"Augh,  no — augh,  not  exactly — augh,  I  had  some 
business  to — augh,  transact  with  Lord  Portarjis — augh,  in 
Downing  Street — and — augh — and,  in  fact — ^augh — '* 

But,  the  host  perceiving  the  subject  was  not  a  pleasant 
one,  and  moreover,  dying  to  know  if  he  had  brought  him 
any  tidings  of  Tatters,  asked  as  a  preliminary  to  that 
inquiry,  if  he  would  not  take  a  glass  of  wine  ?  so  Martha 
Ray  pushed  towards  him  two  decanters,  saying — 

"  Which  would  you  please  to  have,  sir  ?" 

"  Augh,  sherrry  augh,  if  you  please ;  I  augh,  never 
take  port — augh,  of  a  mawning,  and  I've  got  a  most  orrid 
ead-ache,  aving  been  wictimised  at  the  hoprer  last  night, 
by  Lady  St.  HeUers.'' 

Here,  wink  the  second,  from  Spriggs,  and  a  "Why? 
was  her  hown  I — ahem  !  her  hown  umble  suvant  hout  oi 
the  way,  as  you  was  obliged  to  do  dooty,  Delpops?'* 

"Augh,  yes,  augh — out — ^augh,  out  of  town,  augh," 
find  Delpops,  catching  at  the  little  grappling-iron  of  a 
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Mob,  Spnggs  had  thrown  to  him,  in  suppressing  the 
fciinMiiity  of  his  collesgne,  Jukes,  and,  merely  delicately 
abding  to  him  as  Lady  St  Heliers'  humble  servant,  the 
tamiagem  English  name,  for  CavaUero  Smvante.  But 
iekst  was  getting  quite  out  of  patience  with  all  these 
frnparien,  and  said  at  once,  dpropoa  de  boiiei — 

*'TbB  waiter  told  me  you  had  come  about  this  adver- 
jhrniut  of  mine  in  "  The  Time&"  Can  you  then  give  me 
ojr tidings  of  my  poor  dog?" 

"Au^!  a  most  confounded  hanimal,  augh,  if  he  is 
jwn ;  no  l^gs  are  safe  from  his  infernal  sharp  teeth  !" 

"Ooontiy-fared,"  put  in  Spriggs,  "  and  therefore  used 
Id  ranning  after  the  calves ;  but  you  don't  mean  to  say 
Alt  my  friend  Tatters — ^for  from  your  flattering  picter,  I 
Aink  I  recognises  that  hindiwidtud — ^you  don't  mean  to 
mf,  as  he's  taken  hup  his  quarters  at  Lord  St.  Heliers  V* 

"No,  augh,  no — augh — not  e;$rzactly,  but,  augh,  at  a 
Mend  of  his,  at  whose  ouse,  Vm  augh  in  the  abit  of — 
ngii,  visiting  some  ladies.*' 

It  would  have  been  bad  taste  to  have  proclaimed  the 
interesting  fact  publicly  among  strangers,  but  the  trutli 
His,  that  Mr.  Delpops  was  paying  his  addresses  to  one  of 
lidy  Portarjis's  nursery-maids,  and  as  his  suit  was  only 
in  the  first  plttsh  of  success,  Tatters  following  so  close 
^ttu  the  heels  of  Cupid,  proved  a  &r  greater  impediment 
to  all  the  '*  soft  impeachments"  Mr.  Delpops  had  to  make 
Against  Miss  Fanny  Felloon,  than  the  de  trop  exigeances 
rf  the  ladies  Naomi,  and  Gemma  De  Vere,  or  even  that 
"hawdacious young  limb"  Lord Claiihavea 

"And  augh,''  resumed  the  silver-lace  Lovelace,  "I 
itfore  you,  augh,  that  augh  confounded  hanimal,  augh,  is 
Sttch  a  decided  noosence,   hand  so  completely  prevents 
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hail*  conversation,  that  a  committee  hon  us  the  hother 
night,  passed  a  resolution  to  garotte  him,  when  luckily  for 
him  (if  he  w  your  dawg  f)  we  soAvr  your  advertizement 
in  the  papers,  hoffering  a  reward  of  five  guineas  for  him» 
hand  I  spose  it  is  the  saine  dawg  ;  as  this  one  hanswers 
to  the  name  of  Tatters ;  at  least  that's  what  they  calls  im, 
and  goodness  knows  he  deserves  the  name,  and  tries  to 
make  hevery  one  helse  deserve  it,  too — ^for  such  a  wiskia 
hanimal  as  that,  his  enough  to  tear  hany  one  to  tatters  !'* 

''  Oh !  thank  you,  cried  Bob  (who  like  most  persons 
under  similar  circumstances,  never  once  thought  of 
defending  his  absent  friend,  or  refuting  these  calumnies 
against  him),  "  where — where  is  he  ?  can  you,  will  you, 
have  the  goodness. to  take  me  to  him  1" 

"No  occasion  for  that,"  said  Mr.  Delpops,  reversing 
the  order  of  things,  by  rising  to  ring  the  bell,  which 
being  immediately  answered  by  that  "listening  slave," 
Fowkes,  he  added — 

"  Augh,  be  so  good,  augh,  as  bring  in  a  awper,  you'll 
find  in  the  cab?'* 

Robert  Bumpus  was  about  to  rush  to  the  door,  when 
Mr.  Delpops  pulled  him  back.  "  Now,  don't,  pray,"  said 
he,  "  for  you  ave  no  hidear  hof  the  vrishusness  of  that 
hanimal;  if  he  shouldn't  be  your  dawg,  after  halL" 

"Tatters  in  a  hamper  !"  cried  Bob,  his  arms  dropping 
listlessly  by  his  sides,  as  yielding  to  circumstances  (as  the 
sternest  of  us  are  compelled  by  them,  to  do)  he  allowed 
Mr.  Delpops  to  pull  him  back  into  his  chair.  "  Tatters 
in  a  hamper !  it  can't  be  Tatters ;  he'd  never  submit  to 
being  stuffed  into  a  hamper,  he'd  have  gnawed  every  twig 
of  it  asunder,  before  you  could  have  said  Jack  Bobinson." 

•  Servant's-hall  understood. 
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"  An^ !  No  doubt,  bnt  we  muzzled  him,  and  it  was  a 
reghst  case  of  habducttofiy  I  assure  you  ;  as  he  was  a  being 
led  into  the  park  by  their  ladyships,  hor  hat  least  by  Lady 
Nacmii,  for  little  Lady  Gremmar,  she  went  down  to  Beech- 
Cfoft  last  month  hon  a  visit,  foi^the  benefit  of  sea  hair,  to 
some  friend  of  her  mar's,  aving  sprained  her  hancle,  hand 
just  has  Lady  Naomi  ad  got  as  fur  has  Hapsley  Ouse  with 
thedawg.  Miss  Felloon,  a  Mend  of  mine  and  hem,  has  was 
a  walkin  with  us,  she  says,  'Now,  Lady  Naomi,  my 
dear,  you  let  go,  hand  Mr.  Delpops  will  be  so  good  has 
cany  Tatters  across  has  fur  as  the  Eillies  statyer/ 
Now  it  was  hall  a  concerted  thing  between  me  and  Jukes, 
who  vas  at  the  comer  waiting  with  a  ansome  hand  a 
amper,  while  I  slipped  hon  the  muzzle.  You  know 
Jukes,  Spriggs?" 

•*  I  should  think  I  did,  a  few." 

"  Well,  while  Miss  Felloon  hand  their  ladyships,  hand 
the  nussiy  govness  was  all  making  for  the  Killies,  I  slips 
the  muzzle  hon,  whips  hup  Tatters,  squeezes  him  down 
hinto  the  amper,  hand  Jukes,  who  had  a  packing-needle 
and  cord  hall  ready,  sews  him  hin,  while  I  jumped  hinto 
the  ansom,  he  shoved  hin  the  amper,  hand  we  dmv 
hor' 

"  Poor  fellow !  I  should  not  wonder  if  he  was  suflTocated 
by  this  time,"  cried  his  aflBicted  master. 

"  Oh,  deaw,  no  ;  I  can  hanswer  for  his  being  alive,  a7id 
kicking /"  said  the  imprincipled  abductor,  a  statement  at 
that  moment  folly  corroborated  by  the  entry  of  Fowkes, 
carrying  in,  a  roimd  hamper  before  him,  encircled  by  both 
his  shorty  dumpy,  arms,  but  for  every  step  he  made  forward, 
he  was  kicked  back  two,  by  the  throes  of  a  local  earth- 
quake, which  appeared  to  be  going  on  inside  the  hamper, 
but  to  every  kick,  Jerry  furnished  the  external  accom- 
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paniment  of  a  nqnd  btinking  of  his  own  eye-lida  '  At 
length,  however,  he  succeeded  in  anchoring  tiie  iabonring 
hamper  on  the  chair  from  which  Robert  Bmnpos  had 
spnmg,  and  to  which  he  pointed,  as  he  said  to  Fowkes, 
"  Here,  put  it  down  her^" 

But  no  sooner  had  he  uttered  the  words,  than  at  the 
sound  of  that  well-known  and  much-loved  voice,  the 
muxsled  moanings  from  the  hamper,  and  tihe  intestine 
commotions,  which  nearly  kicked  it  off  of  the  chair,  and 
would  have  done  so  but  for  Fowkes,  became  perfeody 
terrific !  The  next  moment,  Bob  had  seized  a  knife  from 
the  table  and  cut  the  cord  all  round  which  secured  tiie 
hamper,  when  no  Jack-in-the-box  ever  sprang  up  to 
suddenly  as  poor  Tatters  did,  with  his  paws  round  his  old 
master's  neck  ;  but  when  Bob  removed  his  muzzle,  and 
his  feelings  found  a  voice,  it  was  not  a  bark,  it  was  a 
positive  canine  scream;  so  that  Mr.  Delpops  put  his  hands 
to  both  his  ears,  while  all  the  other  assistants,  with  the 
exception  of  Spriggs,  wiped  their  eyes. 

Another  proof — 

''  QuHl  ^chappe  souvent  des  sons  k  la  douleur, 
Qui  sont  faux  pour  Poreille,  mais  sont  vrais  pour  le  cobup." 

And,  after  all,  intense  joy  is  pain,  as  poor  Tatters,  more, 
even,  than  his  master,  experienced  at  that  moment ;  but 
at  length,  he  threw  himself  back,  quite  exhausted,  in  his 
master's  arms,  and  when  his  other  friends  gathered  round 
him,  with  a — 

"  Well,  Tatters,  poor  old  fellow,  you  are  welcome  back  I 
where  have  you  been  all  this  time  ?"  and  "  how  smart  you 
are  grown,  with  this  fine  blue  ribbon  !  and  how  beauti- 
fully combed  and  brushed  you  are!"  and  a  peroration 
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in.  Bmj  (^  ''I  dedare,  yon  smells  as  sweet  is  a 

of  mhtal    'Rmes  is  altered  wilii  yon,  Tatters,  and 

aa  yon  won't  never  go  back  to  yonr  CSndeiella- 

estended  Ids  paw,  gra&onsly  and  langnidly,  to 
D»  acoompamed  by  a  litde,  low,  frenralons  wbine, 
ivering  of  flie  npper  lip ;  but  his  eyes  instantly 
1    to    the   home   of   his    hearty — his   inastei^s 

r  Tfttters,  how  smart  yon  are  with  yoor  bine 
jBBid  Mary,  stooping  down  to  kiss  his  head,  and  at 
le  time  to  re-arrange  the  splendours  of  the  bow  of 
n^udli  the  stringent  necessities  of  the  hamper 
newhat  flattened 

^"  said  Mr.  Delpops,  backing  his  chair  and 
ing  his  right  leg,  as  a  preliminary  to  his  departure, 
—yes — ^angh  ;  Lady  Naomi  was  uncommon  fond  of 
^be-sure  ;  no  accounting  for  taste,  ladies  do  some- 
ke  hugly  dogs  ;  ha!  ha!  ha !"  and  here  he  winked 
ggs,  who,  pulling  up  his  collar,  responded — 
a't  say,  as  I  avent  ad  no  hexperience  him  that 
o  which  Mr.  Delpops,  assenting  with  a  wave  of 
id,  added — 

gh,  yes — it  was  Lady  Naomi  as  tied  that  ere 
rocftid  the  dawff'a  neck." 

dy  Naomi — who  V  asked  Robert  Bumpus,  anxious 
w  with  whom  Tatters  had  been,  and  by  whom  so 
ken  care  o£ 

igh — ^Lady  Naomi  De  Vere,  a  daughter  of— augh — 
uri  hof  Portarjis ;  but  she's  honly  a  little  gvrl, 
hei^t  years  hold." 

jr  again  hid  her  face  in  the  forest  of  l\itters's  rough 
md  this  time,  some  hot  tears  mingled  with  the 
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kisses;  and  her  husband,  who  alone  perceived  them, 
silent  as  they  were,  fondly  pressed  her  hand,  thinkiiig 
they  were  shed,  in  tributary  regret,  over  the  brief  splen- 
dours of  that  "  DAY,"  which  every  dog  is  said  to  have 
once,  and  never  but  once  in  his  life ;  so  little  can  men, 
and,  perhaps,  more  especially  husbands,  ever  trace  the 
source  of  that  Nile  of  a  woman's  heart — tears  !  which, 
if  often  smaller,  is  also  deeper,  than  they  have  any  idea 
of. 

'*  Well,"  said  Mr.  Delpops,  rising,  with  all  the  noise  a 
great  man's  exit  or  advent,  is  sure  to  create  in  this  poor 
little  mole-hill  of  a  world,  "well,  I  must  be  goin,  has 
her  ladyship  means  to  wictirnhise  me  agrtn  to-night" 

"  Stay — Tatters  always  pays  his  debts  of  honour,"  cried 
Robert,  pulling  out  five  bright  sovereigns  and  two  half- 
crowns. 

"  Augh,"  cachinnated  Mr.  Delpops,  with  an  approving 
smile,  but  nevertheless  careless  look,  over  his  shoulder, 
at  these  auriferous  effigies  of  sovereign  power,  meaning 
thereby  to  imply,  that — 

A  London  footman 
"  Could  not  think  of  such  trifles,  you  know." 

"  But  be  so  good,*'  added  Bob,  handing  him,  not  exactly 
our  old  friend  the  betting-book,  but  a  new  one,  of  the 
same  dimensions^  but  far  more  respectable  appearance, 
"  be  so  good  as  jast  to  write  your  name  here,  for  it  does 
not  suit  my  book  ever  to  pay  money  without  taking  a 
receipt  for  it" 

"Here's  the  pitch,''  said  Carew,  taking  a  leaden  ink- 
off  of  the  mantel-piece,  armed  with  a  steel,  and  a 
.  handing  it  to  Mr.  Delpops. 
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*'  Augh,"  repeated  Mr.  Delpops,  taking  the  duck-billed 
steel-pen,  and  holding  it  very  low  down,  near  the  nib, 
between  his  knobby,  stumpy  fingers,  which,  notwithstand- 
ing the  huge  gold-ring,  adoined  with  a  shield-shaped 
tomb-stone  in  white  cornelian,  which  he  wore  on  his 
little  finger,  looked  anything  but  patrician,  as  with  great 
deliberation  (for  common  people,  however  '  fast'  they  may 
be  in  other  respects,  never  write  quickly)  he  inscribed  in 
Robert  Bumpus's  book,  the  following  curiosity  of  litera- 
ture, fint^  however,  pausing  to  propound  his  accustomed 
query  of — 

*^  What  name,  sir,  shall  I  announce  ? ''  he  was  going 
mechanically  to  ask,  for  '*  chassez  le  naturel  il  revient  au 
gsllop,''  but  changed  it  to  that  el^nt  word,  so  rife  in 
modem  light  literature — ^'please  ?" 
"  Bumpus — ^Robert  Bumpua'' 

"iJec-ceived  hof  Mr.  Robert  Bumpus,  the  some  hof  five 
g^ineySy  for  delivering  hup  to  him  a  akigh  tarryer  dawg, 
hansering  to  the  name  hof  Tatters,  has  haccording  to  had- 
tertugment  hin  Times  noosepaper. 

"  N.  Delpops,  St.  HeUera" 
**  Delpops,  St  Heliei-s  !"  repeated  the  holder  of  the  i^ 
ceipt,  reading  it  over,  as  the  wi-iter,  with  weU-acted 
nonchalance,  transferred  the  golden  equivalent  for  Tatters 
to  his  pocket,  and  then  replied  to  Bob's  look  of  interro- 
gation— 

''Augh  !  yes !  Augh,  it's  the  way  in  hour  perfession 
allways  to  badd  the  guVnor's  name  to  hour  hown,  cause 
hit  lets  people  know  hall  about  one,  without  being  hat  the 
heipense  of  buying  that  ere  book  called  *  Who  is  Who,'  as 
you  sees  so  hoften  hadvertised.  Spriggs,  there,  '11  tell  you 
that,  that's  the  time  of  day. ' 
''All  right,''  assented  Spriggs,  pouring  out  another  glass 
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of  wine,  adding,  as  he  sipped  it,  '*  That's  the  regkr  thing, 
halways  do  it  myseli^  when  I  gives  what  the  gents  call 
my  oats-and-chaff,  or  signeter  of  my  name.'' 

"You  don't  mean  to  say,"  roared  Carew,  "that  you 
have  the  imperence  to  blow  that  sou-wester  in  the  Cappen's 
teeth  when  you  signs  for  your  wages  ?" 

"Wages?  we  don't  understand  your  se^-slang,  Had- 
miral,"  rejoined  Spriggs,  leaning  back  in  his  chair,  and 
fanning  himself  with  his  napkin,  "wot  hever  the  job  may 
be,  salary  is  the  sauce  as  we  puts  to  it" 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!"  re-roared  Carew;  adding,  as  soon  as 
he  could  speak  for  laughing,  "  so  I  suppose  if  our  black 
lubber  of  a  cook,  who  was  paid  off  yesterday,  because  he 
says  he  is  going  to  be  married  to  a  'widdy^^  had  lived  with 
the  Cappen,  he'd  be  for  blackening  the  register  with 
Tiberius  Csesar  Momington." 

"  Oh !  niggers  is  different ;  in  course,  we  never  meets 
none  of  them  at  White's,  or  hany  of  the  bother  club% 
though  as  his  ludship  will  tell  you,  niggers  i^  riz  con- 
siderable, since  them  there  'merican  sore  eyes  at  Staf- 
fonl  House,  when  the  quality  took  nothink  whathever  in 
the  way  of  refreshments  but  Old  Tom,"  said  Spriggs,  again 
winking  telegraphically  at  Mr.  Delpops,  the  latter  drawing 
himself  up  nuyestically,  and  putting  on  his  lemon-coloured 
kid-gloves  preparatory  to  his  departure,  said,  with  a 
deprecatory  shrug — 

"Augh!  too  true  I  carriages  four  deep,  ours  and  ours 
before  they  could  set  down,  hand  yet  this  is  what  they  calls 
aunty-slavery." 

"  In  course,  Hunde  Tom's  English  female  relative,  as 
he  was  come  hover  to  see,  and  like  most  old  gals,  this 
one  too,  is  all  talk." 

*"  Well  my  time's  up,  so  good  bye,"  said  Mr.  Delpops, 
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HoaruUng  his  **  yellow  cowslip^"  silk  pocket-handkerchief 
and  extending  two  of  his  ''pale  primrose*'  fingers  to 
Spriggs,  after  which,  making  the  same  murderous  bow 
(with  which  some  months  before  he  had  garotted  the 
ifiecthms  of  Miss  Felloon)  to  Mary,  Mrs.  Bay,  and  Buby, 
vhom  in  his  own  nund  he  of  com-se  classified  as  ''the 
Jmalesy**  with  a  d6g€tg6  nod  to  Bob  and  Tom  Garew,  he 
uidalated  out  of  the  room,  and  shut-to  the  door,  accom- 
piDied  by  a  growl,  not  loud,  but  deep,  from  Tatters,  who, 
without  altering  the  position  of  his  head,  as  it  reclined  in 
I  perfect  state  of  canine  beatitude  on  his  master's  arm, 
BefCTthekss  jealously  followed  every  movement  of  Mr. 
Di^pfl^  with  eyes  that  fiashed  like  two  revolving  balls  of 
Ire,  vaxying  alternately  &om  topaz  to  gi-een. 

Garew  rose  and  walked  to  the  window,  to  watch  him, 
as  he  expressed  it>  ''weigh  anchor/'  accompanying  the 
eainnan's  efforts  to  gather  up  the  reins  from  his  high  perch 
at  the  back,  with  "  reef  the  main  topsail  Put  her  about, 
lay  her  head  to  the  wind,"  and  similai*  superfluous  orders. 
No  sooner  had  the  Hansom  fairly  diiven  ofi*,  than  he  burst 
into  the  foUowing  soliloquy : — 

*"  Now  there's  a  chap,  as  I  should  say,  would  be  afeard 
efer  to  venter  into  the  country." 

*"  Why  so,  Hadmiral  ?  for  fear  of  tilting  the  birds' 
■etts  hont  of  the  ti*ees»  he's  so  tall,  eh?"  iiiquired 
Spiiggs. 

''No^  but  for  fear  of  being  kicked  to  death  by  grass- 
kofqMra  I  only  know  if  so  be  as  I  was  a  grasshopper, 
wcmMnH  I  pitch  iQto  him." 

Bat  just  as  Carew  was  *'  suiting  the  action  to  the  word,'' 
and  indulging  in  these  theoretical  gymnastics,  at  Mr. 
Delpop  s  expense,  Eastcheap  became  vocal,  with  the 
shrill  clamours  of  a  street-row,  whereupon,  Spriggs  and 
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the  bridegroom  joined  Bodnflcrape  in  a  reconnoitring 
party  at  the  window. 

''  I*m  bless'd,"  cried  Garew,  making  for  the  door,  fol- 
lowed by  the  other  two,  ''  if  there  aint  our  black  rascal, 
Tiberius  Oaesar,  at  fisty-cuffs,  with  a  great  strapping 
fellow  that  would  make  two  of  him,  to  say  nothing  of  a 
burning  bush  of  red  whiskers,  which  the  short  pipe  in  his 
mouth  seems  to  have  set  on  fira  ''  Back  your  starboard 
oar — there,  and  let's  board  them,"  added  he,  putting 
Spriggs*s  hand  aside  from  the  lock  of  the  door,  and 
making  the  foremost  ilish  into  the  street,  where  thqr 
found  the  game  of  rouge  et  noir  at  its  height,  as  the  red- 
haired  Hibernian  had  inflicted  such  telling  blows  upon 
poor  Tiberius  Caesar's  ebony  face,  that  the  latter  was 
streaming  with  the  crimson  fluid,  while  his  implacable 
assailant  was  accompanying  his  blows,  in  a  rich  vernacular, 
and  the  contents  of  a  basket  of  potatoes  he  had  formerly 
carried  on  his  head,  were  now  all  rolling  about  the 
pavement. 

"  Yer  sowl  in  a  bowl,  and  de  bowl,  in  de  Liflfey,ye  black 
thafe  of  a  nigger  you,  I'll  tache  ye  to  be  putting  yer  come 
hither  on  dacent  lily  white  shaymale  women,  fit  for  Solomon 
in  all  hish  glory,  bad  cess  to  ye ;  but  it's  the  black  hole 
.  at  Calcuttee  ye  should  be  afther,  if  it'scoorting  you  want ; 
for  Christian  widdies,  and  walentines,  is  not  for  the  likes 
o*  you,  but  for  yer  betthers." 

"  Betters  be  hanged !  you  one  Irish  blackguard,  Massa 
Finerty,  you  try  to  blacken  me  in  de  eyes  of  Missy  O'Toole.'' 

"  Oh  !  listen  to  the  thafe  of  the  world ;  blacken  ye, 
what  would  I  do  ould  Nick'3  work  over  again,  and  blacken 
ye  for,  you  spalpeen?  whin  he's  finished  ye  off'as  complate 
as  his  own  kitchen  chimbley,  and  niver  spared  de  sut,  (soot) 
which  is  as  plinty  as  sin,  in  his  plache." 
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''Hallo !  Snowball,  what's  the  row  V  said  Carew,  laying 
his  hand  on  the  black  Cook'd  wrist  "  I  told  you  you'd 
be  out  of  the  frying-pan  into  the  fire,  if  you  didn't  stick 
to  the  stewpans,  and  leave  the  widows  alone," 

''Oh!  MassaCarew,  such  dam  rascal  las  datar  Irishman, 
he  hab  insult  me  in  a  manner  not  fit  for  de  pigs.  I  pay 
my  distresses  to  one  widdy  lady,  Missy  O'Toole.  She  hab 
two  of  her  piccaninnies  stolen  six  month  ago.  She  say 
she  marry  which  eber  gemlen  find  de  piccanniny  for  her.  I 
ay  Tiberius  Caesar  am  de  man.  But  dis  child's  back  no 
sooner  turn,  den  dat  dam  Irish  rascal,  he  call  me  Tibby  ! 
to  make  nobody  ob  me  wi'  Missy  O'Toole,  and  say  Tibby 
neber  find  de  piccaninnies,  and  dat  Missy  O'Toole  shoidd 
take  him,  Massa  Finerty  at  once,  as  he  hab  carried  half  de 
houses  in  Lunnon  on  hims  back,  cause  him  a  bricklayer, 
and  him  pull  em  down  again  ;  but  him  find  de  piccanin- 
nies, but  dat  Tibby  no  find  Jem,  and  de  debil  send  cook, 
and  great  many  more  insulting  ting,  dat  no  gemlen  can 
put  up  wid." 

"  Whisht !  now  Usten  to  dat !  divil  a  word  of  truth  in  it 

but  what's  a  lie,  I'll  jist  make  yez  sinsible,"  put  in  Mr, 

Rnerty,   appealing   to   the  trio  who  had  joined  them. 

'*Mishthress  O'Toole  conshented,  more  nor  three  months 

ago,  to  become  Mishthress  Finerty,  when  dat  black  fellow 

eomes  and  puts  betune  uz,  wid  no  ind  of  soft  sawder  and 

itavory  dishes,  and  promishes  that  if  the  childer,  (a  gossoon 

about  «iven,  and  a  schlip  of  a  girl  about  six,)  wash  above 

ground,  he'd  find  dem ;  and  den  Mishthress  O'Toole,  wid  de 

wakeness  of  a  woman,  and  de  winding-tackle  of  a  widdy, 

shifts  her  hod  of  promishes  to  de  oder  showlder,  and  sez 

AeH  marry  which  iver  finds  the  childer.     Dinnis  Finerty 

wafi  not  de  boy  to  be  afther  saying  black  was  de  white  of 

ber  eye  to  datv  so  I  guve  in,  whin  she  stud  out^  and  I  guve 

TOL.  L  T 
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Bogie  deie,  me  word  of  honour  that  if  he  found  the  ohild^, 
rd  retire  into  private  life  intirely,  and  not  meddle  wid 
widdies,  or  any  oder  matters,  bejrant  me  capacity." 

''  Ha !  ha  !  ha  !  Massa  Finertys  word  of  honour ;  where 
hab  dat  fruit  been  planted  ?  on  what  tree  does  him  grow? 
cause  dis  child  don't  care  how  high  he  climb  for  him  ;  but 
oh !  Massa  Garew,  dem  Irish  don't  call  nuffing  by  same 
name  dat  we  English  do,  and  vot  dey  call  dere  vord  ob 
honour,  is  vot  we  niggers  call  trap;  you  only  just  ax  him 
vot  he  call  dose  Irish  vegetable  pills  dat  i-oll  all  about  de 
pavement,  and  see  if  he  aint  name  you  nebber  heard 
before." 

"Well,  Mr.  Finerty,"  laughed  Carew,  to  humour  his 
sable  friend,  addressing  his  Hibernian  rival,  who  was  now 
reposing  ou  his  laurels  with  tightly-folded  arms,  while  he 
whiifed  vigorously  away  at  the  dudeeny  or  short  pipe,  that 
graced  one  comer  of  his  mouth,  "  what  do  you  call  those 
very  useful  vegetables  that  are  now  strewing  tiie 
pavement  ?" 

"  We  don't  call  dem  at  all ;  sure  we  go  for  dem  when 
we  want  dem,"  responded  Mr.  Finerty,  without  removing 
the  pipe  from  his  mouth,  and  quietly  looking  askance  at 
the  potatoes,  with  a  degreeof  phlegmatic  philosophy,  that  all 
Germany  might  have  smoked  after  in  vain." 

While  the  bystanders  were  laughing  at  Mr.  Dinnis 
Finei-ty  s  most  diplomatically,  uncompromising  reply, 
which  could  not  have  steered  clearer  of  the  information 
required,  had  it  been  concocted  on  the  banks  of  the  Neva, 
and  filtered  through  Downing  Street,  Robert  Bumpus 
•  began  to  take  a  strange  interest  in  the  missing  scions  of 
the  O'Toole  femily,  and  drawing  Pmerty  aside,  requested 
to  know  Mrs.  OToole's  address,  as  he  thought  he  mi^t  be 
able  to  give  her  some  clue  to  her  missing  babbies. 
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"WhiBh't  now,  man  alive,"  said  Mr.  Finerty,  actually 
vithdiawing  his  pipe  from  his  mouth,  so  as  to  concentrate 
tU  his  energies  into  his  visual  organs,  in  order  to  make,  if 
possible,  an  analytic  synopsis  of  the  speaker's  motives. 

^  Whisht  now,  man  alive,  and  sure  it's  not  yer  come 
hither  on  de  widdy,  ye'd  be  afther  putting  on  sight,  on, . 
mite?  (unseen.)'' 

^  "  Nonsense,  my  good  fellow,  I  was  only  married  this 
toormng  ;  so  you  may  suppose  widows  are  the  last  things 
in  my  tiioughta" 

"  Married  dish  morning  ?  Och!  muscha,  but  it's  yerself 
dat's  a  cridet  to  conjugality,  and  bearsh  up  under  it  like  a 
man  ;  but  sure,  as  Fader  O'Driscoll  says,  de  Lord  tempers 
de  wind  to  de  shorn  lamb."  And  here,  Mr.  Finerty 
replaced  his  dudeen  at  the  comer  of  his  mouth,  and  began 
intoning  with  a  sly  twinkle  of  inimitable  humour  in  his 
qre,  that  (among  his  class)  popular  Irish  air  of 

"  The  night  before  Larry  was  stretched," 

which,  having  done,  and  whijBFed  forth  two  perfectly 
Olympian  clouds,  he  once  more  withdrew  the  pipe  from 
Ms  mouth,  and  said — 

"  Well,  now,  look  at  here ;  if  itsh  any  ting  about  de 
childer,  Patsey  and  Norah,  dat  ye  can  be  after  bringing  to 
lights  and  you  won't  let  on,  to  dat  black  thafe  o'de  worald, 
but  will  let  me  tell  Judy  O'Toole  dat  I  fell  in  wid  a  boy 
who  toult  me  where  I  could  clap  me  two  good-looking  eyes 
on  dem,  I'll  mate  ye  at  hur  plache  dish  very  night." 

"  I  can't  to-night,"  said  Bob ;  "  but  at  eight  to-morrow 
morning,  if  that  will  do? — and  you  shall  have  all  the 
honour  and  glory  of  the  discovery,  and  so  carry  off  the 
widow  with  flying  colours  from  Snowball" 

T  2 
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"  Och  !  Murder !  Say  twelve  to-morrow,  man  alive ! 
whin  ril  be  back  to  dhmer ;  for  I'm  obleeged  to  be  out 
airly  in  de  morning,  by  raison  of  soome  tops  dey  ar 
putting  to  de  chimbleys  at  Bookingham  Palace ;  for  divel 
a  fut  them,  English  would  be  able  to  do  a  Band's  turn, 
wid-out  uz." 

"  I  can't  possibly  do  that>  for  I  have  to  leave  London 
by  twelve.     Say  half-past  seven, — ^will  that  do  V* 

"  Faix  it  musht,"  responded  Mr.  Finerty,  scratching  his 
head.  "And  ash  Prinche  Albert  is  a  riglar  brick  him- 
shelf,  and  knows  what  shmoking  ish — ^long  life  to  him  ! — 
sure  he  wont  be-groodge  the  chimbley  a  shmoke  for 
wancht  in  a  way,  any  how." 

"  Especially,"  laughed  Bob,  "  if  he  knew  that  you  wanted 
to  smoke  the  widow." 

While  this,  apart,  was  going  on  between  Messrs.  Finerty 
and  Bumpus,  Tom  Carew  was  in  vain  trying  to  assuage 
the  stormy  surges  of  the  Black  Sea ;  or,  in  plain  English, 
to  calm  the  conflicting  emotions  of  Mr.  Tiberius  Csesar 
Cufiey. 

"  You  jus  look  a-here,  Massa  Carew,"  cried  the  latter, 
pointing  with  a  quivering  finger  to  a  gorgeous  set  of  red 
cornelian  shirt-studs, — two  of  which  now  fluttered  in  the 
breeze,  attached  to  the  frail  tenure  of  a  torn  strip  of  his 
snow-white  calico  shirt,  "  I  buy  dis  fine  fashionable  stud, 
tc  pay  my  distresses  to  Missy  O'Toole  ;  and  that  dam  brick- 
bat dere,  he  tear  em  all  to  pieces  out  ob  spite,  because 
Missy  O'Toole  is  a  woman  ob  tase,  and  prefer  gemlen  like 
me,  wid  dark  hair,  to  him  dam  kitchen-fire  whisker." 

"  Ha !  ha !  ha !  Well,  all's  fair  in  love  and  war,  you 
know,  Cuffey;  and  you  must  allow  the  kitchen  fire  to 
smoke  away,  and  look  black,  when  the  cook  has  put  it  out 
M>  eonfoundedly.    So  never  mind  your  studding-sail,  or 
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his  flying-jib,  but  take  my  advice  and  hawl  up  your  gaff- 
topsail,''  added  he,  picking  up  the  negro's  straw-hat,  and 
replacing  it  on  his  woolly  head.  "  If  you  will  be  such  a 
handsome  fellow,  and  always  filibustering  after  other  men's 
cnfts  you  must  expect  them  to  show  their  letters  of  mark." 

"Dam!  letter  of  mark,  dis,"  retorted  the  disconsolate 
Coffey,  holding  out  the  fragment  of  his  dilapidated  gar- 
ment, gemmed  with  the  trophies  of  its  former  splendour. 

"  Hold  on  there,  Lily-white !  you  should  have  marlined 
your  ropes-ends  better,  than  to  let  yon  hulk  of  a  Bed 
Bover  there,  unravel  your  designs  upon  the  widow,  but 
as  he  has,  why  dress  her  in  colours,  Guffey ;  that  is, 
deck  her  with  ribbons,  and  ply  her  with  ramboose,*  and 
shell  soon  strike  her  flag,  to  the  Tiberius  Caesar,  or  call 
me  a  Dutchman." 

"  Oh  !  Massa  Carew,  you  am  de  hero  to  put  heart  into 
de  poor  lubber,  but  lub  is  a  terrible  ting !  him  like  de 
Scotch  fiddle,  nobody  ax  him  to  come,  and  de  more  you 
scratch,  and  scrape,  to  get  rid  of  him,  de  more  he 
won't  go." 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!"  re-roared  Carew,  at  the  same  time, 
"setting  on  a  few  barren  spectators."  "Don't  say  that 
Coffey,"  saidj  Carew,  "  or  folks  will  fancy  that  your  court- 
ship is  no  go." 

"  No,  no,  Massa  Carew,  him  go  well  enuff,  if  it  was 
not  for  dat  dam  brick-bat,  dat  come  and  build  upon  him." 

"  Where  do  you  hang  out,  now,  Cuffey  ?" 

"  I  got  very  genteel  partments  close  by,  in  Lub  Lane, 


•  A  strange  compound  of  rum,  sherry,  brandy,  ale,  eggs, 
milk,  and  sugar,  more  odd  than  agreeable,  and  more 
inebriating  than  either. 
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''  Love  Laue !  well,  come ;  that's  not  the  long  lane  that 
has  no  turning,  however ;  for  I  should  say,  there  was  no 
lane  as  had  so  many !" 

"You  forget  Petticoat  Lane,  Massa  Oarew." 
"  Six  of  one,  and  half-a-dozen  of  the  other,  Ouffey.  But 
is  the  Judy  O'Toole  laid  up  in  dock  there,  too  ?" 

"Fie!  Massa  Carew;  what  you  tinking  ob?  it's  all 
very  well  larking  wid  de  gals,  but  when  Tiberius  Caesar 
cruise  after  Mrs.  Cuffey,  it  must  be  respecable,  and 
genteeL  I  assure  you,  she  live  more  den  mile-and-a-half 
from  Lub  Lane,  and  when  I  return  home  dis  aftemooiv 
from  taking  Missy  O'Toole  a  goose  pie,  which  I  did  not 
wait  to  be  tank  for,  but  just  leave  instead  of  nos^ay^ 
which  all  very  well  to  look  at,  but  ain't  no  good  to  eat ; 
dat  feroal  Irishman,  he  follow  me,  set  on  me,  and  make 
me  into  mince-meat  like  you  see.  Oh  1  but  Cuffey  make 
Lish  stew  ob  him  before  he  hab  done  wid  him  !" 

"While  accompanying  this  threat  by  pantomimically 
shaking  his  clenched  hand  at  the  Hibernian  Lothario^ 
amid  the  renewed  l:iuo;hter  of  the  mob.  Bob,  for  die 
thiixi  time  of  asking,  inquired  Mrs.  0'Toole*s  address. 

"  Well,  now,  look  at  here,  till  I  thry  and  make  you 
sensible  ;  do  you  know  where  Greysh  Inn  Lane  is  ?" 

"Yes." 

"  Well,  itsh  not  dere,  by  raison  of  Greysh  Inn  Lane 
being  to  the  fore,  and  Judy  s  plache  to  the  back  ;  but 
onecht  yer  in  Greysh  Lm  Lane,  the  babby  thatsh  unborn 
might  find  their  way,  for  yuve  only  to  foUey  yer  nose,  as 
if  yer  wife  wash  lading  ye  by  it,  and  niver  draw  breath 
till  ye  coome  to  two  coorts,  de  wan,  forenint  the  oder, 
well  do  you  see  me,  now  ?  it's  not  de  wan  on  dish  side," 
added  Mr.  Pinerty  holding  out  his  left  hand,  "but  de 
COOtt  «t  de  lift  hand  side/' 
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■■,  Imt  tlu*  if  the  left  hand  side  joa  eve 

I  wy;  now,  don't  be  oanfhiihing  me;  what 
m  tink  end  sfeand  it?  Sue  yoa'd  pat  oat 
lei^aftthe  ziile  of  thzay ;  where  wash  I?  tear 
bat  it  woald  pnriiearie  de  Dane&  Och  I  I 
B^  not  de  ooort  here,  on  yoor  right-hand,  bat 
fOOT  lift.* 

lan  alire^  I  tell  yon  that  ia  yoor  left  hand." 
i  hand?  Liahten  to  dat  now;  diah  iah  me 
0Bie;  eht  no  fiuz,  I  blave  yer  ri^t  No, 
lift  hand;  boderation  to  'em  for  hands,  bnt 
'Ve  been  changing  arums ;  me  right  hand,  me 
a  know,  I  know  which  is  ipHiich  ;  be  jabbers 
diah  is&  me  lift  hand,  after  all !" 
lever  mind ;  can't  you  tell  me  the  name  of 
*m  to  go  to  ?"  suggested  Bob  in  despair, 
at  bangs  Banahor  for  cuteness  !  I'd  have  bane 
of  Soondays  before  dat  short  cut  wud  have 
me  head ;  an  a  mighty  purty  name  it  ish 
r  boy  dat  had  his  wits  about  him — ^Fox  Coort 
i  of  it  Well,  as  shoon  as  you  do  be  in  it, 
aight  for  number  siven  ;  no  nade  to  tell  you 
e  itsh  on,  for  sure,  which  ever  shide  you  find 
de  right  shida  Itsh  de  top  windeys  of  all, 
for ;  an  illigant  pratee  plant  run  to  sade  in  a 
wid  a  beautiful  goolden  flower  to  it,  that 
nems  and  crocuses  hollow,  for  any  one  that 
'  for  flowers^  and  a  taste  for  gardening.  And 
1,  dere's  a  cord  streatched  acrossh  de  windey, 
I  de  pity)  skewered  up  a  horse-back  on  it,  wid 
jdi,  ish  a  pair  of  little  corduroy  troushers,  of 
fs,  and  a  rag  of  a  flannel  pitticoat  of  Norah's  ; 
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and  the  divil  in  Ck)nnaught  wudn't  git  Judy  to  take 
dem  down,  but  dere  she  sits,  lacking  at  dem  as  if 
iveiy  wind  dat  blow'd  wud  blow  de  childer  back  into 
dem,  for  deresh  no  hookaback  dat  iver  wash  made,  can 
sthand  de  wear  and  tear  of  time,  like  loove  in  a 
mudder's  heart  '  Judy  mavoumeen,'  ses  I  to  her  times 
and  often,  'but  itsh  de  standard  of  rebillion  you're 
unfurling  agin  de  decrays  of  Providence,  wid  dim  rags 
for  iver  forenint  you?*" 

"Indade,  thin  Mishter  Finerty,  (and  its  Botenay  Bay 
she's  Binding  me  to,  whin  itsh  Mishter  Finerty  she  does 
be  calling  me,  and  divil  a  Dinnis,  for  love  or  money,  whin 
de  wind  sets  dat  way.) 

"  Indade,  din,  Mishter  Finerty,  I  wish  ye'd  mind  yer 
own  business,  and  lave  me  to  mind  mine  ;  itsh  plain,  dat 
barring  a  broken  head,  or  an  empty  bottle,  you've  never 
had  a  rale  grafe  to  contind  wid." 

"  Weirasthrew  !  listen  to  dat  now,  Mishthress  O'Toole, 
maam  ;  and  you,  putting  de  heart  of  me  on  a  tridmill  of 
offsh,  and  onsh,  for  de  laaht  sixsh  moonths ;  but  suppose 
I  had  what  you  caU  a  rale  grafe  itshelf,  do  you  tink, 
woman  alive,  dat  I'd  make  a  stall-fed  ox  of  a  grafe  of  it^ 
by  fading  it  wid  de  clover  of  incooragemint^  as  you  do, 
from  morning  to  night?" 

"  Well,  that's  very  good  advice,  and  such  as  we  gener- 
aUy  give  to  other  people,  for  it's  only  civil  to  give  the  best 
to  om*  friends,"  laughed  Bob,  "  but  be  quick  and  tell  me, 
my  man,  how  I  am  to  see  Mrs.  O'Toole  !" 

"  How  yer  to  shee  her  ?  why,  wid  de  eyes  in  yer  head, 
ave  coorse,  barring  ye  were  a  paycock,  and  wore  dem  in 
an  opposite  direction." 

"Nonsense!  I  have  no  time  to  fool  with  you  any 
longer ;  if  you  wish  me  to  put  her  in  the  way  of  recover- 
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ing  h^  children,  and  providing  for  them  too,  as  I  think 
I  can  do,  tell  me  at  once  when,  and  where,  she  will  see 
me?" 

"  Well  Fve  tonlt  ye  de  coort  and  de  windey ;  and  whin 
je  git  dere,  yeVe  only  to  clap  your  two  hands,  wan  at  ache 
fide  of  your  mout^  so  as  to  make  a  sort  of  spaking  troompet, 
and  looking  oop  at  de  windey,  scrache  out  at  de  top  of  yer 
▼oice»  Mishthress  OToole  ma'am,  are  ye  below  V* 

"Bdow!" 

"  I  mane  aboove,  sure  itsh  all  de  shame  ting,  wid  de 
differ  of  de  schpashe  dat  ish  betwane  de  two ;  well,  afther 
jeVe  scrached  out  her  name,  jist  say,  *  becase  itsh  a  jan- 
deman  from  Dinnis  Finerty,  that  has  the  rale  good  news 
for  you  if  yer  in  it  ?" 

"  But  when  will  you  see  Mrs.  O'Toole,  to  tell  her  that 
she  may  expect  me  ?" 

"  Whin  will  I  say  her  is  it  ?  Och !  immajetly,  if  not 
sooner." 

"  The  first  will  do,"  smiled  Bob  ;  "  so  now  make  haste 
and  pick  up  your  potatoes,  and  not  a  word  to  any  one 
about  what  Tve  told  you." 

**  Niver  £are,  Fader  O'DriscoU  himself  wudn't  get  it  out 
o'me,  wid  purgatory  on  de  wan  shide,  and  a  man  thrap  as 
big  as  Maynooth^on  de  oder,"  responded  Mr.  Finerty, 
winking  his  right  eye,  and  patting  the  side  of  his  nose 
with  the  forefinger  of  his  right  hand. 

"  K  you'll  take  my  advice,"  said  Robert  Bumpus,  "you'll 
ask  the  negro*s  pardon,  and  part  friends." 

"  Eh !  din  what  wud  I  be  afther  axing  pardon  o*  de 
loikes  of  him  for  ?" 

**  Why,  to  throw  dust  in  his  eyes,  and  keep  him  away 
from  Fox  Court  till  after  half-past  seven  to-morrow 
morning,  to  be  sure." 
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"  Oh !  be  dad,  if  it's  doost  ye  want^  deresnot  a  miidder^ 
son  of  dem  in  de  city  of  Loonun  dish  day,  including  de 
Rothschilds,  and  deir  big  broder  de  Bank  of  England,  oas 
coome  down  wid  de  dust  like  Dinnis  Finerty  ;  sore  isn't 
it  me  thrade  man,  and  boy,  dese  tirty  yare.  Och  !  muiderl 
only  jist  wait  till  I've  killicted  de  pratees^  and  am  alL 
ready  for  a  scthart,  and  you'll  say  de  illigsnt  spache  I'll 
make  him," 

So  saying,  he  hastily  gathered  up^  and  threw  the  scat- 
tered potatoes  into  the  basket,  and  then  withdrawing  his 
pipe  from  his  mouth,  and  flinging  out  first  one  1^,  and 
then  the  other,  like  a  raw  recruit,  endeavouring  to  mast^ 
the  first  mysteries  of  inarching,  he  with  two  solemn  strides, 
crossed  the  gutter  that  was  flowing  rapidly  Thames-ward, 
and  stood  flmging  ba(^'k  his  head,  and  very  broad  shoulders, 
so  as  to  look  a  model  of  mock  dignity,  and  real  ragamuf- 
finism,  within  two  paces  of  the  exasperated  Cufiey,  who 
instantaneously  backed  four,  as  if  he  had  been  suddenly 
embraced  by  a  boa  constrictor. 

'*  Ahem  !  Mishter  Tibarius  Caesar  CooflTey,  sur,  I'm  not 
de  boy  to  bear  malice,  nor  to  be  aboove  owning  I'm  in  de 
,wrong,  and  derefore  I  humbly  ax  yer  pardon  for  de 
damage  I  did  in  do  hate  of  loove,  and  madness,  jist  now,  to 
yer  fine  chamalion  stoods,  which  are  de  height  o'  gintility, 
and  to  yer  linen  Mishter  Coffieey,  sur,  (do  I  blave  itsh  only 
calico)  and  do  I  do  be  a  little  hasety  dat  way,  itsh  over  in 
a  moment  do  you  see  ;  sho  if  I  vash  to  break  ivry  bone 
in  your  schkin,  I'd  tink  no  more  of  it  de  next  minuta" 

"  Oh  I  de  femal  coundrel !  I'm  sure  him  wouldn't,  Massa 
Carew,'*  said  the  dilapidated  cook  of  the  Hans  Van  Kelp, 
gnnding  his  teeth,  and  rolling  his  eyes  fearfully,  while  by 
Diapaniment,  he  shook  his  clenched  fist  at  his 
not  even  to  perceive  this  hostile  pan- 
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tomime,  made  an  artistic  pause  in  his  oration,  and  then 
dropping  his  voice  to  a  tone  of  mingled  pathos  and  dif^ 
fidence,  he  added,  taking  his  five  inches  of  pipe  in  both 
handa^  so  that  nnlike  my  nncle  Toby,  haying  no  widow  at 
hand  for  the  moment^  one  of  his  own  somewhat  more 
dnmsy  fingers  served  as  a  tobacco  stopper. 

**  And  indeed  Mishter  Cooffey  sur,  ash  after  dat,  Fm 
sure  you'd  de  do  shame,  I'd  be  afther  axing  youa bit  of  a 
frvour,  which  ish,  dat  ash  Fm  oble^ed  to  be  down  at 
Grayeahind  all  to-morrow,  you'd  act  honourable  by  me, 
aad  kape  away  from  de  widdy  till  I  do  be  back  ?" 

"  Honour  !  honourable  I  vot  you  know  about  honour  ? 
Stuff,  nonsense ! — ^moonshine  in  mourning/' 

''  Moonshine  in  mourning !  Och  !  but  dat's  de  illigant 
sight !  wort  gomg  any  distance  to  see,  by  raison  of  dere 
being  noting  to  be  sane." 

"  Ah  !  dam  rascal !  you  ready  to  swear  now  you  seen 
moonahine  in  mourning,  listen  to  dat !  good  j^ople ! 
dat  show  you  what  big  liar,  dat  Finerty  am." 

"Well,  now,  whin  dere  do  be  an  eclipshe  of  de  moon, 
sare  doeshn  t  dat  take  de  shine  out  of  her, — and  ishn't  de 
moon  bames  in  mourning  den  T 

•'Qo  on  !  go  on!  you  shall  not  always  insult  Cuffey 
wid  immunity  r  foamed  Tiberius  Caesar. 

''Inshult  you  !  Och  !  but  they  may  well  call  ingrati- 
tude de  black  sin !  whin  I  was  paying  you  the  illigan- 
test  compliment  in  my  own  mind.  Nayther  more,  nor 
leai;  than  that  you  banged  de  moon  ;  for  sure  ishn't 
niggerish  de  eclipshe  of  de  human  rashe  ?' 

The  roar  with  which  the  mob  repaid  this  speech,  so  ex- 
aqperatied  Cuffey,  that  nothing  but  Spriggs,  and  Carew, 
keeping  him  back  by  main  force,  prevented  his  springing 
on  Um,  and  eclipsing  at  lea.st  one  of  Mr.  Finerty  s  eyes  ; 
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but  the  latter  perceiving  he  was  for  that  tin 

&t>m  any  mich  retaliation,  continued  witB 
perturbable  sang-froid, 

"  Why  thin,  indatlc*  Mishter  Tibarius 
sur,  dey've  got  a  mighty  purty  fashion  am 
now,  of  gnving  what  dey  calls  tistinioniala 
badle  ish  active  and  sphritely,  in  kapin^ 
from  playing  on  de  tomb-stones,  he'll  git  m 
a  sthick,  or  a  sthool  for  a  t^baekey  box.  or  a 
bated  wid  Bishop^*'  aprons  to  catch  de  chnr' 
if  itsli  a  boy  dat  hash  taken  de  plidge^ 
timperenche,— nleti  dey  guve  him  a  tistimotp 
ing  pot,  or  a  poonip-handlej  or  some  th* 
respict  in  dat  way.  So  I'm  thinking  tM 
aur  (do  a  .soon-shade  *  wud  be  more  me,  on  a 
complixion)  dat  if  you  dont  like  de  littl» 
paid  you  about  de  eclipshc,  and  you  wil 
sehtip  of  a  dudeen  as  a  tistimonial  from 
put  the  eclipshe  in  it,  sure,  and  schmoke  it 

Amid  the  roars  of  the  mob,  and  the  inc 
his  culinary  rival,  whom  Spriggs,  and  C». 
by  main  force  constraining  to  keep  the  peiic 
stuck  his  rejected  pipe  in  the  corner  of  hi 
the  basket  of  jiotatoes  0]i  his  head,  and 
through  the  crowd,  who  made  way  for  hi 
out — "Ould  Blackberries!  whoUl  buy  mi 
berries  ?— a  halfpenny  a  cart-load,  oidd  blao 

While   the   mob   were    still   laughing,  2 
Mr.  Finerty  with  all  the  hnnottrs  of  thepais^, 
t-o  complete  the  ovation,  insulting  his  rival 
jibe  of — ''  I  say.  Uncle  Taiim,  taters  is  riE,  s 
fell  ;  and  tho^  ain't  no  widdeis  to  be  ad  10 
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When  Carew  r^oined  them  at  tea>  instead  of  adding  to 
their  mirth  at  the  poor  negro's  expense,  he  seemed  a  shadie 
more  thoughtful 

"  Hallo !  old  fellow ;  I  hope  you  havn't  been  and  csoght 
the  blacks  from  Tiberius  Caesar  V  said  Bob,  slajqiing  him 
on  the  shoulder. 

**  No — it  aint  that,"  replied  the  latter,  stirring  his  tea 
with  great  earnestness,  and  holding  the  spoon  as  perpen- 
dicularly as  if  hehad  be.en  dropping  a  phimmet  five  hundred 
&thoms  deep.  '^  It  aint  that — ^but  I  think  it's  a  shame  to 
kagh  at  poor  Cuffey,  for  he  spun  me  another  yam  after 
I  got  him  under  hatches — ^and  it  seems,  as  he's  really  fond 
of  the  woman;  and  I  tell  you  what,  Robert  Bumpus^  I 
have  'travelled  the  wide  world  over,'  as  you  know,  and 
Fve  always  foimd — no  matter  in  what  latitude,  or  at  how 
many,  or  how  few,  knots  an  hour  they  were  going — ^that 
Nater  always  hoists  the  same  flag  in  every  heart ;  no  odds 
whether  it's  a  king's,  or  a  nigger's ;  and  that's  a  flag,  as  I 
fer  one,  will  never  see  insulted." 

"  Course  not — it's  not  in  natur  as  you  should ;  so  here's 
three  cheers  for  the  old  gal!"  said  Spriggs,  with  a  circular 
wink  round  the  table,  which,  Carew  perceiving,  said — 
♦  "  Andin  return,  suppose  as  I  gives  threecheers  more,  for  a 
young  gal,  if  I  may  be  so  bold  as  to  ask  how  my  pretty 
cousin  Patty  gets  on,  among  the  dismals  down  at  Morning- 
ton  Manor?" 

*'0h,  ahl — ^yes,"  rejoined  Spriggs,  with  a  forced  laugh, 
shying  at  the  question ;  "  but  you  see,  Hadmiral,  tiie 
stables  is  my  department — so  I  don't  know  nothink  about 
the  unstable  department — ^the  petticoats ;  but  if  it's  all 
the  same  to  you,  and  the  rest  of  the  company,"  added  he, 
springing  to  his  feet,  and  pushing  back  his  chair,  ''  I  vote 
that  we  concludes  '  the  festive  scene'  and  the  'alls  of  daz- 
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li^it^'  and  hall  tiiat  sort  of  thing,  with  a  game  of 
Man's  Buff?  for  this  is  nnkimTnin  slow,  and  I  should 
to  pat  this  little  ruby  filly  here,  through  all  her 

m 

Ly,   dsjr  langhed  Garew,   also   rising,  and  clearing 

the  tables  and  dudrs.    "  I  believe  it  t«  aU  the  same 

I  tore  enoogfa,  for  it  all  depends  on  whose  caught,  and 

0  Uinded,  but  fidr  pla/s  a  jewel !  So  let's  draw  lots 
AiU  be  blinded  now,"  and  to  the  infinite  delight  of 
iggs,  the  lot  fen  to  the  share  of  Martha  Bay,  who  like 
y  body  as  she  was,  tucked  the  skirt  of  her  Padusay 
through  her  pocket-hole,  as  a  preliminaiy  measure, 

1  Bpriggs  adjusted  the  handkerchief  or  as  he  called 
le  blinkers,  and  then  spun  the  little  woman  roimd 
a  teetotum,  with  the  usual  order  to  catdi  who  she 
1  ?  Every  one  of  course  getting  out  of  her  way,  over 
re  and  tables,  and  Carew  actually  clambering  up  to 
hi^  chimney-piece,  and  comparing  himself  to 

'*  The  sweet  little  cherub  that  sits  up  aloft," 

I  sundry  jeux  desprib  from  Spriggs,  at  Martha's 
lorable  failures  in  attempting  to  catch  a  substitute; 
the  great  event  of  the  evening  was  a  misfortune 
ch  befell  Fowkes,  tlie  waiter,  while  he  was  dis- 
^shing  himself  in  what  Carew  designated  the 
ngland  expects  every  man  to  do  his  duty  line," 
t  is,  when  having  at  eleven  o'clock  brought  in, 
otding  to  previous  orders,  a  thiy  of  hot  negus  and 
ong  punch,  which  he  had  deposited  on  the  side-board, 
iras  zigzagging  his  way  out  of  the  room,  witli  all  the 
xterity  of  an  adder,  and  all  the  evaporative  volatility  of 
Witer,  while  roused  to  additional  exertion,  by  having  a 
fid  body  actually  within  her  reach  at  last,  Mra  Bay 
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stretched  out  her  hand,  and  this  time,  clutched  not  empty 
air !  but  a  large  handfol  of  Mr.  Fowkes's  Hyperian  locks, 
which,  alas,  being  like  many  odier  conquerors  in  time  of 
peace,  unattached,  remained  in  her  hands !  from  the  &ct 
of  his  losing  his  head,  as  well  as  his  wig,  and  ducking 
down,  80  as  to  effect  his  escape  vid  the  underneath  portico 
of  a  table.  At  this,  the  mirth  of  the  dairvoya/nts  became 
uproarious,  more  especially,  when  Martha,  squeezing  her  . 
capillary  trophy,  with  an  unnecessary  degree  of  tightness, 
as  it  had  no  intention  of  emancipating  itself  from  her 
grasp,  exclaimed — 

''Ah  !  so  IVe  caught  one  on  ee,  at  last!" 

" No,  you  have  only  caught  U"  said  Spriggs,  holding 
his  sides. 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  it  ?  I  tell  ee  its  Tom  Carew, 
I  knows  by  the  thickness  of  the  hair." 

"  How  are  you  sure  it's  not  me,  Spriggs  ?" 

"  Oh !  cause  I  couldn't  tell  you,  by  the  thickness  of 
your  hair." 

**  No,  I  suppose  it*s  by  the  thickness  of  the  head,  as 
you'd  know  him/'  laughed  Carew. 

"Drat  you!  do  ee  make  haste,  and  untie  this  here 
handkitcher,  for  I'm  well  nigh  stifled  ?" 

"  I'll  untie  it,  Mrs.  Ray,"  said  Mary,  advancing  for  that 
purpose. 

"  Thankee,  my  dear,  why  whathever !  in  the  name  of 
wonder !  have  I  got  here  ?"  said  she,  as  soon  as  she 
recovered  her  sight ;  and  it  rested  uponFowkes,  "abstract 
and  brief  chronicle"  of  the  Black  Forest,  which  seemed  to 
have  the  same  effect  upon  her,  as  if  it  had  been  the  head 
of  a  Medusa. 

"Well,  I  never !  did  you  ever?" 

And  while  she  was  still  wondering,  and  looking  in  vain 
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^IteadiqMedowBercftheAiUrauniia    Spr^sjued 
I  cf  pmicli  and  kaUing  ii  in  abejanoe,  said — 

gndflBun, — Aving  had  the  honoory  arler 
>  tCHlqr,  to  pnpoae  Ae  eatth  of  the  i^  oontnctixig 
Mr.  and  Mr&  Bobeit  Biuiipii%  I  now  beg  leave 
*  toasts  vieh  hif  not  so  hinteraating,  hia 
hsown,  Bl  haUnde  to  the  tow  retreating 
hand  gemlen,  I  give  you  Ur.  JeremUh 
I  and  hia  vi^  and  like  the  appy  pair  whoae  nup- 
,  we  an  met  thia  day  to  celebrate — when  hever  they 
mesf  it  be  honly,  to  meet  agin.  Jeny — yon  dog — 
in  the  hare — now  aheer;  and  hadd  the  enrnuit  jelly/' 
he,  wieating  the  wig  from  Martha  Bay,  and 
;  it  to  ita  owner,  who  atill  lay  perdu  under  the  table, 
who  had  no  sooner  r^ained  his  lost  hair !  than  he 
fdbcted  a  precipitate  retreat  on  all  fours,  amid  roars  of 
kng^ter,  which  had  scarcely  subsided,  when  Spriggs 
Jhwring    a    dock    strike,    looked    at    his    watch,    and 

"Hess  me  1  half-past  eleven !  and  you  know  at  twelve 

n^ze  shut  hont  of  that  confounded  Tower,  by  the  harticles 

'  rfvar ;  but  I  must  say,  Bosinscrape,  has  youVe  behaved 

(irticklar  shabby,  not  to  have  given  us  heven  von  song  ; 

'  4inne,  tip  us  a  stave  afore  I  go  ? — there's  a  trump.'* 

''Do,  Tom,"  said  the  host,  "and  then  well  all  go 
iDgether." 

"  WeD,  you  see  I  aint  got  nothing  new." 

"If  it's  true,  it  can't  be  new,**  said  Bob. 

"Music  r  authcnitatively  roared  Spriggs,  as  he  was  in 
^  habit  of  doing  at  the  theatre,  when  he  honoured.the 
OBHihilling-gallery  with  his  presence. 

**  Wdl,  mind  as  you  all  jines  in  the  chorus/*  said  Oarew. 

TOL  I.  IT 


290 


THB  WOBLD  AND  BIB  WIFE: 


**  This  life  is  like  a  troubled  sea, 
Where,  helm  a-weather  or  a-lea» 
The  ship  will  neither  stay  nor  wear. 
But  driyes — of  eyery  rock  in  fear. 

"  All  seamanship  in  vain  we  try — 
We  cannot  keep  her  steadily ; 
But  just  as  fortune's  wind  should  blow, 
The  vessel  pitches  to,  and  fro. 


*'  Yet  come  but  Love  on  board, 
Our  hearts  by  him  well  stored, 
No  storm  can  overwhelm, 
Still  blows  in  vain 
Tlie  hurricane. 

While  he  is  at  the  helm — 
WhUe  he  is  at  the  helm!" 

They  all  joined  in  the  chorus. 

The  bridegioom,  if  less  loudly,  more  fervently  than  any 
of  them,  as  he  pressed  Mary's  hand ;  and  even  Tattoo  ^ 
lifted  up  his  voice  in  assent,  intoning  the  canine  "Bra-   j 
disi,"  with  which  he  had  for  the  last  montli,  during  hir  ; 
"  elevation  to  the  Peerage,"  been  in  the  habit  of  accom*'  \ 
j»Hiiyiiig  "Those  Evening  Bells,"  the  dinner-bells  at  CStti- 
haven  House  ;    and,  indeed,  considering  that  his  maM  ^ 
had  oD  that  day  discovered  the  "segreto  per  esser  feUd!* 
it  was  the  least  he  could  do. 

When  the  preparations  for  departure  were  finally  c(»o- 
pleted,  the  landlord,  and  landlady,  appeared,  curtseying,  i> 
the  passage,  and  hoping  they  wei-e  satisfied  with  the& 
entertainment ;  while  Fowkes,  owing  more  to  his  receD* 
misfoitinies,  than  to  any  natural,  or  acquired  diflBdencc,  (fi* 
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^  indeed,  a  Lomdon  tavero  isnol  the  most  ooDgenkl 
«Sdl  bock  to  the  kft,"  as  Oil  Bias  has  it^  bat  not 
odi  out  of  aig^t^  as  to  be  out  of  mind,  far  Mm  Baj, 
■Bg  up  to  bim  yery  ''genteeUy,"  (as  he  afterwards 
rted  to  Sally  Slooome^  the  slim  scnllion  of  the  Boar's 
I,  to  nhom  be  was  in  the  habit  of  luicoridng  his  fed- 
I  preaented  him,  from  best  own  privy  purse,  with  a 
lafte,  and  giatiiitoiisfllulling,  saying  at  the  same  time— 
[  humbly  az  your  pardon,  Jeremiah  Fowkes,  for 
ing  so  free  with  your  head  just  now ;  but  blind  folks, 
deaf  folks,  is  pretty  well  always  making  mistakes^  as 
may  know  by  old  Dorothy  Windsor,  your  aont , 
kea's  next-door  neighbour,  down  at  Fidd-Fleury,  who 
Hdfer  nor  twenty  postesses." 
Oh,  pray  don't  never  mention  it,  Mrs.  Ray,  maam," 

Fowkes,  pocketing  the  shilling,  as  he  would  have 
e  a  whole  cloud  of  affronts,  had  they  existed,  and 
rued  their  silver  lining"  on  him  in  the  same 
oner. 

'Pooh,  pooh,**  put  in  Spriggs,  energetically  brushing 
ihat  with  his  elbow ;  ''as  one  of  Madam  Momington's 
ndw,'  though,  he  looks  pretty  sheepish  now ;  he  vos 
9B0(^t  hup  pious  and  patient,  so  he  must  consider  ow 
■di  better  hoff  he  is  than  Habsolem,  for  ad  that  hindi- 
Uial,  honly  ad  the  good  fortin  to  patronize  wigs,  he'd 
int  ave  come  to  sich  a  huntimely  bend.  But  I  must 
^  hoS,  or  I  shall  be  locked  out,  that's  certain — so 
jDod-night,  ladies  and  gemlen  in  ginral,  and  Mr.  hand 
Ibl  Bobert  Bumpus  in  particlar  ;  for.  Bob,  my  boy, 
*ai  once  a  man's  married,  or  hanged,  you  know  his 
^ttds  can't  do  no  more  for  him." 

"Goodnight!  Heaven  bless  you  both,  and  fiur weather  ^ 
^  ^  whole  voyage,"  said  Carew,  shaking  both  brida^P 
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Thus  iett,  the  new  mamed  'pnxr  tollowed  slowly: 
night  was  dark,  but  the  stars  were  bright  ;  the  stre 
narrow,  but  the  world  was  wide  ;  and  yet,  all  that 
they  twain  cared  to  possess  in  it,  then  walked  besid 
and  bounded  before  him.  Could  all  the  Caesars  eve 
said  as  much  ?  And  the  other? — Oh  !  she  was  a  ^ 
they  may  not  choose, but  bear. 
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and  bridegroom  cordially  by  the  hand,  "  I  had  better  go 
on  with  Spriggs,  for  the  boat  is  waiting  for  me  at  the 
Tower  Stairs." 

"Come,  Ruby,  let  us  nm  on,  child,  and  get  the  door 
open,  for  you  looks  ready  to  die  with  sleep." 

Thus    left  »^^  rxp^   Biy-i^  t^V  MLi«ft^  al/i^lir        The 
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,  vlMl  •  pittrj,  whti  •  mmdiam  ptarion  Is  this  purion  of 
;  ft  eertefn  wt)  It  mtLKliB  no  icuidal  wluiteTV  npoa  ito 
ilatiio  moot  diiplciridolitelioodi.  and  tvminatM in  ttio 
r^JKOffB  **  Word  t9  At  IfiM'* 

I  TMfli,lmillwirorid  !■  good  in  fho  Inmp,  and  I  loro  oU 

tallow-diandlon,  datrj^maida, 
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CHAPTER  L 

can  be  no  doubt,  as  Hallam  observes,  that 
there  is  a  constant  analogy  between  the  microcosm 
of  external  nature  and  the  microcosm  of  man.* 
['Bttiffaathand,''  asks  theeloqutot  Herder,  "can  detect,and 
\vup,  what  is  hidden  in  tibie  human  brain  ?  What  finger 
poboLt  out  the  windings  of  the  conflicting,  or  the 
[fdescent  paseions'and  sentiments;  in  that  secret  abyss, 
\  iDoded  with  the  marvels  of  intellectual  light  through  its 
'  window — tike  eye,  stirred  with  the  mysterious  voices  of 
mmd  through  its  portal,  the  ear  T  Verily !  the  mystery 
lies  still  deeper  than  all  this,  for,  like  the  nymph  of  Elis, 
.  the  first  responsible  step  we  take  in  life,  is  that  which  at 
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once  opens  the  source,  and  determines  the  course,  of  our 
future  career ;  then  it  is,  that  Fate  becomes  the  headloi^ 
torrent  that  inseparably  mingles  with  our  waters  of  life  ; 
and  that  whatever  Time  may  fling  into  this  Alpheas  in 
Elis,  is  sure  to  re-appear  in  that  fountain  of  Arethusa — 
our  heart ;  a  fountain,  which,  however  its  waters  may 
vary,  Bowcdd  and  dark,  now  bright^  and  gudiing  yot  fyc 
childhood  at  leasts  is  ever  gemmed  with  a  lily  coronal  of 
pure  white  thoughts,  and  hopes,  by  him  who  hath  said — 

'' '  I  bringa  cloud  over  the  earth.' " 

The  cloud  comes,  sooner  and  darker  to  some,  than  to 
others  ;  then,  fast  fade  the  lilies ! — ^for  ever  fly  the  £Eur 
white  hours  I  The  cold  dark  waters  have  to  be  met — 
stemmed,  if  they  can ;  striven  with  they  must  be.  We 
have  dreamt — ^we  must  waken,  and  never  more  dream  on 
life's  flowery  margin.  The  struggle  is  over — the  plunge 
is  taken !  A  sigh  to  the  past — a  fear  for  the  present — a 
hope  for  the  future  !  and  we  are  launched  on  the  perilous 
tide  of  time  I 

It  was  a  small,  cold-looking,  wainscoted  room — ^rather 
lofty,  and  rather  bare — at  the  Great  Western  Hotel,  at 
Faddington ;  the  walls  barricaded  with  those  truly  infernal 
machines  called  horse-hair  chairs, — ^while  on  the  northern 
side,  a  large  railway-map,  terminating  in  a  bar  of  black 
wood,  was  also  suspended.  The  empty  grate,  by  means  of 
some  bright,  narrow,  tinsel  clippings,  was  made  to  repre- 
sent a  very  glittering,  and  respectable  model  of  El  Dorado 
on  a  small  scale,  with  a  moral  to  boot ;  for  the  substratum 
of  this  splendour  being  plain  deal-shavings,  the  inference 
was  obvious,  to  wit^  that  it  was  only  by  close  shaving  that 
gold  can  be  arrived  at. 

In  the  centre  of  the  room  was  a  longish,  scjuare  table* 


OK,  A  PIB80N  OF  C0K8BQUXNCE.  ) 

with  roimddd  oomeni,  covered  with  a  black  and  green 
dieoked-eloth,— ^n  which  was  placed  a  copy  of  "The 
Tlme^"  a  tambler,  and  dinner  caraft,  of  opaque-looking 
water,  which  looked  more  as  if  Professor  Faraday  had 
been  experimentaliKing  upon  it^  than  as  if  very  recent^ 
brought  from  any  of  those  wells  in  which  truth  is  said  to 
bavB  her  abode.  The  floor  was  also  painted  in  imitatiia 
of  oak — (for,  since  railways,  all  is  vapouring — all  is  imita- 
tion)— a  fiEtded  Turkey  carpet  covering  the  centre.  The 
flat  and  scanty  curtains,  being  of  drab  merino  damask, 
cflbctually 

*^  Cast  a  browner  horror  o'er  the  "  room. 

Upon  one  of  the  aforesaid  horse-hair  chairs,  sat  an 
exceedingly  pretty  boy,  of  about  eight  years  old.  A  profti-* 
aion  of  dark,  soft,  chestnut  hair  surmounted  a  &ir,  broad, 
high  forehead,  and  dark  hazel  eyes,  while  the  ahnost  ideal 
delicacy  of  his  features,  and  the  angelic  softness,  yet  bright 
intelligence  of  their  expression,  seemed  not  only  to  belie 
his  sex,  but  his  race ;  for,  verily,  he  looked  of  another 
sphere  than  this  work-a-day  world  A  pensive  expression 
in  his  eyes,  unwonted,  and  unnatural,  at  his  age,  added  to 
this  impression. 

His  hands  and  feet,  and  small  white  ears,  were  unmis- 
takeably  patrician ;  but  though  his  dress  (consisting  of  a 
dark  blouse  and  broad  patent  leather  belt,  and  a  Glen- 
garry cap,  which  he  now  held  in  his  hand)  was  scrupu- 
lously clean,  yet  the  material  was  coarse  ;  the  boots  were 
chimsily  thick ;  the  little  gloves  also,  and  of  a  dark,  dingy 
green ;  while  the  little  black  and  white  check  neck-ker- 
chief, tied  under  his  falling  collar  in  a  slovenly  bow,  was 
altogether  as  flimsy  as  the  poorest  English  silk  could  make 
It    In  a  word,  there  were  none  of  those  almost  indescrib- 

B8 
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able,  but  equally  unmistakeable  point  device  little  coquetries 
of  love  and  pride,  about  his  dress,  which  proclaim  a  mother's 
jSnishing  touch.  No,  all  that  attracted  there,  was  Nature's 
work ;  and  she  had  done  much.  Gould  even  a  mother  have 
done  more  for  such  dainty  workmanship  ?  Yes ;  stamped 
the  heart's  hall-mark  of  love  upon  it ;  without  which,  the 
Surest  of  earth's  flowers,  that  ever  opened  to  the  sun,  but — 

"  Waste  their  sweetness  on  the  desert  air." 

Most  boys  of  that  age,  would  have  been  either  up  at  the 
window  accompanying  the  opera  seria  of  their  plans  for 
future  mischief,  with  an  obligcUo  accompaniment  of  the 
devil's  tattoo  against  the  panes,  or  plucking  the  tinsel 
brightness,  and  the  homely  shavings  from  the  grate,  to  see 
what  they  could  not  be  made  into ;  or,  at  least,  if  they 
could  not  be  twisted  into  most  orthodox,  because  most 
ungenial,  matrimony  ;  or  searching  The  Times  for  some- 
thing he  ought  not  to  read  in  the  police  reports  ;  or  vid 
the  point  of  a  pen,  or  a  knife,  quite  altering  the  geography 
of  the  county,  or  making  tunnels  in  the  railway-map  that 
the  original  engineer  had  never  had  the  genius  to  imagine. 

But  the  solitary  little  tenant  of  that  cold,  cheerless 
room,  did  none  of  these  things.  He  had  been  told  to  sit 
quietly  on  his  chair  till  his  grandmother,  (who  had  brought 
him  up  fi'om  the  country,  returned  ;)  and  he  did  so  ;  his 
right  arm  flung  over  the  back  of  the  chair,  his  right  foot 
tucked  under  him,  and  his  left  swinging  to  and  fro  beneath 
the  chair ;  while  his  luminous,  soft,  dark  eyes,  looked 
dreamily  up  at  the  railway-map,  and  followed  the  flies  in 
their  ceaseless  journeys  from  one  end  of  the  kingdom  to 
the  other,  leaving  their  luggage  in  black  spots  after  them 
at  every  station. 

But  to  watch  thef  bustle  and  stir  of  other  lives,  and  note 
their  superfluous  energies,  while  our  own  are  all  stagnat- 
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ing,  is  perhaps  one  of  the  liardest  fetters  of  compulsory 
inactivity ;  and,  without  being  aware  of  it,  the  boy  felt 
this.  He  did  not  think  it,  for  we  don't  think  at  that  age ; 
memory  is  thought  in  after  years.  But  the  flies  had 
wings,  and  he  had  none.  So  he  grew  weary  of  following 
them  with  his  eyes,  and  leaning  his  cheek  on  his  hand,  he 
tamed  with  a  sigh  towards  the  window ;  but  still  those 
young  eyes  had  always  the  same  gentle,  pensive  expres- 
sion, as  if  bestowing  love,  and  in^loring  sympathy,  from  all 
they  looked  upon,  when  suddenly  he  saw  a  poor  fly  quietly 
about  to  accept  the  treacherous  hospitality  of  a  large 
burly  burgomaster-looking  spider ;  and  starting  from  his 
chair,  he  dashed  his  little  clenched  hand  through  the  web, 
and  released  the  fly,  exclaiming,  as  he  continued  to  shake 
it  at  the  spider,  "You  shaVt" 

Just  at  this  juncture,  and  before  the  spider  had  time 
(had  he  been  able),  like  his  prototypes  in  Parliament,  to 
"  rise  in  reply,"  the  door  opened,  and  Hobert  Bumpus, 
followed  of  course  by  Tatters,  entered :  his  new  clothes 
and  lus  new  happiness,  making  him  altogether  a  new  man, 
«o  that  even  Newmarket  might  have  mistaken  him  for 
that  sought-after  thing — a  rom  Peer,  instead  of  that 
only  sought-after-by-the-police  thing, — a  penniless  vaga- 
bond. 

The  boy  stopped  short  in  his  threat,  coloured  like  a 
girl,  and  looked  as  confused  as  if  he  had  been  caught 
committing,  instead  of  preventing,  a  murder. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  young  gentleman,''  said  Bob, 
colouring  in  his  turn,  yet  bowing  most  respectfully,  "  but^ 
I  believe  you  are  Master  Walter  Selden  ?  Mr.  Quirker 
told  me  I  should  find  you  in  this  room.  He  is  going 
down  with  us  to  Field-Fleury.  I  suppose  you  know  you 
are  going  to  Keld-Fleury  to  school,  sir  V 
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''  Tea,  yes/'  said  the  boy,  hesitatiiigly,  with  anoth^ 
blush,  and  then  added,  with  something  very  like  a  tear  in 
hii  eyes — 

"Is  it  far?" 

Oh!  prophetic  wisdom  of  childhood!  danger  and 
distance, — in  your  glossary, — being  always  synony- 
mous. 

"  No,  no, — a  matter  of  a  hmidred  miles  or  so  ;  and 
you  know,  by  rail,  sir,  that's  nothing." 

"  I  know  very  well,"  continued  Bob,  with  that  genuine 
poliiesae  du  coeur  which  is  ever  on  the  alert  to  save  pain, 
or  give  pleasure^  "I  know  very  well  that  no  one  can 
warrant  names  free  from  vice  ;  and  that  ichool  always 
has  had,  always  has,  and  always  t(;tUhave,  an  ugly,  birchy, 
booky,  bread-and-scrape  sound  in  a  young  gentleman's 
ears ;  but  I  do  assure  you,  sir,  that  you  won't  find  my 
brother's  anything  of  a  school  to  signify;  and  as  foit 
Field  Flcury  itself,  it's  just  one  of  the  nicest  places  you 
could  pick  out  on  a  Summer's  day.  Such  meadows  !  such 
trees!  such  birds' nests!  such  hazel-nuts !  such  bilberries  I 
such  blackberries  !  such  cherry-orchards  !  three  rookeries 
could  not  thin  them  in  a  month — and  such  streapjs,  wiA  the 
trout,  and  greylings,  continually  popping  up  their  heads, 
as  if  they  were  saying,  '  do  come  and  catch  me,'  and  then 
bobbing  under  in  a  minute,  as  much  as  to  say,  '  don't  you 
wish  you  may  get  it?" 

"  Then,  come  September,  it's  not  for  me  to  speak  <rf 
geese,  but  I  will  say,  nowhere  have  I  ever  been  able  to 
raise  the  wind  as  it  rises  of  its  own  accord  on  Twaddle- 
ton  Common,  and  nowhere  have  I  ever  seen  such  kite- 
flying." 

"  And  may  any  boy  fly  a  kite  there?"  asked  Walter, 
the  pupils  of  his  eyes  dilating,  as  if  his  ears  had  stolen 
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IistaDiiig  diere,  as  tbe  IftUe  Mkm 
pAuHf  adfoeed  dose  vp  to  Bob,  during  ilie 
liHiaf  liiitf  eiBiliiig,0pie^  and  now  actually  placed 
■dl  nUte  hand  iipon  the  FieM-Flenxy  improviaa- 
iiad  1001^  oob,  as  he  kxiked  iqp  into  the 
fefSfl^  but  henest  and  intense^  good-natued  fim 
la  hrtter. 

b  be  sne  he  vuKf,  ah*,— Oonunon,  means  ocnunoii 
^  yon  hmoif  . 

It  Tatton;  ivho  had  made  all  the  investagatkms 
■led  lomid  the  room,  vid  the  horse-hair  chains 
had  adfaneed  so  fiur  as  muter  the  tables  now  jnst 
i^  011%  to  leeonnoitire  the  physiognomy  of  his , 
A  new  friend ;  and  the  judgment  he  had  come 
tteopon,  being  apparently  one  of  an  entirely  satis- 
7  natore,  he  proehdmed  the  fact  by  gently  insinna' 
with  a  little  si^  of  canine  satis&ction,  his  in- 
ly oold  noee  into  the  boy^s  left  hand,  as  it  hmig 
isUessly  by  his  side. 

I,  iHiat  a  dear  doggie  !**  exdahned  he,  electrified 
he  sadden  chiD,  ''may  I  lift  him  up  in  my 
f 

Ij,  to  be  snre  yon  may,  sir,  eat  him  if  yon  like, 
I  don't  think  he'd  disagree  with  yon,"  said  Bob, 
,  while  his  nnnttered  soliloquy  was  ''blinked,  if 
KMT  child  hasn't  been  either  muzzled,  and  milk-and- 
edy  with  some  piece  of  starched  dimity  of  a  maiden 
or  else  put  upon,  in  double  step-mother  style,  for  all 
'May  Ts  V  am^  natural  in  a  boy  of  that  age.  Why 
lat  matter,  a  chap  of  half  his  years,  not  out  of  petti- 
and  bare  1^,  would  have  been  slap-dash  into,  and 
siything,  before  this,  without,  with  your  leave,  or  by 
laam.  Imust  get  to  the  root  of  all  this.    Mischief  is 
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a  boy*s  natural  state,  and  where  it  ain^  visible  to  the 
naked  eye  at  the  first  glance,  there  must  be  and  is,  some- 
thing wrong.  No  getting  anything  out  of  Terps  Quirker; 
he's  a  lawyer,  and  theyVe  paid  for  always  taking  in,  and 
never  letting  out ;  must  try  the  boy  himself  and  yet  he 
looks  so  innocent,  that  it's  almost  like  jockeying  an  angel, 
to  make  him  tell  anything  he's  perhaps  been  told  not  to 
telL  Then  those  eyes,  where  have  I  seen  just  the  fellow 
look  to  that  one  of  his,  when  he  looks  up  into  one's  £eu^  a« 
if  he  was  taking  i-efiige  there,  body  and  soul,  and  believed 
no  harm  could  come  to  him ;  nor  could  it,  if  the  devil 
himself  once  took  such  bail" 

While  Eobert  Bumpus  still  pondered,  and  racked  hi8> 
memory  for  the  look  it  was  in  quest  of,  Walter  Selden's 
fair  young  face  was  partially  buried  in  the  dog's  shaggy 
head,  on  which  he  bestowed  innumerable  kisses.  Tatters, 
who  had  been  used  to  similar  ovations  during  his  recent 
sdjour  at  Claiihaveu  House,  receiving  them  all  with  a  sort 
of  matter-of-fact  affectionate  complacency,  which  was  in- 
dicated by  a  gentle  undulation  of  his  tail,  that  did  not 
amount  to  positive  conunon-place  wagging. 

"  Ahem !  I  suppose,  sir,  your  mamma  has  got  a  dog, 
you  seem  so  fond  of  dogs  ;"  ventured  Bob,  as  his  first 
coup  dessai  in  diplomacy. 

The  boy  paused  in  his  caresses,  sighed  audibly,  and  did 
not  answer  for  a  second  or  two  ;  and  then  looking  timidly 
up  with  the  revense  of  a  blush  this  time,  and  the  same 
confiding  look  that  so  bewildered  Bob,  which  however  was 
veiled  in  tears  now,  though  they  did  not  overflow  the 
boundary  of  liis  eyes,  said  in  a  voice  even  lower  than 
usual — 

*'  I  have  no  mamma,  she  died  a  whole  yeai*  ago.*' 

"  I  beg  your  pardon  sir,  I,  I — m  sure,  I  meant  to  say — 
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your  P&P&,*'   stammered  Mr.   Bumpns,  flomidering  into 
another  attempt. 

"Oh !''  said  the  child,  with  a  smile,  shewing  all  his 
small  pearl-like  teeth,  "I  never  had  any  papa." 

'*  Oh !  indeed,  sir,  dear  me,  I  thought  mushrooms  and 
pignuts  were  the  only  little  things  that  had  no  pa's  or  ma's." 
"  Oh  !  I  forgot,  I  had  a  papa  somewhere,  only  I  never 
saw  him  but  once,  just  after  mamma  died,  when  he  came 
to  grandmamma  Selden's  on  such  a  beautiful  horse  I  and 
he  wanted  to  take  me  home^  to  his  home  for  the  day,  but 
grandmamma  got  very  angry,  and  would  not  let  me  go. 
And  I  recollect,  too,  he  gave  me  when  he  was  riding 
away,  some  sugar-plums,  nice  big  burnt  almonds,  but 
grandmamma  would  not  let  me  have  those  either,  but 
flung  them  away,  and  was — oh !  so  angry/' 

"  Poor  little  fellow,"  thought  Bob  ;  "  pedigree's  as  plain 
as  Godolphin  Arabian's — Innocence  out  of  Victim,  by 
Scoundrel ;  I'll  be  bound,  something  of  that  sort" 

"  But  now,  I  really  have  no  papa,"  resumed  the  boy  ; 
"  for  he  went  away  somewhere  a  great,  great !  way  off, 
and  grandmamma  said  I  should  never  see  him  again  ; 
and,  oh  !  I  forgot,"  added  he,  dropping  his  voice,  and 
compressing  his  Glengarry  cap  into  the  most  distorted 
shapes — "  she  said  I  was  never  to  speak  of  him  to  any- 
one, but  I  shovld  have  liked  a  ride  on  that  beautifiil 
horsa" 

"  Are  you  fond  of  horses,  Master  Walter?"  asked  Bob, 
sidling  up  to  him  quite  affectionately,  as  he  hastily  passed 
the  back  of  his  hand  across  his  eyes,  and  brushed  away 
wmething  very  like  a  tear. 

"  Oh  !  so  fond,  and  if  ever  I  have  money  enough,  111 
buy  a  pony.  Look  here,  I  have  four  whole  half-crowns  1 
bhat  grandmamma  gave  me  because  I  was  going  to  school, 
but  that  is  not  enough  to  buy  a  pony  with—is  it?' 
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''Lawr  blesfl  yon,  no ;  but  we'll  see  if  we  can't  manage 
it  somehow.  I  should  like  to  teach  you  to  ride,  that  1 
ahould  r 

"  There's  a  fore-hand  !  added  Bob,  stepping  back  a 
pace  or  two,  and  looking  admiringly  at  the  youthM 
symmetry  of  the  boy's  iSgure.'* 

" Oh  !  will  your  cried  Walter,  laying  both  his  hands 
on  Mr.  Bumpus's  arms,  and  looking  up  so  earnestly  into 
his  face  as  he  flung  back  his  head  with  its  profusion  of 
soft;  burnished,  chestnut  curls  that,  had  he  said  with  the 
same  voice  and  look, — "  Oh !  will  you  let  me  cut  off  your 
earsr — ^Bob  would  have  returned  the  same  answer  he 
then  did,  seizing  and  shaking  the  boy's  hands. 

'*  Ay,  Aat  will  I !  I  beg  your  pardon,  Master  Walter, 
for  making  so  free  with  you  ;  but  the  truth  is,  you  see, 
sir,  whenever  there  is  any  talk  about  horses,  Bob  Bumpus 
is  sure  to  behave  like  an  ass." 

**  Oh  !  never  mind, — I  like  you ;  you  look  so  good- 
natured.    And  have  you  any  ponies  ?" 

"  A  few ;  why  Fve  a  whole  Circus  of  horses,"  responded 
the  owner  of  ''Bumpus's  Unrivalled  Attractions,'* 
proudly,  yet  modestly ;  now  feeling,  perhaps,  for  the  first 
time,  the  fiill  dignity  of  his  position  ;  for  hitherto,  he  had 
only  experienced  the  delight  of  his  recent  acquisition. 

"  You  know  what  a  Circus  is  ?* 

"  Yes, — no,  that  is,  one  came  to  Pencridge  a  short  time 
ago,  and  Martha  wanted  to  take  me,  and" — 

"  Pencridge !  what  Pencridge  in  Staffordshire,  where 
the  great  horse-fair  is  held  f  interrupted  Bob. 

"  Yes ;  do  you  know  it  ?* 

"  Don't  I ! — ^well,  never  mind ;  you  were  saying,  Master 
Walter,  that  you  went  to  the  Circus  f* 

**  No, — ^no, — that  I  wanted  to  go,  and  Martha  wanted 
to  take  me ;  but  grandmamma  wouldn't  let  hw/* 
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"Smmge!"  half  BoUloquieed  Mr.  Bumpus"  "Grand- 
motliers,  as  a  general  rule,  are  r^tdar  insurgenta ;  but 
tliis  one  of  yours  seems  always  to  be  forbidding  the  bans 
firom  CSrcuses  down  to  sugar-plums.  I  suppose  you  are 
not  exactly  to  say  desperately  fond  of  her  f  *  inquired 
Mr.  Bum^us,  caressing  his  chin  with  his  right  hand, 
ioeompanying  the  query  with  much  the  same  sort  of  look, 
with  which  he  would  have  said  to  a  cabman,  while  eyeing 
Ui  particularly  out-of-conditibn  hack,  **  Didn't  win  the 
iMt  Goodwood  Cup,  Is'pose  F 

"  I  pray  for  her  every  night,**  said  the  boy,  in  a  low  voice, 
hanging  his  head,  and  colouring  deeply  as  was  his  wont. 
"  Ptay  for  her;  ay,  praying  is  an  angel's  trade." 
"Do  you  know,"  said  Walter,  looking  round  to  see 
that  nobody  was  there  to  overhear  him,  and  rapidly  twist- 
ing Tatters's  ears  as  he  spoke,  "  Do  you  know, — mamma  is 
an  angel  now  in  Heaven  ?  and  so  I  don't  pray  for  her 
any  more,  for  Martha  says  we  oughtn't  to  pray  for  those 
who  are  in  Heaven." 

"  No,  Master  Walter — ^it  is  to  be  hoped  they  pray  for 
tts,"  said  Bob,  turning  away  to  hide  an  unpleasant  hu- 
midity in  his  eye& 

"  Ah !  but  I  should  like  to  pray  for  her,  though ;  and  I 
often  do  pray  to  her  when  Fm  very,  very  miserable." 

"  Very,  very  miserable !  Lawr  bless  you — and  have  you 
got  to  that  abready?" 

And  Robert  Bumpus  interlaced  his  fingers  with  a  sort 
of  mvoluntary  convulsive  riiovement,  as  he  looked  at  the 
child  with  an  expression  of  melancholy  and  passionate 
affection. 

"Yes,  very  often;  when  grandmamma  is  very  angry 
with  me,  and  I  don't  know  why ;  and  she  says  I  belong  to 
nobody,  and  have  no  right  to  anything." 
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Gtaudniaiiiina  be  haii]Li;cHl ! "   exclaimed  Mr.  Buinpui*, 
ji  sucli  i^nergetic  piety  in  the  prayer,  that  he  broke  the 
Jbler  over  the  caraff  of  the  opaque  water,  as  he  brought^ 
his  clenched  fist  like  a  sledge-hammer  on  an  anviX. 
the  table. 
I  Hush  r'  cried  Walter.      "Grandmamma  says,  what 
I  do,  I  must  mind  and  never  talk  about  people  bdnj 
zed" 

I  Well,  it  aint  civil,  and  that's  the  tnith,  Master  Walte 
mind  you  never  do,  sir,  there's  a  good  young  genti 
L"  responded  his  companion  with  a  strange  chaos 
llictlng  expressions  in  his  face ;  and  then  he  add^^ 
r  clearing  his  throat  with  one  or  two  nervous  hems,- 
lii't  know,  I'm  sure,  how  we  came  to  get  into  this  ro; 
\  Ijut  the  sooner  we  get  out  of  it  the  better.     Ah  ^ 
l>p  round  my  Circus  of  a  morning  before  the  com] 
i's — tliat's  the  thing  for  you,  Master  Walter. 
IWhat!  Is  your  Circus  at  the  school  where  Fm  goin. 
Id  young  Selden,  the  pupils  of  his  eyes  dilating, 


vhole  countenance  radiating,  as  he  formed  a  sud 
I  very  different  notion  to  his  estimate  of  schools 
Iral,  and  the  Field-Fleury  School  in  particular. 
IWliy,  no — not  exactly ;  because  you  see,  sir,  if  -i 
to  have  Circuses  and  Hippodromes  at  young  geK 
IS  schools,  the  boys  woidd  be  always  on  their  1 
^,  and  the  master  woulil  never  be  able  to  get  the  w^ 
of  them.     But  I  shall  go  down  there  twice  a-j^*^ 

|to-moTTOW  momuig — if  I'm  alive — ^you  shall  Ir^ 

first  riding-lesson^  Master  Walter,  on  Solomon." 
)n  Solomon?" 

)hl  I  forgot — ^you  don't  know  anything  about  & 
he  is  a  pony  at  Mornington  Manor,  that  I 
ti,  the  coachman,  will  lend  me.*' 
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;  if  I  should  break  my  neck — as  grandmamma  says 
\  fimd  of  horses  and  riding  deserve  to  do  ?" 

ilmiwiinA  be decorated  with  the  Victoria 

rof  merit; — bat  there's  no  fear  of  your  neck.  Master 
omxm  is  a  serious  pony,  and  is  used  to  a  stifF- 
1  generation.    He  carries  Mr.  Luther  himself  occa^ 
and  has  never  been  known  to  shy,  even  at 
Momington;  so  you  cannot  have  safer  cattle 
iihai,  if  yon  paid  jP200  a  foot  for  iV' 
lUler,  now  deeply  interested  in  the  conversation  of  Mr. 
whom  he  thought  the  pleasantest  person  he  had 
met  in  his  life,  was  just  about  to  make  a  few  in- 
touching  the  identity  of  Mr.  Luther,  and  Madam 
WBODgUmj  and  the  whereabout  of  Momington  Manor, 
I  Mgacitj  of  Solomon,  and  the  capabilities  of  Brown  the 
M^tniMi,  when  the  door  opened,  and  Mr.  Terps  Quirker 

tered,  accompanied  by .    But  there  is  no  room  for 

it  a  nose  at  the  the  fiog  end  of  a  chapter. 


14 


THB  WOBLD  AKD  HU  WIFE ; 


CHAPTER  II. 


dttting  Wttbtr  W&t^\. 

IE  door  opened,  and  a  tall,  gaunt  woman,  in  black, 
entered.  Not  that  she  was  in  reality  so  very 
tall ;  but  there  are  certain  anatomical  thriftinesses, 
by  which  a  mere  ordinary  supply  of  bone,  and  muscle,  is 
made  to  appear  to  go  great  lengths, — as  was  the  case  with 
the  assortment  in  question ;  her  very  long,  thin,  sharp 
nose,  preceding  her  like  a|>igi/€ur,  or  avaiit  courier.  Her 
eyes  were  dark  and  fierce,  though  sunken ;  her  cheek- 
bones high,  and  their  colour  equally  so.  Her  mourning 
was  neither  very  new,  nor  very  costly ;  there  was  no  radiant 
darkness  of  jet  and  bugles  about  it,  but  its  thin  gauzy 
texture  fell  in  innumerable  draperies  round  her  lank 
uncrinolined  figure,  like  so  many  death-flags,  hung  out  in 
all  directions. 

In  short,  Mrs.  Selden,  Walter's  grandmother — for  ahe  it 
waa — ^;Was  a  something  between  a  tragedy  queen,  and  a 
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gipaj  tramper;  a  sort  of  hybrid,  in  fact,  between  Mrs. 
SiddouB^  andBampyfield  Moore  Carew — (without,  however, 
meaning  to  cast  the  slightest  aspersion  on  the  immaculate 
memory  of  that  illustrious  lady) — while  the  over^rectnesB 
of  her  deportment,  flinging  her  head  unusually  back,  gave 
ha  such  a  disdainfdl  air,  as  to  make  her  look  as  if  she 
had  gone  in,  for  despising  the  whole  world, — though  to 
the  classical  reader  die  might  have  conveyed  the  idea  of 
Theopompus,  King  of  Sparta^ -masquerading  it^  ip  the 
effeminate  trappings  of  Sardanapalua 

Bat  neither  Mr.  Terps  Quirker,  the  'tomey  (as  he  was 
called  down  at  Twaddleton  and  Keld-Fleury, — ^nor  Mr. 
Bobert  Bumpus,  of  that  ilk, — ^being  good,  'bad,  or  even 
indifferent  classics,  they  merely  trembled,  as  they  felt  the 
imposing  presence  of  the  gauntity  and  grandity  of  this 
lady,  without  in  their  own  minds  being  able  to  lessen  that 
effect,  by  likening  the  cause,  to  any  thing  in  heaven  or 
eartL    Mrs.  Selden  having  flung  open  the  door,  and  fran- 
diised  the  space  necessary  to  gaining  the  centre  of  the 
room;  which  she  did  with  an  impartial  mode  of  pro- 
gression, derived  both  from  the  quick,  and  the  dead,  and 
equally  combining  the  glide  of  a  ghost,  with  the  stride  of  a 
cock. 

She  was  followed  at  a  respectful  distance  by  Mr.  Roger, 
—commonly  called,  and  therefore  better  known,  as  Mr. 
Terps  Quirker.  Never  before,  perhaps,  had  there  been  so 
onidl  an  "  abridgment  of  common  law ;"  nevertheless,  it 
comprised  every  possible  quibble,  and  every  known  legal 
fiction.  About  five  feet  three,  and  proportionately  slight, 
Mr.  Terps  Quirker's  low,  and  rather  retreating  forehead, 
was  surmounted  by  a  goodly  quantity  of  lights  and  per 
feetly  straight  brown  hair, — ^rather  long,  and  of  so  fine  a 
textqie,  that  It^had  no  obstinate  ways  of  its  own,  but  was 
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blown  about  by  every  breeze.  His  eyes,  which  were  of  a 
light  hazel,  were  very  long  cut ;  and  a  habit  he  had  of 
looking  out  at  the  comers  of  them,  without  turning  his 
head,  gave  him  and  them,  a  particularly  sly  look,  which 
was  considered  in  the  profession,  as  the  best  authenticated 
work  of  supererogation  extant.  His  complexion  was  of  a 
smooth,  yellowish,  delicate  pink  and  white,  like  the  living 
incarnation  of  that  most  lawful  of  all  unions, — parchment 
and  red  tape. 

Beside  a  dimple  in  each  cheek — more  long  than  round, 
as  if  made  by  the  slit  of  a  penknife — he  was  much  addicted 
to  constitutional  blushing ;  which,  in  a  solicitor,  the  late 
Edward  Irving  would  no  doubt  have  considered  as  a  sign 
of  grace,  while  mere  wordlings  would  probably  have 
looked  on  it  as  a  practical  illustration  of  cause  and  effect 
His  nose  was  not  only  turned  up,  but  so  pointed,  that  as 
it  stood  out  in  a  straight  horizontal  line  from  his  face,  it 
would  have  done  admirably  to  hang  his  hat,  or  even  a  case 
upon  :  indeed,  thereby  hung  a  tale — not  exactly  from  his 
nose,  but'  about  it — as  there  was  an  oral  tradition,  still 
floating  through  Ely  Place,  and  Hatton  Garden,  and  also 
west  of  Hanover  Square,  in  his  present  office,  to  the  effect 
that  in  his  earlier  days,  Terps  Quirker,  tempted  by  au 
immoral  brother  clerk,  had  gone  iiicog.  for  a  month  to 
Paris — (as  his  late  Majesty  George  the  Fourth,  when 
Prince  of  Wales,  did  with  General  Conway,  to  play  a 
game  of  piquette  with  the  beautiful  and  ill-fated  Marie 
Antoinette,  as  he  said ;  though  the  scandalous  chronicle  of 
that  day  hinted — ^and  history  has  since  confirmed  it — that 
it  was  to  play  up  the  game  of  antique  gooseberry,  his 
Eoyal  Highness  went).    . 

During  this  month,  Terps  Quirker,  setting  the  law  at 
defiance,  and  scattering  the  profits,  had  consumed  Cham- 
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^  ducnssed  gibdoUea,  aud  cultivated  a  moustache ; 
le  immoral  deik  who  first  tempted  him,  whispered 
\mtj  that  gibekUes  without  gallantry,  were  as  great 
isBiAly  as  a  griwtte,  without  a  Oarde  Nationale, 
t'Whisperiiigs,  were  followed  up  by  the  perpetual 
Ip  of  a  ffras  papa  of  a  poi-ter,  in  the  house  where 
bdged — Rue  Neave  des  PetUa  Champs^  who,  when- 
BTihiiig  in  the  shape  of  a  cap,  or  a  petticoat,  ap- 
ion  the  horizon,  would  nudge  his  elbow,  and,  with  a 
of  bis  own  veteran  moustache,  whisper  confidentially, 
ft !    ah !    9a   Monsieur  Terps  ;  faut    vous    lander  ; 

1  one  day,  he,  and  the  immoral  cleik,  weix* 
iding  the  large,  common  dirty  staircase  together, 
a  certain  Mademoisdle  Jtistine,  a  little  deinoiaeUe 
agazin  firom  the  Rue  Vhienne,  was  about  to  ascend 
cumbered  with  a  large  cay^touj  containing  a  "  cha- 
de  Longchamp  pour  la  dame  au  quatrieme,''  when 
nmoral  clerk,  giving  his  companion  an  impetus  by 
imp  between  the  shoulders,  cried  "  Now  !  Terps ! 
8  your  time !''  and  hurled  him  like  a  quoit,  down 
burs,  straight  in  the  dii-ection  of  the  little  modiste; 
liough  Terps  held  out  Ids  arms  like  two  wings,  not 
to  aid  his  flight,  but  also  for  the  nefarious  purpose 
circling  Mademoiselle  Justme  in  tlieni,  he  missed  bel- 
li, as  completely  a.s  if  it  had  bi^eu  the  mouth  of  the 
aea,  on  a  foggy  night ;  and  ran  the  shaip  point  of  his 
into  the  poor  little  modiste's  eye,  who,  dropping  her 
m,  exclailhed,  with  a  scream,  '*  Eli !  Seignieur  Dieu  I 
bites  vous  done  Monsieur  I" 

Hbile  old  Goguenard,  the  gros  papa  de  portier,  stood 
ihe  door  of  his  concHrge,  holding  both  his  fiit  sides, 
.  roaring  so  as  that  he  might  have  been  heard  at  Mont- 
^OL.  a  c 
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iaueon ;  but  as  soon  as  he  could  speak,  be  paid  the 
adventurous  youth  the  fbUowing  complunent :— *- 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!  du  moini^  Moniieur  Teips,  ▼ow 
avez — ^joliment  donn^  dans  Yceil,  k  Mamselle  Justiiie ;'' 
and  the  legend  further  set  forth,  that  the  following  week 
le  pire  Ooguenard  added  a  supplement  to  this  compii** 
ment,  by  telling  the  cumniire  of  the  entruol,  with  his 
right  eye  closed,  and  his  forefinger  placed  at  the  aide  of 
his  nose, 

"  Et  depuis  Tafiaire  de  la  Justine,  ^e  petit  bon  hommo 
de  Terps,  va  sans  qu'on  lui  dit — allez  I" 

Thus,  at  once  lanci,  and  established  as  a  man  of 
gallantry, — though,  as  a  lawyer,  Terpi3  Quirker  oontinned 
to  poke  his  nose  into  everything,  he,  from  that  out^ 
managed  his  lovc-afiairs  less  gaiXchely — ^and,  when  that 
is  the  case,  a  man  begins  to  consider  himself  a  per9afmag0, 
as  the  superior  sex  generally  derive  more  pride  (though, 
perhaps,  conceit  would  be  the  more  appropriate  wwd) 
from  their  follies  and  their  vices,  than  they  do  from  their 
virtues — in  the  rare  instances  where  they  possess  any. 
Therefore,  *  Mr.  Terps  Quirker  had  got  into  a  way  of 
making  the  most  of  himself,  and  carrying  his  head  quite 
as  high  as  Mrs.  Selden  did  hers  ;  nevertheless,  like  the 
unequal  contest  for  greatness  between  the  frog  and  the 
bull,  in  the  fable,  in  vain  he  strutted  and  stretched — 
on  the  present  occasion,  Ids  chin,  or  even  his  nose  (that 
fatal  and  unwonted  weapon  which  had  occasioned  suchhavoc 
in  the  eye  of  the  Paris  grisette)  could  only,  at  its  highest 
standard  of  elevation,  attain  to  a  parallel  line  with  the 
curtain  of  Mrs.  Selden's  bonnet,  as  he  followed  her  into 
the  room. 

No  sooner  had  the  door  opened  and  discovered  who 
the  arrivals  were,  than  Walter,  suddenly,  and  with  that 
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goiUy  look  whioh  the  most  extreme  mnocence  is  subject 
to  when  imder  the  injQuence  of  habitual  and  causeless 
aeferity,  put  Tatters  down  off  the  chair,  dropping  him 
with  laack  the  same  sort  of  accelerated  haste,  that  he 
might  have  done  a  red-hot  coal,  (had  he  inadvertently 
tdoen  one  up) ;  while  Mr.  Bumpus,  as  hastily,  and  quite  as 
gdltily  *'  stood  at  ease  ;"  that  is  to  say,  in  the  most  un^ 
comfortable  position  he  could. 

Oh  I  ha  I  hum  V  squeaked  .  Terps  Quirker,  making 
i^dd  sort  of  carte  and  tierce  passes  out  of  the  comers  of  his 
efei,  to  the  right  and  to  the  left,  without  moving  his 
head,  only  rising  jauntily  on  the  tips  of  his  boots,  and 
prossing  both  sides  of  his  hat  like  the  popular  candidate 
on  a  hustings,  as  he  spoke.  *'  Oh  !  ha  !  hum  ! — ^Mrs. 
Selden,  this  is  Mr.  Bumpus." 

Mrs.  Selden  bowed  stiffly — not  to  say  savagely — as  she, 
in  one  electric  glance,  filed  a  sort  of  bill  of  indictment 
against  poor  Bob  from  head  to  foot ;  who  (as  he  after- 
wards confessed  to  the  attorney)  felt  shying  to  the  very 
itK)t8  of  his  whiskers,  and  would  have  jibbed,  had  he  been 
near  the  door. 

"Pray,  Sir,"  said  she,  in  a  booming,  deep  tragedy 
?Qice  (leaning  the  tips  of  all  the  fingers  of  her  right  hand 
qK>n  the  table,  as  she  spoke,  as  a  sort  of  prop  to  the 
wei^t  of  dignity  under  which  she  was  evidently 
labouring) — "pray  sir,  arre  you  the  proprietor  of  the 
school  at  which  Master  Selden  is  to  be  placed?"  And  in 
this  short  query  the  dog's  letter,  the  r,  whirred  through 
the  air,  like  the  ricket  of  a  pheasant  rising  ;  and  so  close 
was  the  imitation,  that,  though  Mr.  Bumpus  felt  himself 
utterly  incapable  of  uttering  a  syllable  in  reply  to  the 
<|uestion  put  to  him,  he  mechanically  looked  up,  as  if 

0  2 
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watching  the  flight  of  the  bird,  and  winked  his  right 
eye  at  the  ceiling. 

Perceiving  the  sudden  dumbness  which  had  fallen 
upon  him,  the  man  of  law  came  to  the  rescue,  and  said, 
with  a  renewed  ocular  passage  of  arms — 

"No,  oh!  no — this  is  his  brother.  Mr.  Moses 
Bumpus's  scholastic  avocations  did  not  admit  of  his 
coming  for  Master  Selden  himself'' 

"Then,   sir,"  resumed  Mrs.  Selden — ^not    vouchsafing 
any  reply  to  Mr.  Quirker,  but  again  slowly  turning  the 
full  battery  of  her  Medusa-like  gaze  upon  Bobert  Bumpus 
— "you  will  inform  your  brother,  that  though  Master 
Selden  appears  to  have  no  friends,  he  has  a  qbakd* 
MOTHER  !  who,  if  proper  respect  is  not  paid  to  him,  will 
find  means  of  making  those  who  have  failed  in  it  repent 
their  temerity;"  and  she  perorated  this  menace  by,  with 
great  energy,  flinging  the  long  end  of  her  light  gause 
scarf.  Toga-wise,  over  the  left  shoulder — as  she  darted 
her  sharp,   dagger-like    eyes  from    the   school-master's 
brother,  to  her  grandchild: — ^whose  young  blood  seemed 
rippled  like  the  still  waters  of  a  lake,  when  a  chill  breejie 
passes  suddenly  over  them,  for  the  colour  went  and  came 
on  his  soft  cheek  ;  while  even  Tatters,  a  dog  never  once 
suspected  of  cowardice,  sat  under  the  chair,  only  occa- 
sionally protruding  his  head  to  see  what  was  going  on ; 
and  trembling  and  fidgeting  from  one  paw  to  another,  as 
he  saw  the  effect,  produced  on  his  master's  countenance, 
and  the  cause,  in  Mrs.  Selden's.     But,  at  this  threat, 
Robert  Bumpus's  heart  leaped  over  to  the  child,  and  he 
said,  boldly  and  distiuctly — 

"  Lord,  ma  am  !  there's  no  fear  of  t/tat ;  no  one  could 
choose,  but  be  kind  to  such  a  young  gentleman  as  Master 
Selden. 
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"  Key-mdnesa,  sir,  is  for  eqiicds ;  respect  for  supebiobs  I" 

And  here,  (as  Bob  afterwards  expressed  it)  she  piled 
up  the  dignity  to  a  terrific  height ;  still,  it  did  not  fall 
and  crash  him,  for  he  replied  with  calm  philosophy — 

"  Oh,  as  far  as  that  goes,  ma'am,  we  are  all  equals ; 
for  the  greatest,  stand  in  need  of  kindness,  as  much  as  the 
meanest" 

"It  may  be  so,  sir,  from  their  peers — ^from  their  peera" 

And  here,  a  black  paper-fan  that  she  held,  was  opened, 
and  agitated  violently,  as  if  to  cool  the  indignation  such 
vulgar  £Euniliarity  had  excited. 

"  Then  Heaven  help  them  !"  said  Bob,  nothing  daunted, 
— •*  for  it  is  just  from  their  peers  that  they  wont  get  it" 

"  What  calling  or  pro-fession  does  this  person  follow, 
that  he  permits  himself  such  freedom  of  speech,  touching 
Ws  superiors  ?"  asked  the  haughty  old  lady ;  addressing 
kerself  to  Terps  Quirker,  but  pointing  at  the  plebeian  Bob, 
with  the  end  of  her  fan. 

But,  apparently,  the  lawyer  thought  the  question  so 
indiscreet  as  to  demand  a  doable  quantum  of  caution  in 
his  reply ;  so,  sidling  up  to  Mrs.  Selden,  till  he  was  almost 
u  close  to  her  as  he  had  been  to  Mademoiselle  Justine,  he 
WIS  about  to  whisper  his  answer,  when  she  started  back 
i6?eral  paces,  extending  her  fan  as  a  barrier  between 
tkem,  like  the  ghost  of  the  Commandant's  bdton,  in  Don 
Giovanni,  and  did  not  say, "  Avaunt,"  but  looked  it,  as  she 
exclaimed,  in  alto, 

"Sir!  lam  not  your  client, — ^you  are  employed  by  the 
opposite  party ;  therefore,  there  can  be  no  necessity  for  any 
secret,  or  confidential  communications,  between  you  and 
me." 

"Oh,  that  is  just  as  you  please,  my  good  lady,"  said  the 
tittle  attorney,  with  a  pert  look,  and  a  shrug  of  contemp- 
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tuons  impertinence:  "I'm  sure,  neither  I,  nor  my  noble 
client,  want  to  make  any  mysteries.  His  Lordship's  morals, 
I  suppose,  are  no  worse  than  any  other  nobleman's, — ^in- 
deed, I  may  say  than  other  men'a  So,  of  course,  he  cares 
very  little  how  far  his  share  in  Qie  matter  is  known;  and 
it  is  for  you  to  decide,  whether  a  gallows  is  exactly  the 
sort  of  hanging  wood  to  be  proud  of  on  one's  estate,** 

"  Sir,  sir — ^have  a  care !  Were  all  hanged  who  deserved 
it^  you  Tvould  not  now  be  standing  there  to  insult  me :" 
and  with  her  quivering  fingers,  and  with  both  her  handa, 
she  tore  open  her  collar,  and  displayed  the  convulsive 
gaspings  of  her  scraggy  throat. 

"Youll  just  allow  me  to  remind  you  professionally,* 
said  the  man  of  law,  with  another  impertinent  shrug, 
"  that  such  language  as  you  are  using  is  actionable.** 

"  Walter,"  said  Mrs.  Selden,  sinking  down  into  a  chau; 
and  wiping  the  big  drops  from  her  now  livid  face,  as  she 
turned  slowly  towards  her  grandchild,  and  nodded  her 
head  at  Bob;  "do  you  like  that  person  well  enough 
to  go  with  him  ?  because  if  you  don't ;  they  sha'nt  force 
you." 

" Oh !  yes,  grandmamma — I  Vke  him  very  much:"  and 
the  boy  walked  over,  and  laying  his  hand  on  Bob's  ann, 
looked  with  a  transient,  but  sunny  smile,  up  into  his 
fece. 

"Thank  you,  Master  Walter;  and  if  ever  I  belie  your 
liking,  may  I  die  of  the  staggers  !" 

"Walter,"  said  Mrs.  Selden,  in  her  deep-measured 
tragedy  voice-^"you  appear  to  be  already  strangdy 
familiar  with  that  person." 

Walter  withdrew  his  hand  as  hastily  as  if  the  arm  ft 
rested  on  had  bitten  him ;  and  Mr.  Bumpus  again  stood 
at  ease,  under  flie  same  difficulties  as  before-^wlifle  tiie 
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little  rapid  sharp  glances  from  the  comers  of  the  attor- 
ney's eyes,  appeared  to  be  nmning  races  with  the  flies  and 
diadowB  round  the  room. 

"Ahem — ^ahem  1''  said  the  latter, — "I  think  it  must  be 
netr  the  tune  for  the  train  to  start :  I'll  just  step  out  to  see." 
80 saying;  he  bdted — ^not  the  door — ^but  through  it;  solilo- 
(pdtang  as  he  wenty  '^  Bless  my  soul — ^what  a  particularly 
mipleaattnty  formidable  female ! ''  tapping  his  pockets  as  he 
fpcke,  as  if  logically  concluding,  that  having  invoked  his 
aoul,  if  it  had  "a  local  habitation''  it  would  be  there. 
With  this  critique  upon  Mrs.  Selden,  Mr.  Terps  Quirker 
ndied  out  upon — ^rather  than  walked — to  the  platform, 
where  he  commenced  a  series  of  gyrations  very  similar  to 
flwse  of  a  tetotum  or  a  dancing  Dervish,  in  order  to 
•BeMain  if,  among  the  comers  and  goers,  to  or  fro,  there 
was  any,  who  had  the  felicity  of  his  acquaintance.  His 
researches  were  rewarded  by  presently  espying  an  elabo- 
iilely  got-up  "gent,"  moustached  and  bearded  like  a 
"Ptod,"  ringed  like  a  rattle-snake,  and  studded  like  a 
firmament,  who  was  frantically  rescuing,  or  endeavouring 
to  rescue,  his  luggage,  consisting  of  a  carpet-bag  and  a 
hat-box,  from  the  unprincipled  designs  of  a  score  of 
porters,  who  were  treating  it  precisely  as  the  Romans 
treated  the  Sabine  women  in  the  abridgement  of  the 
Boman  History,  in  which  valuable  work,  (as  far  as  that 
event  went,  which  he  had  always  considered  actionable) 
Mr.  Terps  Quirker  was  well  versed 

'''HbHIo  !  De  Musty,  where  are  you  for?"  cried  Terps, 
making  a  sudden  leap  forward  with  all  the  agility,  and 
the  total  absence  of  grace  of  a  carp,  as  he  laid  his  hand 
en  Mr.  De  Musty's  arm,  while  that  gentleman's  eyes  had 
a  very  narrow  escape  of  incurring  the  same  danger  that 
Justine's  had  done.    So  often  in  this  world 
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of  chances,  and  cross  purposes,  do  similar  results  arise 
from  such  very  different  causes. 

"Ah!  Quirker,— how  do?"  responded  Mr.  Warren 
Hastings  De  Musty  in  a  languid  voice,  such  as  he  con- 
sidered to  be  the  vocal  quintessence  of  lords  and  litera- 
ture ;  and  therefore  always  adopted  on  social,  festive — or, 
in  fact, — any  public  occasions  Having  by  one  more 
vigorous  effort  rescued  his  brown  leather  hat-box  from  the 
abducting  hirelings,  he  added,  "It's  a  confounded  boa 
(bore),  but  Fm  going  down  to  do  the  Hereford  festival^ 

Now,  lest  the  superficial  reader  (and  there  are  very  few 
in  these  days,  when  people  read  by  rail,  and  think  (?) 
by  electric  telegraph  who  are  not  superficial) :  well, 
lest  any  one  should  erroneously  suppose  from  this 
speech,  that  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  De  Musty  was  some 
mere  \'ulgar  member  of  the  swell-mob,  or  ticket-of- 
leave  man,  we  beg  explicitly  to  state,  that  his  branch 
of  the  profession  was  ''Own  Correspondent'*  to  a  pro- 
vincial paper,  and  doer  of  the  musical  and  theatrical 
criticisms  on  two  metroixJitan  ones;  also  occasionally 
fumisliiug  reports  of  Parliaraentaiy  debates — which  triune 
calling,  gave  him  a  sort  of  influence,  in  what  may  be 
termed  the  sewers,  and  conduits,  of  London  society^  from 
the  theatrical  orders,  it  enabled  him  to  dispense  to  the 
families  of  his  less  aristocratic  friends ;  while,  if  a  minis- 
ter wanted  a  "  Fact''  done  to  order,  or  a  twist  given  to  a 
truth,  or  an  attractive  and  natural  colouring  to  the  most 
livid  lie,  WaiTen  Hastings  De  Musty,  was  just  the  creative 
genius  to  invent  the  one,  and  embellish,  and  give  an 
impetus  to  the  other;  and  much  service  (through  the 
valuable  introduction  of  the  Finn  of  Quirker,  Graball,  and 
Quirker)  had  he  done  Lord  Portarjis  in  this  way.  So 
that  his  studs,  his  stare,  his  white  waistcoat,  and  his  black 
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mot  nnknoim  to  the  AoMu^  of  CilaiiliaTeii 

cazcmnslaiioe  njth  which  his  profound  know- 

the  ptengie,  (which  the  Yidgar  are  apt  to  mistake 

I  with  live  peers)  entailed  upon  him 

of  hoflpitalily  in  the  provinces,  and 

,  Minor,  dozing  the  London  season. 

if^tad  alao^  thanks  to  Lady  Pbrtaijis's  receptions,  sac- 

i  in  becoming  a  member  of  "The  Gairick,''  and  of  a 

I  establJBhed  on  Utilitarian  principles,  called  "The 

r»  and  Half-pint  Club  f  and  wonid,  by  indis- 

i^t^  have  been  a  member  of  Mr.  Thackeray's 

""PQLUFHLOIHBOIO    THAIA88KS    LtTEBABT 

'had  it  eadsted.  Another  dass,  that  hnng  their 
on  Mr.  De  Mnstjr's  chariot  wheels^  was  manoeu- 
mothers,  with  marriageable,  bat  can't-get-married 
liters;  M.P&  wires,  who  upon  a  scanty  fifteen  hundred 
,  oontriye  for  three  months  in  each  season,  on  the 
I  of  the  Wizard  of  the  North's  inexhaustible  bottle, 
life  as  if  they  had  six  thousand — ^which  plainly 
\  that,  though  their  husbands  are  nocoiyurors,  they  are. 
r  No  class  has  such  an  exalted  idea  of  the  occult  power 
rf  the  Mockanas  of  the  press  (provided  they  are  in  any 
|Kt  of  society)  as  these  maternal  St  Pauls,  who  have 
f  Ae  care  of  all  the  churches"  in  which  their  daughters 
may,  by  any  possibility  be  married ;  for  no  one  reverences 
fte  High  Priests  of  Humbug,  like  the  votaries  of  that 
|o*er,  which  now  sways  the  world.  These  good  ladies  feel 
ril  the  importance  of  the  puff  apparent,  or  puff  presump- 
t^  to  Qeorgy,  or  Julia,  on  their  presentation;  or  still 
mn^ — of  the  puff  hyperbolical — when,  season  after  season, 
ftdr  advent  at  Caledonian,  and  other  balls,  is  advancing 
hit  to  the  term  of  a  jubilee. 
But  it,  is  invidious  to  single  out  that  poor,  singuhirly 
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hard-working  cbus, — ^manoenvrmg  moihers — m  being 
peculiarly  the  vassals  of  this  autocrat  of  the  nineteenUi 
centoiy:  for  the  tmth  is,  that  this  said  Httmbtto  it  to 
us  Anglo-Saxons^  what  manna  was  to  the  Israelites  in  the 
wilderness, — ^a  miraculous  sustenance  that  supports  ua 
under  everything;  though  it  is  not  exactly  angeli^  food, 
but  rather  the  reversa  And  as  a  dispenser  of  the  Antipo- 
dical  manna  of  the  press,  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  De  Mus^, 
to  do  him  justice,  was  far  from  under-valuing  a  man, 
whom  others, — ^by  themselves,  others, — appeared  to  vahie 
so  highly. 

''Ooing  down  to  Twaddleton  ?"  inquired  that  gentle- 
man, as  soon  as  Teips  Quiiker  had  released  the  one 
finger  he  had  graciously,  without  over  £uniliarit|r,  or, 
what  IS  even  worse,  cordiality,  presented  to  hint 

"  Ha  !  yes,  thereabouts — ahem  !  perhaps  yoti  know 
something  about  it  ?*'  probed  Terps,  his  little  sharp,  long- 
cut  eyes,  darting  out  their  comer  glances  with  a  rapid, 
fluttering  motion,  which  gave  to  the  pupils  a  strong 
family  likeness  to  the  coloured  balls  of  an  electric  tele- 
graph. 

"Oh,  fAo^  affair?"  rejoined  the  "own  correspondent,** 
with  an  oracular  look  which,  though  he  would  have 
given  the  world  to  have  been  more  grammatical,  and 
said  "  what  affair  V*  by  implying  he  knew  everything,  did 
not  commit  himself  to  anything. 

"  Yes,  yes— exactly  so,"  nodded  the  attorney,  while  his. 
eyes  appeared  to  be  imitating  the  dexterity  of  the  Indian 
Jugglers,  in  actually  playing  at   ball  with  their  own  . 
pupils,  so  swiftly  did  tiieir  glances  fly  from  one  side  to 
the  other. 

"The  lady's  plate,  wasn't  it?"  ventured  his  at-finuli 
oompanion,  making  a  random  guess  that  it  was  aome 
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dqg  tnnaaetioii  of  Loid  Fdrtarjis's,  and  ealeulatiiig 
foa  bcang  set  right,  if  he  had  hit  the  wrong  target 
"He!  he!  he!— ha!  ha!  hal  rather  the  lady's  disked 
kold  say,"  cachinnated  Terps  ;  but  eyidently,  the  jest^ 
rare,  was  strictly  confidential,  for  he  had  it  aU  to 
more  especially  when  he  added,  wifli  sach  ac* 
bnted  hilarity  that  his  shoulders  moved  almost  as 
piAy  as  his  eyes,  thongh  not  in  a  horizontal  direction, 
JraeeHtes  et  grieeUeeT  an  oath  he  had  invented  for 
I  own  especial  use,  during  hia  visit  to  F^uis,  thongh, 
e  a  tme-bom  Briton,  he,  of  course,  gave  the  goose- 
sIbb  precedenca  **  OroseiBes  et  grisettee!  bnt  the 
mdmother  beats  anything  I  ever  beheld^  with  the 
seption  of  a  pickled  alligator,  at  Ihe  Jardin  dee 
Qidesr 

Row,  this  allusion  to  the  grandmother  and  the  simile 
ibe  alligator,  com^^letely  mystified  Mr.  Warren  Hastings 
i  Musty ;  but.  as  neither  grandmothers  nor  crocodiles 
Roed  a  particularly  interesting  chapter  of  natural 
Btoiy  to  him,  and  as  it  would  never  do  for  an  "  own 
nespondent"  to  confess  that  there  was  any  one  thing 
It  he  ignored,  in  heaven  or  earth ;  instead  of  sympathi- 
Bg  .with  Mr.  Quirker's  mirth,  as  good-breeding  would 
lie  exacted,  he  very  cavalierly  changed  the  subject 
ft  a — 

*By-the-bye,  isn't  there  some  very  rich  old  miser 
ing  down  between  Twaddleton,  and  Field  Heury?'' 
ITow,  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  De  Musty  was  by  no 
uis  of  so  penmious  a  disposition  as  to  be  statistically 
srested  in  the  whereabouts  of  old  miser^s ;  but  the 
t  was,  that  in  addition  to  his  other  avocations,  he  had 
dy  become  one  of  the  directors  of  a  new  Metropolitan 
dc,  called  the  West  Middlesex  Doem  and  Oookem 
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Bank,  with  a  capital  of  one  million  sterling— on  paper,— 
and  unusual  advantages  secured  to  investers — ^in  the 
prospectus;  consequently,  as  in  his  capacity  of  "own 
correspondent,"  it  was  his  bounden  duty  to  invent  events^ 
when  they  were  too  dilatory  to  develop  themselves,  or  to 
commit  murders,  or  work  miracles,  by  first  killing,  and 
then  resuscitating  a  stray  bishop,  or  primo  basso,  as  the 
exigencies  of  the  news-market  required.  So,  in  like 
manner,  as  the  West  Middlesex  Doem  and  Cookem  waa 
at  present  rather  at  sea,  it  became  the  peculiar  province 
of  the  chairman  and  director,  WaiTen  Hastings  De  Musty, 
Esq.,  D.C.L  and  A.S.S.,  to  take  note  of  any  probable  guUs 
up,  and  down,  the  length  and  breadth  of  the  land,  and 
hence,  his  apparently  Apropos  cfo  botte  query  touchuig  the 
old  Field  Fleury  miser. 

"Ah,  you  mean  old  Paul  Windsor,"  replied  Terps, 
"who  lives  in  that  old  dilapidated  house  in ^ Well-Close, 
with  his  sister  Dorothy.  You  may  call  it  a  miser's  nest^ 
for  his  next-door  neighbour,  old  mother  Fowkes,  is  also  a 
complete  miser." 

"  Ah,  indeed,"  said  Mr.  De  Musty,  now  considerably 
interested  by  Mr.  Quirker's  conversational  powers,  as  he 
added,  with  condescending  blandness,  "and  where  is  their 
money  invested?" 

**  Invested,  indeed — wheugli !  mother  Fowkes's  magpie. 
Stump,  so  called  on  account  of  his  wooden  leg,  inight 
possibly  know ;  but  I'm  sure  nobody  else  does.  Both 
she,  and  Paul  Windsor  aie  the  regular  pure  breed  of 
miser,  that  even  the  interest  cannot  tempt  to  let  the 
money  out  of  their  own  clutches  ;  so  they  roof  their 
house,  strengthen  the  foundations,  and  cement  the  walls 
with  it,  but  never  let  other  eyes  behold  it  but  their  own, 
on  perhaps  the  old  gentleman's — he  I  he  t  he  I  when  he. 
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upon  them,  noy  and  then,  in  the  dead  of  the 
ineeUor  ci  his  own  exchequer,  to  collect  flieir 
ome-taz,  for  there  are  queer  tales  told  of  the 
Btterings  of  mother  Fowkes's  magpie,  and 
ila^-and  capers,  of  old  F^ul  Windsor's  skele- 
^  'Scratch,  which  the  neighbours  dedare  to 
te  same  cat,  for  the  last  five-and-thirty  years, 
other  cat  could  be  so  thin,  and  live,  as  the 
passhopper  is  corpulent  to  it" 
It  objected  De  Mustjr,  who  h^d  not  in  his  li- 
ty  had  so  much  to  do  with  'Cihiirch  and 
it  beiiig  pretty  well  up  in  the  natural  history 
e,  and  ca^s  paws,  **  cats  are  generally  their 
rs;  therefore,  it  would  be  quite  so  difficult 
:at^  as  it  would  to  starve  a  Chinaman,  so 
providential  dispensation  of  rats  and  mice 

ha  !  He  !  he  !  he  !"  giggled  Mr.  Quirker,  his 
li  not  his  palate,  much  tickled  at  the  notion. 
ly,  Paul  has  a  gttsto  for  that  sort  of  game 
i  so  cuts  off  all  the  (eu)  taUs^  which  is  the 
he  leaves  to  Scratch." 

adr*  ejaculated  his  auditor  with  a  shrug  of 
horror  !  "  but  which  is  the  wealthiest  of 
lie  lady  or  the  gentleman  miser?"  added  he, 
s  not  to  let  the  interesting  subject  flag. 
.  Windsor,  by  a  long  score  :  for  he  cannot  be 
han  wP50,000 ;  while  mother  Fowkes,  even 
iondon  houses  of  hers  in  Hatton-Gkrden,  has 
the  outside,  than  a  couple  of  hundred  fr-year. 
to  this  may  be  added,  thirty  yeai*s  accumula- 
east  <f  150  a-year,  for  at  the  uttermost  she 
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nie  "Own  Correspondent"  made  a  memorandum  of 
these  facta,  in  his  own  mind,  giving  Paul  Windsor,  JEigu 
precedence,  and  generously  bestowing  upon  him  theoretih 
cal  unlimited  shares,  in  the  West  Middlesex  Doem  and 
Gookem  Bank.  But  just  at  this  moment^  a  fall-blown 
lady,  in  a  rich  purple  brocade  dress,  with  volenU  of  black 
laoe»  and  an  immense  spread  of  crinoline,  with  the  sup* 
plementary  appendages  of  three  daughters^  a  lady's  maid^ 
a  footman,  a  Skye  terrier,  and  a  sallow-looking  husband^ 
made  their  appearance,  and  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  De 
Musty,  recognising  some  of  his  ''best"  acquaintance, 
which,  with  a  few  ministerial  exceptions,  seldom  reached 
higher  than  borough  members,  lost  no  time,  after  having 
ascertained  their  identity  through  his  glass,  in  taking  off 
his  hat,  and,  advancing  with  his  most  graceful  glide  to 
the  group,  and  hoping  he  had  the  honour  of  seeing  MrsL 
and  the  Miss  Ommany  Kay'g,  quite  well?  Ultimatelyi 
turning  to  the  original  owner  of  that  name,  the  sallow 
gentleman  aforesaid,  with  a  more  HberU,  dgaliU,  and 
fratemite,  abord,  as  extending  two  fingers,  he  said, — 

"  Ah !  how  do.  Colonel  V* 

Colonel  Ommany  Kay  was  member  for  Twaddleton, 
and  the  two  fingers  now  presented  to  him,  being  the  iden- 
tical ones  that  had  so  often  bestowed,  "Hear !  hears !"  that 
had  never  been  uttered,  in  the  course  of  some  of  the 
Colonel's  orations  (about  the  Toil-Bar,  the  Town  Clock* 
the  Twaddleton  Hedges  and  Ditches  Bill,  or  other  local 
interests  of  that  borough,  which  for  ten  years  he  had, 
had  the  honour  of  adequately  representing,  by  doing 
nothing),  he  of  course  grasped  them  cordially,  and  asked 
in  a  tone  of  implied  hospitality,  if  their  owner  was 
coming  down  into  their  part  of  the  world  ?  adding,  as 
soon  as   be  was  re-assured   that  Hereford  was  Mr.  De 
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aad  that  ba  hid  no  iaiftgioii  to 
■dL^'Dov  msl  Tin  tony  lor  that;  lor  I  waiin 
m  AoM  ham  btn  aUe  to  huo  jroato  Lannl 
far  oar  Tosophilito  meetiDg.** 
if  CSoioDd  Ommany  Kay  was  sony,  it  moat  be 
i^  All  BOfer  had  man  achiered  such  a  triumph 
\  CBBotuma  aa  ha  then  evinced  in  the  philosophical 
li^of  hiabeaiing. 
I  joa  are  yfxj  good ;  but  it  la  impoaohle  flua 

rtnra  now  tamed  firom  valonr,  to  talk  a  little 
\g  Poat-irith  niamina>  and  the  three  young  ladies^ 
idiilg  for  their  eqiedal  edification  a  piece  of  aoan 
Ueh  had  appeared  in  that  bulwark  of  the  &8hion- 
dd  that  very  morning ;  Apropos  of  that  illustrious 
pm,  the  Morning  Post,  it  is  a  wonder  as  Lord 
iton  is  fond  of  a  Utile  innocuous  classicality,  that 
r  recommended  Scaliger's  definition  of  Tragedy,  as 
I  for  thatjoumaL 

itatioper  actiones  Uhstris/orttmcd  exitu  in/elice, 
is  gravi  metrico/^—OT  rather  the  Old  Eton  Boy  of 
\  oentur/s  translation  of  it ;  as  nothing  could  be 
IflscriptiYe  of  the  attributes  and  purports  of  that 
m.: — 

» imitation  of  actions  in  high  life,  the  catastrophe 
sh  ia  unhappy ;  and  the  language  of  the  characters, 
ted  in  solemn  measure." 

\  iMe  Mi&  Warren  Hastings  De  Musty  was  doing 
mable  to  the  Miss  Ommany  Ea/s — (for  he  was 
\doUigeverj  thing,  from  the  leaders  in  the  "Tyburn 
^^  to  the  shareholders  in  the  West  Middlesex) — 
ipa  Qniiker  was  "  dwelling  apart,"  not  exactly  like 
bat  like  a  single  gentleman,  as  he  then  was^  in  the  ^ 
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most  comprehensive  sense  of  the  tenn, — casting  such 
incessant  glances,  from  the  comer  of  his  eyes,  after 
his  late  companion,  that  they  appeared  to  be  telegraphing 
to  him  the  refrain  of  "  Molly  Carew" — 

"  I'm  alone ! — I'm  alone  in  the  world,  without  you !" 

But,  oh  !  blessed  system  of  compensation  I — it  is  always 
when  life's  desert  is  most  barren,  that  an  oasis  unex- 
pectedly springs  up  in  it ;  and  while  Terps  was  actually 
larding  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  De  Musty's  unconscious  back 
with  these  sharp  detective  glances,  one  of  them  suddenly 
fell  upon  a  tall  figure,  in  white  muslin  and  a  black  scarf, 
which  looked  for  all  the  world  like  a  May-pole,  that  had 
kindly  imdertaken  the  part  of  the  '*  Unprotected  Female," 
at  the  shortest  notice  ;  for  the  face  belonging  to  this  figure, 
was  very  long  and  very  pale,  with  pale  blue  eyes,  and 
.  weeping  willows  of  long,  black,  out-of-curl  ringlets,  falling 
like  the  blight  of  desolation  on  either  side.  Her  nose  was 
not  very  long,  but  spiky  and  prominent,  but  the  upper 
lip  was  unusually  long  and  straight, — the  lips  naturally 
thin,  and  bitten  into  still  greater  attenuation, — while  the 
neck  that  supported  this  head,  was  so  long  and  thin,  that 
it  had  the  effect  of  a  detached  pole,  stuck  between,  and 
rising  out  of  the  shoulders. 

In  one  hand  she  canied  a  small  circular,  brass,  wire- 
cage,  containing  two  love-birds ;  in  the  other,  a  miniature 
black  morocco  carpet-bag,  with  a  steel  cla^p,  containing 
the  last  numbei'  of  "  The  Band  of  Hope  Review," — some 
Abemethy  biscuits, — a  box-case,  with  a  bottle  and  glass, 
the  former  of  which,  was  filled  with  a  high-coloured  topaz 
fluid,  travelling  under  the  name  of  wine  and  water, — ^a 
bimch  of  keys,  a  portemonaie,  a  bottle  of  smelling-salts, 
and  a  recently  commenced  baby's  cap  in  crochet     What 
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made  the  upper  part  of  this  figure  look  so  peculiarly  lank 
and  disconsolate,  was  the  balloon-like  circumference  of 
crinoline,  and  flounces,  of  the  lower  part  of  it 

But  Miss  Jacyntha  Jetson — the  name  of  the  owner  of 
these  attractions — Shaving  a  remarkably  stem  expression  of 
countenance,  when  her  face  was  in  repose,  and  a  way  of 
canying  her  head  on  one  side,  and  much  thrown  back, 
was  called  by  her  own  set,  "extremely  stylish!" — that 
&yourite  panegyric  of  vulgar  people.  And  Miss  Jacyntha 
Jetson  herself,  never  lost  sight  of  this  judgment  that  had 
been  pronoimced  on  her.  She  endeavoured,  under  all 
circumstances,  to  act  up  to  the  dignity  which  she  thought 
it  entailed  upon  her ;  except,  as  on  the  present  occasion, 
when  she  saw  her  innumerable  band-boxes,  baskets,  and 
boxes,  all  cased  in  the  whitest,  and  cleanest,  brown  hoUand 
covers,  bound  with  the  most  glowing  crimson  ribbon, — the 
work  of  her  own  fair  hands,  with  "  Jacyntha  Jetson  " 
embroidered  in  full,  upon  each  of  them,  in  crimson  floral 
capitals — about  to  be  soiled  by  the  harpy  touch  of  soapless 
porters,  or  appropriated  by  some  unprincipled  hanger-on  of 
the  terminus,  whose  phrenological  development  clearly 
established  the  fact,  that  he  ignored  the  distinction  between 
meum,  and  tuum, — ^when,  being  but  "  a  female  !"  as  she 
herself  was  wont  to  express  it,  the  lady-like !  the  languish- 
mg  !  the  sentimental !  and  the  stylish  !  alike  forsook  her 
—and  Miss  Jacyntha  Jetson  became  the  incarnation  of 
complex,  and  impotent  fuss  !  showering  out  the 

"Oh!  don't  phases!"  and 

"  Oh !  do  pteoses !"  and 

"  What  ever  shall  I  do's  ?"  en  mitraiUe,  upon  all  around 
her. 

It  was  in  one  of  these  latter  paroxysms,  that  Terps 
Quizker  first  espied  the   fair  Jacyntha,  when  in  a  half 

TOIi.  IL  D 
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demented  state,  she  was  trying  to  rescue  the  cage  with  th 
love-birds,  from  one  profiEme  porter,  and  to  save  th 
Abemcthy  biscuits  from  macadamization,  in  the  md 
grasp  of  another,  and  hysterically  sobbing  out  to  each, 

"  Oh  !  no,  no  !  please  don't — if  you  mil  please  send 
truck  to  take  my  luggage,  that  it  may  not  be  soiled." 

Now  Terps  Quirker,  like  all  diminutive  specimens^  c 
the  superior  sex,  always  selected  even  for  a  partner  in 
quadrille — the  very  largest,  and  tallest  lady  he  could  find 
(the  baronet's  daughter,  so  the  legend  ran,  was  six  £w 
one,  in  her  stockings,)  and  he  determined  that  if  ever  h 
did  commit  matrimony,  he  would  never  serve  any  but 
very  tall  ''femaie"  with  "  a  writ  of  attachment^"  as  he  i 
his  own  mind,  facetiously  denominated  a  love-letter.  Am 
Miss  Jacyntha  Jetson,  being  quite  in  his  style,  that  is  tal 
and  terrible !  h^  also  pronounced  her  "  very  stylish. 
So,  i-ushing  forward,  at  this  jimcture,  and  keeping  bac 
the  obtrusive  porter,  with  his  imibrella,  while  as  he  rai 
he  read,  out  of  each  side  of  the  comers  of  his  eyes,  th 
blushing  name  of ''  Miss  Jacyntha  Jetson  "  on  the  lu^agi 
he  said,  in  his  blandest  squeak — 

''  Miss  Jetson,  can  I  be  of  any  assistance — ^most  prouc 
and  appy,  Fm  sure  ?" 

"Oh  !  dear!"  faltered,  and  minauded,  that  lady,  "d 
— do — ^you  know  me,  then  ?"  and  blushes,  not  being  i 
the  repertoire  of  her  complexion,  she  bit  her  lips  mofi 
remorselessly,  for  one  of  the  chief  causes  of  trepidation  t 
the  genuine  British  female,  is  the  unexpectedly  findin/ 
that  a  male  knows  her  name  !  though  as  in  the  presen 
instance,  it  may  be  displayed  proper,  in  all  directions 
for  such  knowledge,  on  the  part  of  a  stranger,  is  alwayi 
synonymous  in  the  mind  of  the  British  female  with  \ 
clandestine   passion — which   she  must  lose  qo  tilQ^  il 
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(MT  at  least  in  appearing  to  repulse  upon  the 
iMT^Hre^  pour  mieux,  sauier''  principle,  knowing  that 
;  bait  for  the  unfiur  sex,  is  Mra  Malaprop's  plan,  of 
with  a  little  aversion." 
fQttf,**  responded  Terps>  in  a  straight-forward  matter- 
way,  unprecedented  in  an  attorney,  and  not 
to  the  Quirkera  "Only  firom  having  the 
of  reading  your  name  on  your  luggage,  where 
so    tastefully    engrossed — ahem !    I    mean    em- 


'Oh!"  said  Miss  Jetson,  feeling  rather  disappointed, 
to  say  betrayed,  and  deceived,  to  think  that  ]Mr. 
r^8  gallantry  had  not  a  deeper  root,  and  that  he 
not  weeks  before,  unknown  to  her,  excavated  that 
name,  firom  the  profoundest  depths  of  Newington 
,  where  she  resided. 
^fiomebody  has  said  (for  what  will  somebody  not  say  ?) 
m  •*  the  woman  who  deliberates  is  lost ;"  gela  depend — 
II  she  is  quite  as  often  found,  during  the  process  of 
lEberation,  to  be  just  in  the  mood  her  assailant  wishes, 
pi  such  was  the  case  with  Miss  Jacyiitha  Jetson,  iu 
Ikoe  feeble-fhssyness  of  indecision,  the  oblique  glances 
f  3lr.  Terps  Quirker,  not  only  discovered  the  germs  of  a 
■veiling  flirtation,  but  in  her  interminable  figure  (long 
I  a  CSianceiy  suit,  and  thin  as  a  Chancery  plaintiff),  and 
b  sympathy  that  a  black  bag,  might  naturally  be  ex- 
■Sled  to  have  for  a  blue  one ;  he  thought  he  had  also 
■ddenly,  and[fortuitously  discovered,  all  that  was  at  length 
Nvthy  of  becoming  Mrs.  Terps  Quiiker ;  in  short,  an 
drocate,  with  whom,  without  perilling  his  suit,  he  might 
hee  the  brief  of  his  affections.  So  clearing  his  voice,  he 
pin  advanced  into  closer  proximity  with  Miss  Jetson, 
Ddsaid — 

d2 
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**  May  I  inquire  where  you  are  going  ?  and  I  will  do 
myself  the  Aonour  of  seeing  your  luggage  safely  packed.** 
For  with  conscientious  niceness,  Terps  Quirker  to  atone 
for  the  H's  of  which  he  so  remorselessly  mulcted  some 
words — furiously  aspirated  them  in  others,  and  honour 
was  one  of  them,  and  humble  another. 

"  Oh  !  thank  you,  you  are  very  good — ^but,  but — ^I  don't 
like  to  give  you  so  much  trouble." 

"  Don't  mention  it,  the  trouble's  a  pleasure,**  squeaked 
Terps,  looking  as  proud  of  this  novel  and  chivaMc  com- 
plement, as  if  he  had  been  the  original  patentee  of  it 

"You  are  very  good,  I'm  sure,"  looked  down  and 
faltered  Miss  Jetson,  overpowered  at  once  with  a  sense  of 
her  own  attractions,  and  her  own  imprudence,  in  tiius 
accepting  the  attentions  of  a  strange  gentleman  !  atten- 
tions, which  in  every  other  county  but  England,  women 
quietly  accept  as  the  natural  courtesy  due  to  their  sex^ 
without  in  any  degree  holding  themselves  individually 
responsible  for  them  ;  not  so,  Miss  Jacyntha  Jetson,  who 
was  in  every  respect  the  model  British  female — vain 
beyond  all  warrant  of  her  own  imaginary  fascinations, 
yet  antithetically  servilely  grateful,  and  deferential  to  the 
superior  sex,  for  the  commonest  modicum  of  civility ;  so, 
after  a  little  more  simpering,  hesitation,  panting,  and 
averting  her  face,  from  what  she  pre-supposed  to  be  the 
too  ardent  gaze  of  Terps  (though  had  she  looked  the 
danger  steadily  in  the  face,  she  would  have  perceived,  that 
fi^om  his  peculiar  system  of  optics,  her  boxes  shared  his 
glances,  quite  as  much  as  her  beauty),  she  cleared  another 
nibicon,  and  added — 

"  I — I — am  going  down  to  Twaddleton." 

"  To  Twaddleton  !  dear  me,  how  fortunate  I  precisely 
mj/  destination  I "  chirped  Terps. 
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>  iv  mm  mind  the  fiur  Jacyntha  attributed  this 
(entirely  to  an  aadacions  Don  Jnanism  tm- 
fit  (iie  moment^  in  defiance  of  Bradshaw,  as^  in  all 
If,  ke  hid  either  not  been  going  to  leave  town  at 
riid  been  gdng  quite  in  an  opposite  direction,  till 
[  ihere  Ae  was  going.  Haviag  arranged  this 
liltle  pn^gramme  entirely  to  her  own  satis&c- 
Mmb  Jetson  wisely  aDowed  gallantry  to  go  by 
whid^  in  defisuilt  of  all  gallantry  in  the  superior 
»  ^JSrduA  Female''  is  quite  right  in  doing. 
,  after  this  announcement^  Terps,  to  show  his 
1^  aristocnatic  relationfl^  ran  rapidly  over  a  catalogue 
^HfmmS  of  the  county  fismilies,  giving  of  course,  pre- 
Ibob  to  CDanhaven  Castle,  with  which  he  really  wcu 
fninted,  tiiough  it  was  two-and-twenty  miles  from 
laddldwUy  and  four-and-twenty  from  Field  Fleury. 
"Was  it  to  any  of  these  places  Miss  Jetson  was 

'No,  no,"  and  Miss  Jetson  sighed  and  looked  down,  foi 
is  an  obligato  proceeding  on  the  part  of  the  genuin^^ 
itidi  female,  whether  letting  lodgings,  which  her  ma- 
aal  progenitors  for  two  generations  may  have  done, 
ik  great  pleasure  and  profit,  before  her,  or  teaching  little 
di  to  mutilate  the  Queen's  English,  and  calumniate  the 
Ik'  eomposers  on  the  piano-forte,  for  which  she  was 
^edally  trained,  always  to  impress  her  auditors  with  an 
m  of  her  (ictual  lost  pleiad  position,  as  compared  with 
r  fiirmer  sphere  of  grandeur.  So  Miss  Jetson,  of 
Watf  cast  down  her  eyes,  and  sighed  as  she  replied — 
•No^  no— we  used  to  visit  entirely  among  the  county 
miUee  in  my  dear  father's  time.  You  may.  perhaps, 
ve  heard  of  M^jor  Jetson,  of  the  Slowcome  militia,  who 
bnred  so  gallantiy  during  the  Com  Law  riots,  and  who 
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was  SO  severely  wounded  at  the  taking  of  Muclichaff's 
mill,  near  Bristol,  by  an  oystershell,  aimed  by  a  miscreant 
in  the  crowd,  which  completely  laid  his  right  eye  open, 
and  compelled  him  to  wear  a  black  patch  over  it^  for  the 
rest  of  his  life  ?  (alas !  even  a  greater  man,  Montemm^ 
was  killed  outright  by  a  stone).  Strange  to  say,  gallant 
as  the  Major's  conduct  had  evidently  been,  we  have  had 
such  a  glut  of  glory  of  late  years,  and  sown  such  wildCT- 
nesses  of  laurels  in  all  parts  of  the  world,  that  this  par- 
ticular branch  of  home  culture,  (as  is  so  ofben  the  case) 
had  escaped  Mr.  Quirker's  knowledge,  so  he  merely  bowed 
a  Janus  movement,  that  may  always  be  interpreted  either 
as  a  negative,  or  an  affirmative.  Again  Miss  Jetson 
sighed,  and  informed  him  that  the  Major's  domestic 
virtues,  had  beenjquite  equal  to  his  military  prowess,  for 
which  reason,  her  mother  had  been  unable  to  survive 
him — more  than  two-and-twenty  years,  and  that  her 
(Miss  Jetson's)  circumstances  had  been  very  differewi 
since  she  had  been  an  orphan,  so  much  so,  that  she  had 
in  fact  given  up  fashionable  life  (!)  and  that  she  was 
then  going  down,  for  the  benefit  of  change  of  air,  on  a 
visit  to  an  old  but  humble  friend  of  her  dear  mother's,  a 
Miss  Worrybones,  who  kept  an  "  Establishment  for  Young 
Ladies,"  at  Twaddleton.  But  she  had  either  qidte  for- 
gotten, or  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  add,  that  Miss 
Worrybones  had  also  been  a  cousin-german  of  her  dear 
mother's. 

Terps  Quirker  knew  Miss  Wonybones's  Establishment 
for  Young  Ladies  well, — liis  family-pew  adjoined  that  of 
Miss  Worrybones  in  the  gallery  of  St.  Jude's  Church  at 
Twaddleton ;  so  that,  in  his  more  joyous,  and  boyish,  days, 
before  even  the  episode  of  the  baronet's  daughter,  and 
long  before  his  trip  to  Paris  with  the  inmioral  cl^rk,  he 
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had  bean  in  the  habit  of  attending  three  times  arday — 
morning,  aftemeon^  and  evening — service  at  St  Jnde's ; 
and  always  being  first  in  the  Church,  as  soon  as  the  doors 
were  open  ;  not  so  much,  it  must  be  con£Bssed,  from  any 
devotionid  seal,  as  for  the  sole  purpose  of  taking  out  of 
the  box,  the  Prayer-books  belonging  to  the  young  ladies  of 
Miss  Wonybones's  establishment,  and  spreading  them  out, 
one,  and  all,  open  at 

"The  Solemnization  of  Matbimont,'' 
which  stale  as  th^  jest  must  have  beccone  from  constant 
repetition,  yet  nevar  fiedled  amply  to  repay  the  perpetrator, 
from  the  amount  of  irrepressible  giggling  it  produced 
among  the  young  hidies,  more  especially,  when  he  added  a 
yanation  to  it^  by  always  leaving  Miss  Worrybones's  own 
large  type  quarto  church  service  open  at 

"The  Baptism  op  Infants." 

But  dl  this,  like  Miss  Worrybones's  consanguinity  to 
Miss  Jetson,  was  secret  history,  so  Terps  merely  smiled, 
and  rolled  his  eyes  at  the  recollection  of  it,  while  all 
he  said  was — 

"Oh,  indeed,  I  have  the  pleasure  of  knowing  Miss 
WOTiybones  very  well,  I  dare  say  you  have  heard  her 
mention  my  &mily  ?  My  father,  and  grandfather,  com- 
menced business  in  Twaddleton,  the  Firm  of  Quirker, 
Oiaball,andQuirker." 

Miss  Jetson  had  often  heard  of  that  firm  as  a  very 
wealthy  one ;  so  now,  she  replied,  looking  quite  tenderly 
at  the  scion  of  it  before  her,  a  tenderness  which  the 
mention  of  her  own  revered  parent,  the  Major's  name, 
quite  warranted. 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  have  heard  my  dear  father  often  speak  in 
the  very  ighest  terms  of  the  Quirker  family.  He  used  to 
say,  old  Mr.  Qmnton  Quirker,  your  grandfather,  was  such  a 
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perfect  gentleman,  that  in  making  out  bills  for  friends,  he 
never  took  the  odd  eightpence,  but  only  chaiged  six 
shillings." 

''  Ah  !  one's  grandfathers  were  rather  greener  chaps  than 
their  grandsons  are/'  thovght  the  eightpence-eschewing 
old  gentleman's  descendant ;  but  all  he  said  was,  to  repesC 
with  a  bow,  that  he  felt  ''most  proud  and  appy^'  and 
as  just  then,  the  guard  unlocked,  and  flung  open  the  door 
of  a  carriage  near  which  they  were  standing ;  he,  in  a 
hurried  and  unceremonious  manner,  (which  might  pass  for 
being  hurried  away  either  by  his  feelings,  or  the  now 
approaching  time  of  departure)  took  Miss  Jetson's  left 
elbow  in  his  right  hand,  taking  her  hand  with  his  left,  with 
what  might  be  termed  a  douce  violence^  and  handed  her 
into  the  carriage,  saying,  "  I  think  we  had  better  secure 
our  places ;  and  as  I  shall  require  three  seats,  if  you  will 
allow  me,  I  wiU  take  possession,  by  placing  all  your  light 
packages  in  them." 

No  sooner  said,  than  done.  The  cage,  the  band-boxes, 
dressing-boxes,  and  work-boxes,  to  Miss  Jetson's  ineffable 
relief  and  delight,  forthwith  stopped  the  way,  so  as 
effectually  to  prevent  the  advent  of  any  interlopers  ;  and 
only  two  trunks  (especially  reconmiended  to  mercy  by 
Terps)  were  left  to  the  chances  of  the  luggage-train ;  so 
that  the  chief  Lar,  the  black  morocco  cabas  containing  the 
topaz-coloured  locomotive  wine  and  water,  alone  remained 
dangling  dangerously  ifrom  Mr.  Quirker's  fore-finger,  when 
the  fair  Jacyntha,  having  given  a  final  squeeze  to  her 
crinoline  on  the  side  neai*est  the  door,  stretched  out  her 
hand  with  a  gentle,  anxious,  fussy — 

*'  Oh !  give  me  that,  please  T  and  its  undiminished 
weight  on  her  arm,  seemed  to  lighten  her  heart 

But  what  perfect  happiness  is  there  on  this  side  Styx  ? 
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njcj,  and  aonow  are  still,  b^pnniiig,  and  never  end- 
tbeir  eternal  game  of  "  Puss  in  the  Comer  f  for  no 
IS  does  Joy  manage  to  get  into  one  nook  of  the  human 
%  with  the  intention  of  making  the  tour  of  it,  than 
ito  I  Soirdfr  is  down  upon  it,  and  blocks  np  every 
r  iolet  So  it  was  with  Miss  Jacyntha  Jetson ;  for  no 
Mr  had  she  begun  to  rejoice  at  the  safety  of  her 
fpgb,  and  the  sentimentality  of  her  travelling  com- 
ini's  looks^  than  the  aerial  paphos  she  was  so  rapidly 
Bliiig  in  her  imagination,  was  rudely  razed  by  a  very 
pk  and  common-pkce  remark  on  the  part  of 
Quirker,  who,  after  having  cast  a  sort  of  Alexander 
dik,  or  ^  Fm  monarch  of  all  I  survey, "  look  aroimd  at 
packages,  and  the  two  love-birds,  terminating  on  Miss 
Km  herself^  he  said,  "  Well,  now  that  I  have  ad  the 
«ire  of  seeing  you  all  right.  111  just  go  for  my  little 

little  boy  I*'  echoed  Miss  Jetson,  with  almost  as  great 
ook  of  horror !  and  dismay,  as  if  she  had  suddenly 
qped  on  a  viper's  nest,  whose  reprisals  had  abready 
onenced ;  but  as  desperate  cases,  require  desperate 
ledies,  she  quickly  added,  with  a  firm  and  unflinching 
Be,  nobly  nerved  to  the  exigencies  of  the  crisis,  "  And 
ICrs.  Qnirker  with  you,  also  r 

*  Oh !"  responded  Terps,  evidently  flattered  at  the  idea 
neh  a  possibility,  "  I  am  not  appy  enough  just  yet,  to 
(a Mrs.  Quirker. 

"So  young!  and  a  widower!"  sighed  Miss  Jetson, 
ispng  her  hands,  much  relieved,  but  still  dubious;  not, 
leed,from  any  feverish  anxiety  touching  Mr.  Terps 
diker's  possible,  or  probable,  lize  morale,  for 

"I  know  not,  I  care  not,  if  guilt's  in  thy  heart; 
I  Imii  care  to  hook  thee^  whatever  thou  art!" 
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la  the  "British  Females"  matrimonial  maxim,  hvA  ftom 
that  universal,  minute,  and  insatiable  curiosity,  which  is 
he  ruling  vice  of  all  little  and  vulgar  minds,  and  this  it 
was,  which  now  made  Miss  Jacyntha  Jetson  resolve  upon 
playing  the  sphinx,  and  solving  the  enigma,  of  how 
Mr.  Terps  Quirker,  in  defeult  of  a  Mra  Terps,  had  come 
into  possession  of  "  A  my  little  boy  f  and  the  sigh !  tad 
the  '^  widower,"  with  an  attempt  at  a  blush,  were  eibctial 
colour  tests,  that  would  have  detected  the  strychnia 
of  marriage,  had  any  such  existed ;  for  they  immedi- 
ately elicited  the  following  disclaimer  from  the  ac- 
cused : — 

"  Oh !  dear  no,  that  I  hope  never  to  be ;"  and  here  Mr 
Quirker  hurled  so  killing  a  look  at  the  fair  Jacyntha^  that 
it  seemed  to  belie  his  words,  as  he  quickly  added  :  "  when 
I  spoke  of  my  little  boy,  I  alluded  to  a  young  gentleman 
entrusted  to  my  care,  by  one  of  my  clients,  to  place  at  a 
sort  of  preparatory-school  at  Field  Fleury  ;  and,  possession 
being  nine  points  of  the  law  you  know,  Miss  Jetson — ^he  I 
he !  he !  I  merely  called  him  mine  pro  tern'' 

'*  Most  ke-ynd  and  conscientious  of  you,  Fm  sure," 
responded  Miss  Jetson,  solemnly  and  sentimentally,  (with 
a  look  of  anticipatory  maternal  tenderness.  "  Had  your 
charge  been  a  little  gurly  and  Miss  Worrybones's  esta- 
blishment had  been  selected  for  her,  I  should  have  been 
most  happy,  during  my  visit,  to  have  paid  her  every 
attention,  and  watched  over  her  as  if  she  had  been  a 
dear  little  sister  of  my  own." 

"Only  a  sister!"  said  Terps,  with  a  sort  of  parish- 
register  pathos,  which  was  not  lost  on  his  auditor,  who, 
however,  thinking  it  wrong  to  dive  into  futurity,  dived 
into  the  black  morocco-bag,  and  offered  him  an  Aber- 
nethy  biscuit— a   temptation    which  he  was   resolutely 
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lemBting,  when  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  de  Musty,  haying 
handed  Mra  and  the  Miss  Ommany  Kay's  into  their 
leqpeeiiYe  carriages,  came  np,  and  tapping  his  waistcoat- 
pocket  ^to  which  he  had  thrust  his  thumb)  with  hia 
left  hand,  placed  his  rights  on  Mr.  Quirker*s  wrist — as  he 
said,  in  a  low,  hurried  tone — 

''My  dear  fellow,  can  you  lend  me  a  couple  of  sove- 
reigiis  ?  I  came  away  in  such  a  confounded  hurry  I  did 
mak  bring  enough ;  or,  if  you  could,  make  it  five  pounds^ 
m  wnd  you  a  Post-office  order  as  soon  as  I  get  to 
Hereford,  and  can  get  a.  check  cashed." 

Now,  it  was  a  notable  fact,  that  Terps  Quirker  was  so 
sympathetic  in  his  firiendships,  that  it  always  so  happened 
(whenever  any  of  his  acquaintance  made  similar  appli- 
cations to  him)  he  was  precisely  in  the  same  bankrupt 
eondition ;  and  had  only  the  day — or,  as  in  the  present 
instance,  a  few  minutes  before — been  obliged  himself  to 
seek  similar  aid ! 

**  Dear  me,  how  exceedingly  provoking  ;  just  my  own 
ease!  Fm  not  habitually  an  early  bird,  and  though 
generally  pretty  wide  awake — ^he !  he !  he  ! — this  morning, 
in  the  hurry  of  fearing  I  should  not  get  here  in  time,  I 
came  away  without  my  purse  (!)  and  have  been  obliged 
to  borrow  enough  to  pay  for  our  places,  from  Bobert 
Bompusw" 

Now,  had  any  one  else  made  this  assertion,  with  five 
ten-pound  notes  in  his  pocket-book  and  fifteen  sovereigns 
in  his  purse,  Mr.  Terps  Quirker  would  have  been  the  first 
to  decide  that ''  the  action  wouldn't  lie  ;"  which,  however, 
was  no  reason  why  he  should  not ;  more  especially,  as 
independent  of  his  admirable  general  rule  of  never 
either  giving  or  lending,  he  had  heard  his  brother  Crosbie 
say — ^that^  when  literary  gentlemen  imitated  Edward  the 


44  THE  WORLD  AND  HIS  WIPE  ; 

Fourth,  in  the  matter  of  **  forced  loans,"  thqr  rendered 
the  resemblance  still  more  historically  correct,  by  never 
remembering  to  pay,  consequently,  his  (Terps*)  decision 
was  to  avoid  all  such  "  benevolences/' 

"  What  a  confounded  boa>"  (bore)  muttered  the  "  own 
correspondent  to  the  Tyburn  Tonans  ;"  and  as  he  pulled 
his  under  lip,  his  naturally  bilious,  complexion  seemed  to 
deepen  into  an  orange  tinge,  and  the  very  cK>w's  feet  at 
the  comers  of  his  eyes,  looked  as  if  they  were  repeating 
Panurges'  eulogium  on  lenders  and  borrowers,  and  saying 
to  his  whiskers — 

"  Au  contraire  representez  vous  ung  monde  aultre 
auquel  ung  chascun  preste,  ung  chascun  doibue,  tons  soyent 
debteurs  tons  soyent  presteurs.  0  quelle  hannonie  sera 
parmy  les  reguliers  monuemens  des  cieulx  !  II  m'est  aduis 
que  ie  Tentendz  aussi  bien  que  feit  oncques  Platon.  Quelle 
sjmapathie  entre  les  elemens  !  0  comment  nature  s'y  de- 
lectera  en  ses  oeuures,  et  productions.  Ceres  chargee  de 
bledz,  Bacchus  de  Vins,  Flora  de  Fleurs,  Pomona  de  Fruictz, 
tuno  en  son  aer  serain,  seraine,  saJubre  plaisante.  Je  me 
perdz  en  ceste  contemplation.  Entre  les  humains,  paix, 
amour,  dilection,  fidelity,  repous,  bancquetz,  festins,  ioye, 
liesse,  or  argent  menne  monnoye,  chaisne,  bagues,  mar- 
chandises  troteront  de  main  en  main.  Nul  procez,  nulle 
guerre,  nul  debat ;  nul  n*y  sera  usurier  nul  eschart*  nul 
chichart,  nul  refusant.  Vray  dieu  ne  sera  ce  I'eage  d*or  le 
regne  de  Satume?  I'deedes  regions  Ol3ntnpicques,esquelles 
toutes  auetres  vertuz  cessent  charity  seule  regne,  regente, 
domine  triumphe  ?  Tons  seront  bons,  tons  seront  beaulx, 
tons  seront  iustes,  0  monde  hereux!  0  gens  de  cestuy 
monde  hereux  I  0  beatz  troys  et  quatre  foys.  II  m*est  aduis 
que  i'y  suis  ?  " 

•  Econome. 
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Then,  casting  a  furtive  glance  over  the  exterior  of  Terps 
Quirker's  not  very  extensive  person,  he  appeared  with  the 
dairvayant  eyes  of  an  "own  correspondent,"  in  the  habit 
of  diving  into  the  wrong-side-out  of  things,  not  visible  to 
mere  ordinary  mortals,  to  suddenly  glare  upon  the  latent 
iPlO  notes,  and  fifteen  glittering  sovereigns,  which  con- 
fltitated  that  gentleman's  intrinsic,  not  to  say  sterling 
worth;  and  fearful  was  the  look  of  dark  and  sinister 
import  that  came  over  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  de  Must/s 
countenance,  as  if  he  had  suddenly  recollected  how  An- 
toninus Caricala,  to  avenge  a  trivial  jest,  had  put  all  the 
inhabitants  of  Alexandria  to  death,  and  razed  their  city  to 
the  ground ;  but  a  second  mechanical  appeal  to  his  own 
waistcoat-pocket,  seemed  to  exercise  a  mesmerically  soothing 
influence  on  his  nerves,  by  reminding  him  that  Tcrps*s 
refusal  was  no  joke.  Indeed,  to  do  him  justice,  Mr. 
Quirker  had  not  intended  it  as  such,  for  the  via  coviica 
which  Caesar  said  the  plays  of  Plautus  lacked,  was  also 
wanting  in  Terps  Quirker ;  though  he  was  pre-eminently 
the  cause  of  it  in  others ;  so  sending  the  coruscations  of 
his  comer  glances  more  rapidly  than  ever  in  all  directions, 
he  repeated  (with  much  the  same  air  of  solemn  sincerity 
with  which  an  eminent  council,  who  has  received  a  fiiU 
confession  of  his  client's  guilt,  avers  that  in  his  conscience  (?) 
he  believes  the  prisoner  at  the  bar  to  be  innocent  of  the 
murder  imputed  to  him)  that  "  he  was  exceedingly  sorry, 
he  could  not  oblige  Mr.  de  Musty  in  so  trifling  a  matter, 
which  he  should  have  been  most  proud,  and  appy  to  have 
done,  but  for  his  stupidity  in  leaving  his  money  at  home." 

Without  in  the  least  attempting  to  refute  or  dispute 
the  stupidity  of  Mr.  Quirker,  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  de 
Musty  merely  said — "  Oh  !  it  can't  be  helped,"  accom- 
panying this  truism,  with  a  pale^  smudged  smile,  like  a 
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blurred  proof-sheet^  and,  as  the  hour  of  departure  now  ap- 
proached, Dean  Swift's  dissolution  of  words  fix)m  a  doafil, 
seemed  suddenly  to  have  fsdlen  on  the  platform,  which 
caused  Mr.  de  Musty  to  remember,  that  although  he  had 
feuled  in  doing  Terps  Quirker,  he  must  do  the  Hereford 
Musical  Festival ;  therefore,  he  turned  on  his  heel,  and 
jumped  iuto  a  carriage,  the  fifth  fix)m  that  in  which 
Terps  had  placed  the  gentle  Jacyntha^  seeing  which, 
Mr.  Quirker,  with  that  little  hysterical  giggle  habitual 
to  him,  and  which  made  an  admirable,  natural,  and 
as  it  were,  sequent  accompaniment  to  his  rapid,  ocular 
gymnastics,  exclaimed —  , 

''  So  it  seems  you  have  got  a  ticket-of-leave,  after  all» 
old  chap !"  and  giving  his  pockets  a  congratulatoiy  tapi 
he  nodded  to  Miss  Jetson,  saying  he  should  be  back  in  a 
minute,  ran  to  the  hotel  for  Walter  Selden  and  Robert 
Bumpus,  while  as  a  sort  of  inverse  ratio  stirrup-cup,  the 
fair  Jacyntha,  again  for  the  moment  feeling  herself  "  an 
unprotected  female,"  took  that  opportunity  of  withdrawing 
the  case-bottle  from  the  black  bag,  and  pouring  out  a  small 
bumper  of  the  topaz  fluid,  drank  to  her  absent  Mends^ 
and  then  cautiously  re-placed  the  bottle  under  tiie  Aber^ 
nethy  biscuits,  and  snapped  to,  the  steel  clasp  of  the 
morocco  bag — so  little  display,  is  real  feeling  always 
attended  wiUi. 

As  Terps  Quirker  crossed  the  platform  at  an  accelerated 
pace,  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  de  Musty  followed  him  with 
his  eyes,  and  the  comers  of  his  mouth  so  turned  down, 
as  to  plainly  show,  that  although  he  was  quite  aware  that 
it  was  actionable  to  call  an  attorney  a  fool,  there  was  no 
Act  of  Parliament  against  thinking  him  one.  No  sooner 
had  Mr.  Quirit^  disappeared  in  the  body,  than  the  "own 
correspondent"  relieved  himself  by  the  following  tene^ 
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i  uiaasmaoB  libd: — "Cursed  assT  for  as  Diyden 
^dbaervefl^  ''While  the  French  language  has  all  the 
U^em  and  giace  of  a  greyhound,  the  English  has  all 
irtRai^gth  of  a  mastiff,"  by  which  he  doubtless  meant, 
Mk  for  Titiqieratiye^  which  everything  in  our  domestic 
pmcn  is  ao  calculated  to  excite,  it  isapeculiarly  strong- 
i^d  language. 

"Gome,  Master  Selden,  my  dear!  we  have  not  a  minute 
iloM^"  cried  Terps  Quirks,  driving  into  No.  15  with  a  sort 
!iftBker-get-up-the-steam  haste,  and  almost  running  the  old 
if  into  die  wall,  near  which  she  was  sitting, — a  catas- 
ifihe  which  she  avoided  by  rising,  as  if  electrified ;  and 
ning  her  grandchild's  hand,  as  she  said  with  a  hoarse  and 
IlKing  voice,  and  two  big  hard  tears,  that  really  looked 
B  "iron  tears," 

•Good  bye,  Walter  ! — Heaven  bless  you!  We  part — 
It  I  shall  still  watch  over  you." 
"But  are  you  not  coming,  too,  grandmamma  V 
"And  do  yow  wish  me  to  come,  Walter?"  said  the  poor 
dlady  with  a  burst  of  real  feeling,  and  almost  tender- 
in,  that  nearly  choked  her  utterance,  as  she  clutched 
t  bo/s  shoulders  convulsively  with  her  trembling 
■d^  and  looked  into  the  clear  Heaven  of  his  cloudless 
«a 

^Oh!  yes,  yes,  grandmamma,  indeed  I  do,''  said 
Uter,  clinging  to  her,  as  he  would  have  clung  to  a  buoy, 
id  he  been  suddenly  flung  into  the  middle  of  the  Chan- 
il;  for  now,  for  the  first  time  in  his  young  life,  had 
ne  the  cold-nipping  blight  of  separation,  which  seems 
tear  out  our  heart  as  it  were  fix)m  the  safe  sanctuary 
Home  !  and  leave  it  bare  for  every  bird  of  prey,  in 
It  great  wilderness  the  World  !  to  peck  at  Now, 
ly  for  the  fiirst  tim^  he  folt  that  be  actually  loved  that 
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stem,  solemn,  old  woman,  who,  though  she  had  never  been 
positively  unkind  to  him,  had  yet,  fix)m  some  unaccount- 
able motive  or  other,  thwarted,  and  interfered,  with  all  hia 
childish  pleasures, — ^had  been,  in  fact,  the  one  cold,  dark, 
shadow  flung  before  all  his  sunshine, — and  like  "  The 
Lady  of  Chalot,"  children,  "  grow  tired  of  shadows  T — ^but 
now !  now !  he  was  going  to  lose  her !  and  there  is 
scarcely  anything,  short  of  a  chronic  hatred,  that  to  lose^ 
is  not  to  love !  besides,  he  knew  her,  and,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  his  new  friends.  Bob,  and  Tatters,  he  did  not 
know  another  living  creature  in  the  wide  world ! 

"  No,  no, — grandmamma  !**  cried  the  boy,  bursting  into 
tears,  and  holding  up  his  fiEtce,  imploringly,  ''you  won't 
leave  me?  1*11  be  very,  very  good, — I  will,  indeed,  only 
come  with  me  ?" 

This  was  too  much  !  and,  for  the  first  time  in  her  life, 
— at  least  in  his  life — ^were  opened  the  flood-gates  of  the 
old  lady's  heart ;  she  caught  him  convulsively  to  it,  and 
covering  his  face  with  tears  and  kisses,  sobbed  out,  "  My 
poor  Walter !  we  must  part ;  but  you  are  not  alone  in  the 
world ;  you  shan't  be  alone ;  I  will  watch  over  you." 

This  scene  was  quite  too  exciting  for  Mr.  Bumpus,  who 
had  already  had  another,  though  of  a  less  painful 
description,  that  morning  in  Fox  Court,  where  he  had 
had,  the  unspeakable  satisfaction  of  restoring  Pinch  and 
Skins,  oZiflw  Master  Patsy  and  Miss  Norah  O'Toole,  to  their 
disconsolate  parent,  and  also  of  making  a  most  satisfactory 
arrangement  to  all  parties,  by  engaging  them  with  their 
own,  and  their  grateful  mother's  entire  approbation,  at  an 
adequate  salary,  as  Signor  Orlando,  and  Signora  Angelina, 
the  Infant  Prodigies  !  (that  were  to  be)  of  BuMPUS's  Un- 
BiVALLED  Attractions."  But  that  was  joy,  and  this 
was  sorrow ! —  a  jade,  as  Bob  himself  expressed  it^  "  wi 
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hard  in  the  mouth  that  there  was  no  domg  anything  with 
her"  Therefore,  he  merely  passed  the  back  of  his  hand 
o?er  his  eyes,  and  turned  to  the  window  ;  and  grief,  like 
Death,  being  an  autocrat,  which  awes  alike  the  most 
ferocious,  and  the  most  frivolous, — even  the  attorney  felt 
his  arrogance,  and  his  authority,  growing  limp  under  all 
these  tears, — and  said  in  a  subdued  voice,  of  imusual 
courtesy*  making  his  watch,  which  he  held  towards  her, 
responsible  for  the  inteiruption,  *'tliey  had  only  ten 
minutes  more." 

"  I  am  very  sorry  to  limTy  you,  Madam,  but  the  time 
i8  nearly  up,  and  I  feel  confident.  Master  Selden  will  have 
every  care  and  attention,  and  will  soon  be  able  to  write 
you  word,  that  he  is  as  appy  as  a  hangel  down  at  Field 
Fleury.'' 

Saying  which,  Terps  opened  the  door,  and  the  old  lady 
nerving  herself  for  the  inevitable,  relaxed  her  grasp  of  her 
grand-child,  and  taking  from  a  black  velvet  bag  that 
hung  from  her  arm,  two  small  very  thick  old  books,  bound 
in  discoloured  parchment,  said  solemnly,  in  tlie  harsli 
accents  of  her  usual  disinherited  dignity,  "  Walter  !  the 
world  into  which  you  are  now  going  for  the  first  time,  is 
full  of  vulgar  and  impertinent  curiosity ;  for  which  it  is 
right  you  should  be  prepared  ;  and  if  ever  you  are  asked 
who  you  are,  you  may  answer  with  just  pride,  that  you  are 
a  descendant  of  the  great,  the  good,  and  the  learned,  John 
Selden !  Here  are  your  Title  Deeds !"  added  she,  vault- 
ing again  into  the  mock-heroic,  as  she  handed  him  the  two 
little  burly  parchment  books, — "his  'Mare  dausum' 
and  his  '  TiUes  of  Honour'  enriched  by  his  own  auto- 
graph, that  is,  his  name  Walter,  written  by  himself" 

It  would  be  impossible  to  describe  the  Mosaic  of  ex- 
pressions that  tesselated  Mr.  Quirker's  face,  during  this 

TOL.  IL  E 
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exordium ;  but  at  the  words,  ''here  are  your  title-deedfl»" 
his  legal  pietra  dura  predominated,  in  a  smile  of  irr^ 
prfessible  contempt. 

Not  so  Mr.  Bumpus,  who  entirely  won  the  old  lady's 
heart  and  confidence,  by  sajring — 

''  Ah,  indeed ; — and  those  books  belonged  to  the  great 
John  Seldea  I  am  no  scholar  myself,  but  my  l»rother» 
who  is,  I  know.  Madam,  has  the  greatest  veneration  iot 
John  Selden,  and  has  a  large  book  of  his,  with  ImuB 
clasps,  called  'Analectum  Anglo  Britannicum,'  which,  be 
says,  he  would  not  give  for  a  Fellowship." 

''  Your  brother,  sir,  is  a  man  of  sense.  Thank  heaven, 
Walter,  you  are  not  going  among  Ooths  !" 

"  To  say  nothing  of  Vandals,"  put  in  Terps  by  way  of  wit 

''  But,  Grandmamma,  these  books  are  not  in  English ; 
at  least,  they  are  not  like  my  grammar  and  spelling-book, 
or  like  my  Peter  Parley,  so  I  don't  know  how  to  read 
them.'' 

"  No,  Walter,  they  are  in  Latin ;  but  you  wiU  know 
how  to  read  them  by-and-bya  And  here  is  another  heir- 
loom, that  you  will,  perhaps,  now  understand  better ;  but 
you  must  promise  me  never,  never  to  part  with  it ;  no^ 
not  even  if  you  were  starving !" 

And  again  the  old  lady  excavated  from  the  black  velvet 
bag,  a  small,  mole-skin,  heart-shaped  bag,  lined  with  pale- 
pink  lute-string,  and  suspended  by  a  small,  grey,  silk 
cord,  and  investing  the  boy  with  it,  with  as  much  dignity 
as  if  it  had  been  the  Garter  or  The  Golden  Fleece,  by 
passing  it  round  his  neck,  added — 

"  This,  also,  belonged  to  John  Selden — it  is  a  gold 
Jacobus." 

"  What  is  a  Jacobus,  Grandmamma  t— and  what  is  it 
for?" 


''AJwhua,  Walter,  is  a  coin — ^a  guinea,  of  James  the 
Firsts  juid  Gharles  the  ^First's  time" 

"  Oil,  it's  money,  then  ;  but  I  don't  want  more  money ; 
you  know  you  gave  me  those  four  big  half-crowns,'"  said 
Walter,  the  gentle  blood  mounting  to  his  cheek,  as  he 
nsiated  the  investiture  of  the  Jacobus,  from  an  intui- 
tively gentlemanlike  &eling  that  it  is  not  right  to  take  aU 
QD»  can  get,  more  especially  in  the  way  of  money,  even 
from  one'a  grandmother. 

"  I  do  not  give  it  you  for  money,  Walter,  but  for  what 
money  can  never  buy — ^honour." 

The  boy  seemed  to  feel,  without  understanding,  the 
appeal,  and  with  an  '^  Oh,"  that  would  cither  have  done 
for  an  interrogation  or  an  assent,  quietly  thrust  the  little, 
soft,  mole-skin  bag  into  his  bosom,  apparently  thinking 
the  small,  grey  cord  an  admirable  substitute  for  the  per- 
qiective  dandyism  of  a  chain,  while  Terps  Quirker  looked 
a  flat  denial  to  Mrs.  Selden's  aphorism,  for  he  knew  that 
fliere  is  nothing  money  cannot  buy — honour ! !  inclusive — 
and  thought  she  ought  to  know  it,  too. 

But,  as  they  hurried  along  the  passages,  Bob  was  still 
busy  with  his  eyes,  for  while  Walter  Selden  had  one  hand 
clasped  in  his  grandmother's,  he  kept  continually  stretch- 
ing out  the  other  behind  him,  to  make  sure,  as  it  were, 
diat  he  did  not  lose  his  new  friend,  in  trying  to  retain  his 
old  one,  which  so  touched  Mr.  Bumpus's  feelings  and 
pride,  that  at  that  moment,  he  would,  not  only  gladly,  and 
madly,  have  exchanged  "  Bu^ipus's  Unrivalled  Attbac- 
TiONs"  for  his  brother  Moses's  repeller — the  birch,  but 
have  given  the  world  to  boot,  to  have  been  sure  of  keep- 
ing that  child  by  him,  and  Mary  to  look  after  him.  With 
all  their  baste,  they  barely  reached  the  platform  in 
time; 
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"Come,  come,  Master  Selden,  we  shall  lose  the  train," 
urged  Terps,  hunying  him  on,  to  where  Miss  Jetson's 
pale  face,  surmomiting  her  unusually  long  neck,  like  the 
new  light-house  at  the  Needles,  was  anxiously  awaiting 
them ;  while  Mr.  Bumpus,  catching  up  Tatters  as  the 
bell  rang,  Desdemona*d  him  under  a  railway-wrapper 
for  the  moment,  in  default  of  a  dog-ticket,  and  also  on 
account  of  wishing  to  secure  his  company  in  the  same 
carriage,  for,  seeing  Miss  Jetson,  he  hurriedly  declared,  in  * 
his  own  mind,  "if  such  tabbies  as  that  went  in  the 
first  class,  he  did  not  see  why  Tatters  was  to  be  ex- 
cluded." 

"Dear  little  fellow,"  exclaimed  the  fair  Jacyntha^ 
stretching  out  both  her  hands  to  help  in  Walter,  as 
Terps  lifted  him  up. 

"  -4d  I  returned  alone,  would  you  ave  said  so  ?" 
whispered  Terps,  jumping  in  after,  and  making  a  deep 
impression  on  Miss  Jetson's  crinoline,  as  he  did  so. 

"  How  can  you  ?"  simpered  Jacyiitha. 

"  Doubt  it,"  filled  in  Terps,  giving  the  lady's  elbow  a 
gentle  squeeze,  for  which  he  might  have  had  the  excuse 
(had  he  wanted  one)  of  mistaking  it  for  the  bone  knob  of 
the  door-handle,  or  the  ivory  bust  of  Punch,  which  em- 
bellished the  stick  of  his  own  umbrella.  But  Terps 
Quirker  knew  the  difference  between  love  and  law,  and 
scorned  all  excuses  in  or  for  the  former,  his  more  than 
ever  rapid  side-glances  on  all  such  occasions,  seeming 
rapidly  to  proclaim  the  poet's  bravado — 

"  Non  ego  mendosos  ausim  defendere  mores, 
Ealsaque  pro  vitiis  arraa  tenere  nieis." 

"Qrandmamma!  Gi-andmamma!  are  you  not  coming?" 
cried  Walter,  stretching  himself  half  out  of  the  window,- 
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tnd  straming  his  eyes  in  the  direction  of  Mrs.  Sldeen* 
letreatdng  figure,  while  Robert  Bumpus,  having  deposited 
Tatters  safely  nnder  the  seat,  held  the  boy  tightly  by  the 
skirts  of  his  bUmse,  to  prevent  his  falling  out ;    for  a 
moment  the  old  lady  turned  her  streaming  eyes  towards 
the  carriage  where  the  little  voice  so  imploringly  came 
fix)m,  but  the  next,  the  signal  shrieked;   she  put  her 
hinds  to  her  ears — the  huge  monster,  with  its  hissing, 
snorting,  panting  iron  lungs,  darted  forward  on  its  head- 
long course.    The  giant  shrillness   of  its  departing  yell, 
seemed  to  have^dissolved  that  dark,  shadowy,  attenuated 
figure  into  its  component  elements,   so  suddenly,  did  it 
vanish  from  the  straining  gaze  of  her  grandchild,  who, 
burying  his  fece  on  Robert  Bumpus's  shoulder,  burst  into 
a  paroxysm  of  tears,  those  bitter,  burning,   agonizing, 
Gethsemane  tears !  which  are  the  last,  we  give  to  the  home 
of  our  childhood,  and  the  first,  we  give  to  the  world  of 
our  trials. 


61 


Tin  WOSU)  AM)  IHIS  WlA; 


CHAPTER  IIL 


^'Intibents  of  Cra&el." 


gALTER  continned  to  sob  as  if  his  heart  wotdd 
break,  vaguely  reproaching  himself,  that  it  leto 
because  he  had  never  loved  his  grandmother  till 
then,  that  he  was  sent  away  from  her,  and  Bob  continued 
gently  to  pat  him  on  the  back  with  one  hand,  as  he  had 
se^n  mothers  hush  the  waitings  of  refractory  infants,  and 
considermg  it  was  his  first  appearance  in  that  character, 
he  really  played  the  part  admirably,  the  genuine  feeling  he 
threw  into  it,  beuig  quite  true  to  nature ;  never  once 
interrupting  the  tide  of  the  child's  grief,  with  common- 
place consolations,  but  only  wondering  in  his  own  heart,  if 
Walter  could  so  grieve  at  having  to  part  from  an  old 
woman  then,  where,  in  the  name  of  tribulation,  he  would 
ever  find  room  for  his  sorrow,  when  the  time  came,,  that  he 
would  have  to  part  from  a  young  one,  which,  at  some 
epoch  or  other,  i.«  sure  to  form  an  important  item  in 
*'  The  whole  duty  of  man/' 


OR,  A  PKB8QN  OF  CONSEQUENCE.  55 

Tttten,  when  for  half  a. second  the  train  stopped, 
hearing  these  sounds  of  affliction,  obtruded  his  head  from 
under  the  opposite  seat,  and  receiving  a  nod  of  invitation 
from  his  master,  put  up  his  paws,  and  sympathizingly 
ihnist  his  nose  into  Walter's  hand,  which  produced  the 
desired  efiect  of  diverting  the  child's  attention,  and  as  he 
Bfied  up  his  head  to  return  the  dog's  caresses,  they  at  that 
moment  passed  a  field,  containing  a  pic-nic  party,  of  three 
oofWB,  two  donkeys,  four  pigs,  and  a  pony,  whereupon 
Mr.  Bumpus,  with  much  eagerness,  and  infinite  tact, 
exclaimed — 

"33iere!  there!  Master  Walter,  is  a  pony,  something 
tlie  size  of  Solomon  in  bone,  but,  bless  you !  not  to  com- 
pare to  him  in  Aedi," 

Walter's  attention  was  instantly  arrested,  and  his 
interest  excited,  and  so  graphically  did  Bob  improve  the 
opportonity,  and  manage  the  manege  of  his  conversation, 
that  it  soon  resembled  a  verbal  illustration  of  a  certain 
huge  folio,  on  the  Management  of  the  Great  Horse,  in  the 
days  of  tiiree-comered  hats  and  jack-boots,  by  one 
Mongieiir  de  Maxin,  dedicated  to  a  then  Marquis  of 
Newoastle,  wherein  may  be  seen,  and  read,  to  this  day  the 
following  interesting  programme  of 

"  Tantdt  M.  le  Marquis  a  Cheval, 
Tantot,  Monsieur  dc  Mazin !" 

Sor,  in  like  manner,  it  was  now  Mr.  Bumpus  on  Solomon, 
pioving  his  proverbial  philosophy,  by  the  most  fabulous 
itmrs  de  farcer  and  now  Master  Selden,  on  the  serious 
pony,  doing  the  part  of  Job's  horse,  by  crying  "  Ha  !  ha!" 
ashe  sniffed,  not  exactly  the  battle,  l)ut  the  boundary-wall 
of  the  Priory  Fields  afar  oif,  as  described  by  Bob;  but  it  is 
astoniahing  how,  even  in  a  railway-carriage,  the  fitness  of 


56  THE  WORLD  AND  HIS  WIFE  ; 

things  obtains,  as  for  the  purpose  of  better  eyddng  his 
hippodmmic  tableaux,  Mr.  Bumpus  and  his  pupil,  had 
completely  turned  their  backs  upon  the  next  compartment 
of  the  carriage,  containing  Miss  Jetson,  and  Mr.  Quirker,  to 
give  Bob  a  wider  scope  for  describing  with  his  hand,  in  the 
open  space  through  the  window,  the  equestrian  fStes  that 
wore  to  be,  much  on  the  same  principle,  that  the  Third 
Richard  traced,  with  the  point  of  his  sword,  in  that  dust 
where  his  crown  was  so  soon  to  lie,  the  plan  of  Bosworth 
Field  the  night  before  the  battle. 

But  this  decidedly  ill-bred  conduct  on  their  part^ 
instead  of  eliciting  any  comment  of  disapprobation  on  that 
of  the  fair  Jacyntha  and  Terps,  seemed  to  be  almost 
ignored  by  the  latter,  as  they  looked  from  the  green,  and 
blue,  love-birds,  into  their  own  blue,  and  green  eyes,  and 
from  their  own  eyes,  back  to  the  love-birds,  with  occasional 
digressions  to  the  l)lack  morocco  bag,  when  invariably  its 
consideiute  owner  again  made  her  companion  an  oflFer — 
of  an  Abemethy  biscuit,  which  he  again  declined ;  but 
from  that  charming  absence  of  mind,  so  interesting  to 
those  whom  it  does  not  concern,  she  never  once  thought  of 
offering  him  any  of  the  topaz-coloured  liquid,  or  perhaps  it 
wa,s  that  she  did  think,  that — 

"  The  thirst  that  from  his  soid  did  rise, 
Did  ask  a  drink  divine  ! " 

or,  at  least,  ottght  to  have  done  so.  Be  'this  as  it  might,  it 
is  certain,  tliat  while  the  rest  of  the  passengers  in  the 
otlier  caniages  of  that  long  train, — including  Mr.  Warren 
Hastings  de  Musty, — were  all  "  pishing"  and  "  pshawing," 
chafing  at,  and  complaining  of,  the  soot,  and  the  smells, 
the  noise,  and  the  nuisances,  which  assailed  their  ears,  and 
olfactory  nerves,  Jacyntha  and  Terps,  seemed  to  be  looking 
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out  of  the  comers  of  his  eyes,  she,  out  of  the  corners 
'  month — 

"  Oh !  if  there  ii  an  Elyaium  on  earth, 
It  is  this!  it  is  this!" 

Dm  Capid  is  a  strange  wag ;  some  faces  he  makes  so 
;  and  others  so  fanny,  and  that  of  Terps  Qoirker's  was 
this  latter  genre  of  his  chef  cPoeuvres,  it  must  be 
but  what  then  ?  Ulysses  was  not  handsome,  but 
was  eloquent,  and  so  was  Terps  ;  though  perhaps  in  a 
rle  that  Ulysses  never  dreamt  of,  or  else  Dido  might 
been  glad  when  he  did  not  come.  In  truth,  if  one 
use  such  an  expression,  Terps's  was  a  gymnastic  sort 
doquence,  centring  more  in  his  hands  and  liis  feet,  than 
his  tongue  or  his  eyes  ;  but  as  a  solicitor  accustomed  to 
fttrp  practice,  he  seemed  to  think  he  could  not  have  too 
liuch  up^ju  his  hands,  for  eveiy  now  and  then,  he  had  fears 
datthe  black  morocco  bag,  though  secured  round  her 
wrist,  would  slip  from  off  Miss  Jetson's  lap,  and  then  he 
muld  rescue  it  from  its  imaginary  danger  with  both  his 
hnds,  gently  pressing  the  knees  on  which  it  rested,  in 
admiration  of  their  sustaining  powei-s ;  while  upon  the 
dighte&t  swerve  of  the  carriage,  his  foot  instantly  rested 
^11  hers,  as  the  united  force  of  Lilliput  had  pegged  down 
Gulliver,  they,  from  fear  of  so  huge  an  animal ; — Ter])H,  for 
fear  that,  in  case  of  an  accident,  the  fair  Jacyntha  should 
ihoot  off  into  boundless  space,  without  he  had  a  lien  on 
iier  specific  gravity,  but  he  always  accompanied  the  latter 
{kroceeding,  by  '•  Oping  she  was  not  afraid" — till,  decidedly 
bjr  the  end  of  the  journey,  she  must  have  ix^versed  the  usual 
order  of  things,  and  been  more  hurt  tlian  frightened 

At    length,    in    going     through    a    tunnel,     an     in- 
cipient    concussion     C4ime,     not,    indeed    sufficient    to 
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fructure  any  limbs,  but  to  touch  the  spring  of  ike  Uack 
morocco  bag,  and  instantly  all  the  contents  came  rolling 
about !  accompanied  by  a  fialnt  scream !  fix)m  its  &ii 
owner,  not  so  much  on  account  of  the  Abemethy  biscuits, 
though  they,  like  worn-out  dynasties,  were  crumbling  in 
all  directions  ;  but>  for  the  box-wood  case-bottle,  'wbich, 
despite  her  screams,  would  go  rolling  over  under  Mr. 
Quirker's  very  feet ;  while  she,  fearing  that  in  so  doing  it 
might  come  unscrewed,  and  Fillibustering  about  in  this 
unseemly  manner,  be  detected  in  conveying  run  spirits, 
had  the  presence  of  mind  to  ciy  out, ''  Oh  I  my  hark,  I 
don't  know  what  I  diaU  do,  if  my  quinine  1  is  spilt ;  4o 
give  me  my  bottle  of  bark,  please  V 

Whereupon,  Terps  picked  up  lie  trusty  unopened  case- 
bottle,  and  presented  it  to  her,  with  the  gallant  assurance 
that  he  was  certain  her  bark,  was  worse  than  her  bite ! 
adding,  that  he  thought  they  had  better  wait  till  they  got 
into  the  daylight  to  pick  up  the  other  things,  '*  for,"  said 
he,  "  with  such  a  dim  lamp  as  that,  there  is  only  <me 
thing,  that  there  is  light  enough  to  see  to  do." 

Always  anxious  for  the  diflfusion  of  useful  knowledge, 
he  eagerly  waited  an  interrogation  from  the  fair  Jaeyntha 
OS  to  what  that  was  ? 

But  she,  either  acting  upon  the  *'  ignorance  is  bliss" 
system,  or  not  requiring  any  information  on  the  subject, 
remained  silent,  during  which  momentous  pause,  Terps 
said  to  himself,  "She's  not  quick  at  taking  an  int;  I 
must  file  another  bill ;"  which  he  did  by  sticking  his  hat 
on  one  side,  and  adding  aloud, — that  is,  in  on  audible 
whisper,  as  he  leant  towards  the  side  of  her  bonnet  that 
just  came  on  her  head,  as  far  as  her  ear,  "  A  sweet  thing  I 
that  *  Kiss  in  the  Dark,'  of  Planch^'s ;  but  I  know  another, 
that  I  should  much  prefer." 
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[  MlBftMr  thflie  mm  a&y  other  but  hh,"  ntar- 
[  dhflyirffai^  wifli  an  tir  of  unfledged  innocence,  and 

» of  tra&  to  pn^niefty,  that  would  not  haire  d»- 
\mf  ct  ihB  yoong  ladiea^  even  of  Uim  Woixy- 


4  mnanCfe  idea  f  and  yet  I  dioold  think  yon 
r^SiDtm  BdlJndger  eaddnnated  Terpe^wfao,  like 
iS0BmMvit%  waa  growing  witty  with  Mr.  Planch^ 
r;  but  jnat  as  he  had,  widioat  being  aware 
limffitade^  derided  in  his  own  mind,  that  there  was 
_  fir  my  'apecaes  of  tnitioii,  like  Peataload'a  jAm 
kjpfklfeal  Hlflstratioo,  and  had  actually  approached 
iih  nUflkor  reach  of  the  iUr  Jacyntha's  most  iphoqpi- 
li  becanae  not  at  all  inritbig  cheek,  the  tunnel  tho«^;fat 
^la  be  at  an  end,  and  the  day-light  came  rushing  in,  in 
I  laost  rude  and  unceremonious  manner. 
"Oh!  my  r  exclaimed  Miss  Jetson. 
*hyfef  added  Terps,  in  an  insinuating  Ttnce,  as  she 
Htomeddie  supererogatory  work  of  adjusting  her  bonnet, 
Ml  she  teemed  to  think,  **  Coming  events  casting 
tt  diaddws  before,*  might  possibly  have  disarranged ; 
Irvdddi  jneoe  of  supeiAuous  bye-play,  she  proceeded 
*gither  up  the  scattered  contents  of  the  black  bag,  apo- 
jUug  to  Terps  for  the  "Thing  of  shreds,  and  patches'' 
Iflndmadeof  him. 

"'Don't  mention  it!''  responded  he,  holding  up  the 
Itpenny  periodical  with  one  hand,  while  he  stuck  like 
Hftm  thimble,  Hie  recently  commenced  crochet-cap,  on 
rfiffe-finger  of  the  other. 

"Iffhat  more  can  any  mortal  desire,  than  '  The  Band  of 
tf  I  consider  this,  as  quite  a  homen!"  simpered  he, 
Be  Miss  Jetson  cast  down  her  eyes,  and  seemed  to 
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''  But  here,  the  train  stopped,  and  was  to  stop,  for  some 
minutes,  to  let  loose  on  the  stale  sandwiches,  antedilu- 
vian biscuits,  and  fossil  remains  of  chickens,  and  boiled, 
and  roast  pieces  de  resistance,  which  form  the  refectory 
luxuries  of  English  Railway  Stations,  all  those  hungry  and 
solitaiy  mortals,  who,  less  fortunate  than  Miss  Jetson, 
were  neither  provided  with  black  bags,  nor  Quirkers. 

Kobert  Bumpus  asked  Walter  if  he  would  not  like  to 
get  out,  and  have  something  to  eat  ?  and,  indeed,  both 
Terps,  and  Jacyntha,  kmdly  urged  him  to  do  so ;  but  the 
boy  said  he  was  not  hungry,  and  tightly  clasped  his  little 
hands  round  Bob's  ami,  as  if  he  feared  by  any  further 
move,  he  should  lose  his  new  friend,  too  ;  and  so  be  left 
quite  alone  in  this  great,  big,  cold  world ! 

Miss  Jetson,  being  unable  to  curl  her  ringlets,  which, 
between  love,  and  locomotion,  were  becoming  longer  and 
lanker,  curled  her  lip  at  Walter's  decision,  while  Mr. 
Quirker  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  darted  his  glances 
into  all  the  right  angles  of  the  carriage,  as  he  asked  her, 
by  way  of  expressing  his  disappointment  in  diplomatic 
cipher,  of  which  he  concluded  that  her  sympathetic  annoy- 
ance had  the  key,  whether  she  had  ever  seen  those  capital 
French  caricatures,  **  Les  Ongfong  terrible  ?  {Les  Enfans 
terribles)  To  which  she  replied,  in  the  Gaelic  gleanings 
which  she  had  acquired  in  Miss  Worrybones*s  establish- 
ment :  "  Oh !  je  haime  tong  les  ongfongs,  qu'e  je  ne  la^ 
ponx  pas  de  tew  terrible  1" 

Terps  said  he  was  "  most  proud  and  appy  !"  why,  or 
wherefore,  did  not  exactly  transpire  ;  for,  at  that  moment^ 
a  benevolent  and  gentlenian-like-looking  clergyman  got  in, 
in,  whom  both  Mr.  Quirker,  and  Robert  Bumpus  recog- 
nised— The  Rev.  Olive  Langston,  who  had  been  a 
missionary   in  India,   but  was  now  the  incumbent  of  a 
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il  Ufing  called  Beechcroft,  three  miles  from  Field- 
Idj  ;  and  an  able  coadjntor  of  Lady  Glairville's,  in  the 
M  of  TTniversal  Useftilness,  she  had  established  in 
Ihamlet 

lobert  Bampns  tried  to  show  his  respect^  by  rising,  as 
i  Langston  entered,  and  Terps  Qnirker,  in  his 
Btiiig,  assumed  an  air  of  involuntary  respect,  that  he 
Id  not  always  command,  even  in  the  presence  of  his 
nn.  Lord  Portarjis;  while  Mr.  Langston,  calm  and 
beted,  like  a  thorough  gentleman  as  he  was,  made  a 
nlar  bow,  beginning  with  Miss  Jetson,  and  terminating 
Bobert  Bumpus,  as  he  said — 

'  I  hope  I  do  not  disarrange  any  one  ?"  and  then 
ing  placed  his  umbrella,  and  a  thick  quarto  he  carried 
bis  hand,  in  the  net-work,  he  seated  liimsolf  opposite 
Etobert  Bumpus  and  Walter,  and  being  evidently  equally 
prised  and  pleased,  at  the  transmogrified  appearance  of 
I  former,  he  said — 

"I  am  really  delighted,  Bumpus,  to  see  you  looking  so 
D,  and  I  hope  I  shaU  never  see  you  looking  less  well." 
For  this  Christian  gentleman  had  the  delicacy  not  to  use 
Bword  respectable,  whicli  was  what  he  meant,  and  Bob, 
lowing  it  was,  flushed  to  his  very  temples,  as  he  said — 
••  Thank  you,  sir,  I  hope  not  either.  I  think  I  may  say, 
re  turned  over  a  new  leaf,  though  I  may  not  yet  have  got 
actly  to  the  right  page,  Mr.  Langston ;  but  Fm  mairipd 
wr,  and  having  really  got  a  better  half,  I  must  tiy  and 
ateh  it  in  some  sort." 

"  Married  !  thafs  right.     I  thought  you  looked  like  a 
m  that  had  been  properly  turned  out,  by  a  good  wife." 
"Well,  not  exactly,  sir,  weVc  not  got  to  brushes,  and 
;ttons,  just  yet,  as  I  was  only  niiinied  yesterday,  but  all 
good  time  ;  and  I'll  back  my  Polly's  needle  and  thimble 
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agaLast  all  the  sewing-machines  that  ever  were,  or  ever  vill 
be  invented.*' 

''And  who  is  my  little  friend  here?"  asked  Mr.  Lang- 
ston,  holding  out  both  his  hands '  to  Walter,  who,  placing 
his  in  them  with  alacrity,  answered,  looking  firankly,  and 
steadily,  into  the  kind  eyes  fixed  on  his — 

"  Grandmamma  said  I  was  to  say  that  I  am  a  descendant 
of  the'  great  John  Selden,  and  here  are  his  books,  and 
here  is  his  money/'  added  Walter,  excavating  the  two 
little  dropsical-looking  volmnes,  from  between  the  side  of 
the  cushion  where  Bob  had  wedged  them,  and  then, 
pulling  out  the  moleskin  bag  containing  the  gold  Jacobi^ 
which  he  held  out  to  Mr.  Langston. 

"  Ton  my  word,  my  little  fellow,"  said  the  latter,  opening 
the  books  and  therein  reading,  John  Selden's,  tall,  straight, 
fine  hail',  and  dark  down  stroke  autograph,  now  become 
of  a  pale,  reddish  brown.  "You  have  every  reason  to  be 
proud  of  such  an  ancestor." 

"  Oh !  he  was  not  my  aunt's  sister  ;  I  have  no  aunt,  nor 
no  sister.  Grandmanama  only  said  that  I  was  his  descen- 
dant.    What  is  a  descendant  ?" 

"  Let  mo  see,  I  must  explain  to  you  what  a  descendant 
is.  You  have  read  the  History  of  England;  at  least  some 
of  it,  I  suppose  ?" 

"  Not  much,"  said  Walter,  colouring,  looking  down,  and 
energetically  pulling  the  fingers  of  his  dark-green  gloves, 
which  he  held  in  his  hand,  and  w^hich,  to  say  the  truth, 
were  quite  shabby  enough,  without  his  giving  himself  the 
ti'ouble  of  making  them  more  so,  "not  much,  I  like  my 
'  Peter  Parley*  better." 

''Well,  I  m  not  greatly  surprised  at  that,"  smiled  Mr. 
Langston;  "but,  among  the  Kings  of  England,  I  suppose 
you  know  that  ttiere  was  a  King  George  !" 
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m  I  l4g  Gecnge  aad  the  Dragan,"  said  Walter, 
displayiiigthe  extent  of  his  knowledga 
lot  flOButity ;  the  Dragon's  aatagonist  was  a  saint, 
bs  are  not  generally  kings,  neither  are  kings  often 
Mift  there  woe  four  King  Georges,  and  four  King 
^  and  alter  the  last  King  William,  came  Queen 

So  she  is  a  doscendaat  of  all  these  kingSi" 
VIS  John  Selden  a  king?" 
he  was  a  great  kwyer,  and  a  great  writer  wpoa 
lenee^  oar  law,  bat  he  had  more  weight  than  the 
km^  in  the  troubled  times  in  which  he  lived,  and 
ersally  esteemed  as  well  by  Charles  the  First,  as 
uUament" 

c's  eyes  eagerly  followed  Mr.  Langston's,  every 
uttered,  but  not  being  quite  able  to  imderstand 
himself  had  to  do  with  all  this,  he  remained 
r  a  second,  and  then  said,  taking  the  coin  out  of 
bag- 
but  you  have  not  looked  at  this  money  of  his 

3ry  fine  Jacobus,  indeed ;  in  excellent  preserva- 
Iwpe  you  will  never  be  tempted  to  part  with  it  in 
d  for  any  toys,  or  pleasures.  It  would  be  such  a 
when  you  are  older,  you  would  be  so  sorry  for 
lone  so." 

no ;  grandmamma  said  if  I  was  starving  I  must 
with  it" 

idmamma  was  quite  right ;  but  I  hope  it  will 
me  to  that,  and  that  you  will  always  have  food 
or  money  to  buy  it" 

that  I  shall ;  for  look  here,  Fvo  got  four  great 
•crowna" 
I  are  rich,  indeed,"  again  smiled  Mr,  Langston^^ 
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patting  his  cheek.     Why  you'll  have  people  borrowing 
money  fix)ra  you." 

"  Do  you  want  any  ?  not  to  borrow ;  I'll  give  you  three, 
if  you  want  them?" 

*'  Fm  very  much  obliged  to  you,  but  I  fear  three  would 
be  of  no  use  to  me." 

"  Then  Fll  give  you  the  whole  four." 

"  But  that  will  leave  you  without  any  money  at  all,  and 
what  will  you  do,  then  ?" 

"  Oh  !  veiy  well ;  for  I  never  had  any  money  before  last 
night,  when  we  were  leaving  Pencridge.  Grandmamma  gave 
me  those  half-crowns.'* 

"  My  little  friend,"  said  Mr.  Langston,  la3dng  both  his 
hands  on  Walter's  shoulders :  "  I  quite  approve  of  the 
literal  Christian  pruiciple,  that  would  make  you  deprive' 
yourself  even  of  a//,  to  give  to  others,  with  this  slight 
amendment, — first,  be  sure  before  you  do  so,  that  they 
really  want  it,  and  are  deserving  of  it." 

"  But  you  said  you  wanted  it :  or,  at  least  you  said  that 
three,  would  be  no  use  to  yoiL" 

"  My  boy,  I  only  wanted  to  tiy  you  ;  I  have  done  so ; 
and  you  have  answered  the  test.  Heaven  forbid!"  added 
he,  turning  to  Bob,  who  was  looking  unutterable  things, 
in  the  way  of  pride,  and  admiration  at  Walter's  profile, 
"Heaven  forbid!  that  any  one  should  dam  uj)  so  generous 
a  source.  It  only  wants  to  be  directed  into  proper 
channels;  for  goodness  knows,  Nature  seems  to  have 
broken  the  mould,  of  all  such  golden  hearts,  and  to  suit 
the  grovelling  meanness  of  this  age,  to  go  upon  the  limited 
liability  system,  in  meting  out  all  high  and  noble  instincts. 
Whose  child  is  this  ?  I  never  saw  a  countenance  that  bore 
more  unmistakeably  the  impress,  and  superscription,  of 
Heaven's  own  coinage^*' 
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t  Sir,  he's  Master  Walter  Sdden,  an  orphan,  or 
}g  like  iL  Mare's  the  pity ! — and  I'm  taking  him 
jldiodl  at  my  brother  Moses's." 
migfi^Um  looked  as  if  he  was  wondering  and  should 
)m  to  hanre  known,  how  so  evidently  patrician  a 
dnld  came  to  be  entrusted  to  the  casualties  of  a 
ledagogoe's  school^  like  Moses  Bumpus's ;  but  all 
;VB8»  ''I'm  (^  to  hear  we  shall  be  such  near 
■Bi^  and  I  hope  your  Master  will  sometimes  allow 
Rme  over  to  see  me  at  Beechcroft^  where  you  will 
0  little  companions  of  your  own  aga" 
thank  you  Mr.  Langston,"  said  Bob,  "that  is 
jon  I  for  though  Moses  is  all  very  well  for  the 
,  sad  the  Latin,  and  all  that»  and  though  I  know 

0  the  Prince  of  Wales,  my  mother  could  not  do 
r  him  than  she  will,  still,  it's  not  the  sort  of  place 

The  day-scholars  that  Moses  has,  are  not  of  his 
1 1  take  it,  sir,  that  nothing  thrives  in  this  world 
to  like, — a  fish  in  a  hot-house,  or  a  flower  in  a 
B  no  chance,  and  we  common  people,  are  always 
i  people,  that  is,  our  kindest  meanings  are  coarsely 
Ip  and  wound,  where  we  mean  to  heal,  for  want  of 
lly  remembering,  that  the  hard,  strong  thread, 
oper  for  mending  huccaback,  can  only  tear  fine 

D,  I  don't  know,  Bob,  in  your  very  animadversions, 

1  %  proof  to  the  contrary,  and  now  that  I  am  happy 
yon  have  left  off  that  odious  slang  with  your  old 
yoa  seem  to  have  adopted  the  feelings,  as  well  as 
it  of  a  gentleman." 

a  deep !  skin  deep  !  only  sir,  I  fear,  the  mere 
on  the  common  clay,  for  you  forget  how  I  have 
long  horses,  Mr.  Langston,"  added  Bob,  proudly, 
n.  r 
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''  and  that  brings  one  among  gentlemen,  and  though  there 
may  be,  from  time  to  time,  a  few  black-legs  amongst 
them,  they  have  all  white  hands  and  soft  manners,  and 
the  latter  are  to  a  man,  what  action  is  to  a  horse — ^bless 
you,  sir  !  it's  every  thing !  for  I  take  it,  if  all  the  doings  of 
ticket-of-leave,  swell  mobsmen,  treadmill,  and  Old  Bailejr 
heroes,  were  pnt  into  one  scale,  and  weighed  against  tide 
vices  of  the  nobility  and  gentry  in  another ;  first  scale 
would  go  np  like  a  feather,  only  what  they  do,  is  canght 
at^  because  they  have  no  manner,  and  no  money,  to  cany 
it  off/' 

"  There  certainly  is  some  truth  in  that" 

"  You  may  depend  on  it,  sir,  all  the  truth  of  the  worid 
is  in  it." 

As  Mr.  Langston  did  not  refute  this  ariom  of  Bob's, 
there  was  a  momentary  pause  in  their  conversation.  On 
tlie  entrance  of  the  former,  Miss  Jet«oii  had  thrown 
herself  back,  and  languidly  leant  her  head  against  her 
comi>artmcnt  of  the  caiiiage,  closing  her  eyes,  as  if 
enjoying  the  repose  of  the  gi^ave,  where  the  weary  are  at 
rest,  while  Terps  had  as  suddenly  taken  upon  himself  the 
Q'dh  of  the  wicked,  who  cease  from  ti-oubling,  by  keeping 
his  hands  and  his  feet  to  himself:  but  hearing  this  panse 
in  the  conversation  on  her  right,  the  fair  Jacyntha  once 
more  opened  her  eyes,  and  clearing  her  throat  with  three 
little  nervous  hems,  so  as  to  call  Mr.  Laiigston's  attention 
to  the  implied  compliment  to  his  cloth,  while  she  osten- 
sibly addressed  herself  to  Mr.  Quirker,  said — 

"  I  hope  there  is  no  ifgiment  (piartered  at  Twaddletoli, 
now  ?  for  though  it  is  very  wrong  to  say  so,  when  I  think 
of  my  dear  father ;  yet  1  do  dislike  militaiy  in  a  town 
beyond  everything !  It  makes  it  so  unpleasant  for  females 
to  ventnre  out" 


HI  qMid^  iqqpetlad  tcv  and  moreafa; ""  noM 

^fpy^  as  be  himadf  would  haye  ezpreMed  11^ 

n  HiM  J^ion'a  MliBuitioB  notr  jreynaii  «f 

b^gn  to  r^^eommimee  da  ^atrd  «m  jliv  ; 

;  niTval  iBbhaa  neaier,  and  again  rescamg 

Ipg  firam  its  iaMginftgy  peiik  iaid,   with  t 

r»  aa  bia  glanoea  flitted  about  lika  WiU^)'- 

I  in  all  dbectkma — 

,  Ite  ainiy  to  iay,  <Hia  of  the  Bioil  i^aviiig  ^Tabj 
kla  in  the  aernce  is  at  present  quartwed  there^  the 
Dhotiy  Pteit  Huasam" 

I  deari*  cried  Miae  Jetaon,  faridling  and  perfbnn^ 
liiy  eontorted  avofaitionB,  as  if  she  had  been  snd* 
hanged  into  a  bull,  and  was  gniwing  sayage,  under 
iftation  of  the  ensanguined  colour,  predaiuinsting 
aellier  portion  of  the  uniform  of  tiie  111th. 
I  dearl  how  very  annoying,  for  the  cavaby-bar- 
n  on  Emmet  Hill,  quite  dose  to  Matchlock  House; 
some  of  the  back  bed-room  windows  actually  look 
sbazrack-yard!" 

f  Anmet  Hill  wss  the  ^local  habitation,'"  and 
isak  House,  the  name  of  Ifiss  Worrybones's  estab- 
It 

il  he  I  he !  pleasant  look  out^  for  the  young  ladies! 
Iiqr  attend  parade  regularly  ?"  giggled  Terpa 
I  dear  no,"  bridled  Miu  Jetson,  *'  it's  only  the  maids 
Nmpy  those  rooms;  Miss  Worrybones  is  £u*  too  par- 
with  her  young  ladies^  for  even  if  they  look  at  a 
It  walking,  they  are  fined  three-penoe,  sixpence  for 
f  man,  and  a  shilling  for  a  handsome  one." 
that  rate,"  observed  Terps,  with  great  legal  acumen, 
Worrybones,  or  the  governesses,  to  say  nothing  of 
ang  ladies^  must  take  a  very  gorraot  inventory  of 

V2 
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the  gentlemen  to  enable  them  to  decide  upon  the  amount 
of  the  forfeits — he  !  he  1  he  !  I  have  a  friend  in  '  the 
shipping  dues/  and  I  suppose  he'd  call  the  three-penny 
gentlemen  neutral  vessels ;  but  it  is  to  be  hoped,  for  the 
sake  of  theu:  exchequer,  unlike  that  of  the  Crystal  Palace, 
Miss  Worrybones's  young  ladies  have  not  many  shilling, 
days ;  because,  really,  this  sort  of  poll-tax,  would  be  quite 
ruinous— -especially  now  the  111th  Cherry  Pants  are 
quartered  at  Twaddleton  ;  for  I  should  say,  they  all  came 
under  the  high  figure." 

"  And,  yet,*'  responded  Miss  Jetson,  throwing  back  her 
head  and  folding  her  arms,  with  a  stem  attempt  at  satire, 
and  statistics,  "  I  believe  very  many  of  those  misguided 
young  men,  are  so  extravagant,  and  such  gamblers,  as  not 
to  be  worth  a  shilling." 

While  this  edifying  conversation  was  going  on,  between 
Miss  Jetson  and  Mr.  Quirker,  Mr.  Langston  was  winning 
Walter  Selden's  heart,  and  dcligliting  his  naturally  vivid 
imagination,  by  a  description  of  many  of  the  marvels  of 
the  Eastern  hemisphere,  which  he  had  witnessed  during 
his  Indian  mission,  more  especially  the  extraordinaiy 
phenomenon  of  the  burning  well  at  BaiTalicoon,  the  waters 
of  which,  though  vomiting  forth  flames,  and  emitting  an 
overpoweringly  strong  sulphureous  smell,  were  yet  perfectly 
cold. 

"Did  you  put  your  hand  into  them — through  the 
flames?"  asked  Walter. 

"  I  did  ;  but  what  is  still  more  remaikable,  I  observed 
that  the  stones  round  this  well  were  burning  hot,  so  I  filled 
what  in  India  they  call  a  kedgeree-pot,  with  the  water, 
and  poured  it  on  these  burning  stones  to  sec  what  effect 
this  would  have  on  them,  when,  to  my  still  greater  wax- 
it  immediately  cooled  them/' 
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b!  this  flaming  inter  f  how  odd*-«nd  did  you 
witerr 

,  it  liad  a  mixed,  and  most  disagreeable  taste  as  if 

[  TeEdigris  had  been  infosed  into  it^  and  though 

ixpaa  being  first  poured  upon  the  stones  cooled 

klmbUed  up  immediately  after  with  a  bright  flash, 

;  lightning  and  the  stones  about  the  well  varied 

those  nearest  to  it  were  red,  but  others  at  a 

r  distance  from  it^  were  of  a  deep  blue    While  we 

looking  at  this  extraordinary  fountain,  several 

palanquin-bearers  bathed  in  it,  and  found  them- 

greatiy  refreshed.    We  then  went  on  to  a  place 

tSatacioon,  about  four  miles  from  Barrahcoon,  where 

I  anoth^  wonder,  in  the  shape  of  a  burning  rock, 

Sie  flames  were  &r  from  being  as  ardent  here  as  at 

•dl,  scarcely  more  than  what  a  cup  of  spirits  set  on 

iMJght  produce." 

it  we  will  leave  Mr.  Langston  to  describe  to  his  atten- 
Ksteners  his  journey  back  from  Barrahcoon  to  JaSra- 
;  and  take  a  peep  into  the  carriage  in  which  Mr. 
wm  Hastings  De  Musty  had  taken  refrige  from  the 
rtry-wind"  unkindness  of  Terps  Quirker,  when  he 
•0  untruthfrilly  excused  himself  from  accommodating 
i  gentleman,  not  to  say  genius,  with  the  small  scrap  of 
r  paper  he  required  At  firsts  beside  Mr.  De  Musty, 
euriage  was  only  occupied  by  a  portly-looking 
lehman,  watched,  chained,  diamoned  ringed,  fine-li- 
d,  Prench-poliahed,  and  clean-gloved, — such  as  "gives 
vorld  assurance  "  of  a  well-to-do  Parisian.  He  was 
ing  over  a  leash  of  blue  foolscap  red  tape-tied  papers, 
ill  had  a  most  police  correctUmnel  appearance ;  but 
lediately  on  Mr.  De  Must/s  advent,  looked  up,  and 
L  tiiat  national  good  breeding  which  never  permits  a 
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Frenchmaii  to  be  so  pre-oocupied  widi  his  owa  B&in,  as 
to  forget  the  presence  or  existence  of  other  people,  8aid» 
*'  ServUeur  Monsieur ! — ^we  have  var  fine  day  for  our 
▼oyage." 

''  Bemarkably  so,  indeed,"  said  Mr.  De  Musty,  in  tones  of 
diplomatic  mellifluonsness,  and  an  air  of  almost  ambassa- 
dorial blandness,  which,  as  ''  Own  Correspondent"  to  the 
^Tyburn  Tonans,"  it  was  his  orders  always  to  assume  to 
Foreigners,  more  especially  to  Frenchmen,  daring  the 
iMnesent  *  t nfen^  oordiale! 

"Remarkably  so,  indeed;  I  conclude  you  have  been 
tome  time  among  us,  Sir  ;  you  speak  Ikiglish  so  well  V 

''You  aire  var  goot  so  to  say,  sare;  I  admire  your  ooantf 
so  moohe,  dat  I  have  de  English  heatt, — ^but  I  fear  stiH 
to  have  de  Frwich  tongue." 

"Only  as  the  most  polite  in  the  world,  Sir." 

"  Monsieur  est  trop  aimable !  on  reconnait  bien  llionmie 
d'esprit  1" 

"  C'est  vrai.  Monsieur,  en  vous  voyant — il  n'y  a  pas 
moyen  de  s'y  tromper." 

"  Ah  !  sare,  I  am  really  delight  to  make  your  chanmng 
acquaintance  !  Shall  I  tell  you  vot  I  write  to  Madame  de 
Quinola — my  vife,  dis  mornings ;  I  take  de  vords  of  Mi- 
rabeau,  ven  foste  he  come  to  Londres,  and  write  to  his 
frien  Achillein  Paris,  and  I  say,  'It  is  firome  dis  sovereign 
city,  vich  built  of  brick,  and  visout  eider  elegance  or 
dignity,  points  to  de  Thames,  and  its  superb !  bridge,  and 
seem  to  say — *To  vot  dare  you  compare  a  me?  Let  de 
Ocean, — let  vorlds  bring  hider  deir  tributes ;'  it  is  from 
dis  city  dat  I  write  to  you ;  in  haste,  my  eyes  distrac  by 
crowd  of  object ;  my  mind,  occupied  by  von  tousand 
painful  solicitude, —  car  Monsieur,  je  ne  vans  cacherai  pas, 
«que  je  suis  venu  it  Londres  pour  entamer  un  proo^  k 
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11  Le  Gomto  de  Buasy.-^Attachd  i,  notre  Ambassade ;  k 
cause  dd  qaelques  Paris  louohes  qui'l  a  fait  k  mon 
istention,  aa  Jockey  Club: — ^nialheureusementy  be  have 
got  for  his  a^ocat  von  of  ze  'cleverest  vaurien  of  la 
JniispradeQce  Anglaise^-^are  Clairville ;  but  I  have  got 
d«  great  Tbomheny" 

•*  Oh  I  indeed?  Sir  Fulke  Clairville,— the  Solieitor-Ge- 
neral,  who  soon  will  be  Attomey-GeneraL*' 

"Yes> — jea,—judem0at,  but  I  should  not  so  moche 
care  for  dis,  if  I  coulds  in  any  vay  get  at  le  rSdacteur 
du  'Tyburn  Tonaus/  to  gives  de  proper  twiste  to  ze 
poaUic  minds ;  because  you  know  it^  sans  queje  vans  le  dit 
Monsieur  ;  les  Anglais  do  not  eats,  nor  drinks,  nor  even 
tarn  in  deir  beds  ;  boat  as  de  *  Tybuni  Tonans'  tell  dem 
de  vay  dey  is  to  do  it ;  den  pour  la  poUtiquey  it  is  de 
'Tonans,'  dat  make  non  seulement,  la  pluie,  et  le  beau 
temp ;  but  de  blacks,  and  de  vites,  voyez,  votre  Iiord 
Kremlinston ;  who  have  for  five  and  twenty  year,  been 
le  Croupier  d^Anglcterre,  faisant  son  jeUy  and  selling 
your  coantry  to  la  Russie ;  and,  because  he  have  got  de 
'  Tonans,'  de  hien  jeter  I'encre,  9e  qui  est  la  poussifere- 
jonmaliste,  —  aux  yeux  du  peuple ;  il  jEait  ses  tours  de 
pa8se.«i>asse,  toute  a  son  aisc ;  et  passe  pour  Stj^e  le 
Ministre  le  plus  populaire  de  sou  Sifecle  par-dessus  le 
Marcher— 

As  Jupdtcr  might  do,  or  rather  liavc  done,  when  he 
lived  on  Olympus,  before  Belgravia  became  the  fashion  ; 
Mr.  Warren  Hastings  De  Musty,  with  great  dignity  knit 
his  brows,  and,  clearing  his  throat,  as  imperiously,  as  if  he 
had  been  boi^  fide  EDITOR!!  OF  THE  "TYBUBN 
TONANS  " ! ! !  instead  of  merely  ''  Own  Correspondent," 
Cff  AsaiBtant  Sheet-lightning,  to  that  omnipotent  journal, 
aaid  aolenmly,  in  the  very  best  French  he  could  command 
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at  SO  short  a  notice ;  for  he  felt  that  the  omnipotent  and 
ubiquitous  WE !  had  not  only  to  be  represented,  but 
avenged !  in  his  individual  person. 

"  Ahem !  Monsieur,  I  will  first  tell  you  that,  as  a 
foreigner  more  especially,  it  behoves  you  to  be  more 
cautious  of  wliom,  and  what,  you  speak  in  public  convey- 
ances ;  you  have,  most  unguardedly  and  unwarrantably, 
traduced  the  character  of  *  The  Tyburn  Tonans,'  which 
stands  alike  unrivalled,  and  tmimpeached,  for  its  immu- 
table justice  and  its  unvarying  consistency,  alike  imper- 
vious to  gold  and  to  government,  and  impenetrable  to 
patronage  or  to  power.  The  ONE  unbiassed  and  unerring 
*  guide,  companion,  friend,'  of  the  British  nation  at  home 
and  abroad,  in  Tne,  sir,  (with  justifiable  pride  I  say  it)  you 
behold  one  of  the  representatives  (though,  perhaps,  the 
humblest)  of  that  inmiaculate,  and  incorruptible,  Goliah 
of  the  EngHsh  Press." 

And  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  De  Musty  drew  himself  up 
at  this  peroration,  squared  his  elbow,  and  with  his  white 
cambric  pocket-handkerchief  wiped  the  dews  firom  his 
brow,  as  if  it  had  Been  actually  bleeding  horn  the  sling 
of  the  little  David  before  him. 

"  Comment !  j'aurais  Thonneiir,  et  Favantage  inespA:!^, 
de  m'addresser  a  M.  le  r^dacteur  du  Tonans  !"  exclaimed 
M.  de  Quinola,  claspuig  his  hands,  "  mais  c  est  un  heureux 
hazard  iuoui!  agrdez  Monsieur  mes  hommages  respec- 
tueux  ;  you  make  de  great  mistakes  to  vot  I  say  sare 
about  de  *  Tonans,'  I  say  he  is  de  magic  et  habile,  hand 
dat  i)ull  de  string  of  all  de  marionnettes  in  England,  and 
make  a  dem  danse  siu*  (juel  jned  il  veut ;  by  gar  !  dis  is 
true,  and  no  mistakes." 

"  Excusez,  Monsieur,"  said  Mr.  De  Musty,  with  appeased, 
and  therefore  more  affable  dignity,  "  but  you  forget  the 
power  of  a  free  country — the  power  of  the  people." 
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1 1  BMm  bon  MmmicfiiT — all  dat  very  weU  in  piinC 
I  pnctictl  P^rendhsnaiL 

the   "own   ooirespondent '^    thought   it 
to  aeoderate    ike  humbug,    and  did  so  in 
that  it  might  aeem  more  natnral,  and  have  a 
bet 

seem  to  tatgei,  Monaienr,  that  as  our  monarchs 
^  die  cJDBcnUve  power  in  them,  so  our  people  have  the 
Me,  (by  proxy)  that  ia^  by  their  awn  chosen  (/) 
in  parliament,  and  t^are  there  called, 
\  in  die  important  matters  of  legislation,  so  that 
I  fliey  are  thns  assembled,  they  are  part  and  parcel, 
were,  of  the  legislative  authority,  whose  business 
t^ahnya  been  to  inquire  into,  and  correct  the  errors  and 
committed  by  those  upon  whom  the  sovereign  has 
olved  any  part  of  the  executive  power.  If,  for  instance, 
riniaters  of  state  were  to  advise  an  unnecessary  war,  or 
fdiahonourable  peace,  or  a  disadvantageous  or  dangerous 
kfance,  they  are  as  much  accoimtable  to  the  Parliament 
bfbrany  other  neglect,  or  crime,  in  the  administration  of 
iSdra  Nor  could  an  angry  message  from  the  throne 
lnl(  as  in  the  case  of  James  the  First,  deter  an  honest 
Niliament  from  exercising  their  claim  to  this  privilege, 
iriddi  they  then  asserted — and  would  now  ? — by  having  a 
jnteatation  entered  on  their  minutes,  that  the  arduous 
iMl  urgent  afiairs,  concerning  the  sovereign,  the  state, 
he  defence  of  the  realm,  and  of  the  Church  of  England, 
he  maintenance  and  making  of  laws,  and  redress  of 
piBvances  which  daily  happen  within  this  kingdom,  are 
proper  matter,  for  the  council,  debate,  and  investigation  of 
Parliament  So  you  see,  that  were  a  journal  even  so 
inclined,  it  could  not  have  the  power,  of  writing  the  un- 
popalar  measures  of  any  minister  into  popularity,  or 
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vamiahiDg  over  his  miBdeeds,  as  you  so  erroneovisly 
assume,  that  the  'Tonans'  has  done,  in  the  case  of 
Lord  Kremlinston." 

"  Non,  non,  pardonnez — I  no  see  nosings  of  ze  kind ; 
au  contraire,  de  *Tonans,'  he  shake  a  de  dice  for  milord 
Kremlinston,  and  ven  he  come  up  blank,  he  cry  see?es  1 
seexes  I  and  de  coantry  echo  de  cry ;  and  so  Lord  Krem- 
linston et  la  Russia  win  for  a  times,  till  by-and-bye,  yen 
England  come  for  to — how  you  say  dat  ? — pay  a  de  pipe^ 
and  den,  she  shall  begin  to  fines  out,  vot  my  Lord  Krem- 
linston have  been  about,  and  dat  he  have  been  putting  de 
spoke  in  her  wheel,  and  de  feder  in  his  own  nests ;  for,  as 
for  your  parlemetU,  bah!  John  Bull,  he  is  for  de  mose 
parts  represents — ^par  Jack  Ass-^enfin,  mon  cher  Mon- 
sieur, votre  tant  vantd  liberty,  est  tant  soit  peu,  en  cami- 
sole de  force." 

**  It  may  seem  to  you  so  just  now,"  rejoined  De  Musty, 
meaning  to  be  very  severe,  and  to  run  into  the  French- 
man's train  of  argument  with  what,  in  his  own  mind,  he 
technically  called  "a  slashing  leader."  "It  may  seem  so 
to  you  just  now,  for  the  beginnings  of  an  arbitrary 
government  are  always  light  and  easy,  and  its  first  steps 
are  slow  and  measured  ;  but  if  its  power  be  suffered  to 
spread  and  take  a  deep  root,  and  it  be  not  betimes 
opposed,  it  grows  at  last  irresistible,  for  a  thousand  cir- 
cumstances concur  to  hinder  the  people  from  recovering 
any  ground  they  have  once  lost ;  their  friends  are  gener- 
ally divided  among  one  another, — corruption  intervenes, 
or  wealth  makes  them  timorous, — their  enemies  agree  in 
any  mischief,  the  means  of  corrupting  is  in  their  hands, 
they  are  liable  to  few  fears,  as  having  much  to  gain,  and 
little  to  lose.  The  reason  why  patriots,  perhaps,  under 
absolute  governments''  (or,  indeed,,  any  other,  aaided  th^ 
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"own  correspondent"  to  himself)  "have  generally  been 
found  to  be  but  a  disappointed  and  weak  party  to 
withstand  the  mass,  whom  despair  emboldens,  whom 
Iheir  common  crimes  render  desperate,  and  whom  their 
common  danger  unites/* 

H^^  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  De  Musty  felt  that  without 
aa  anti-climax,  he  could  not  have  a  better  peroration ;  so 
he  managed  the  full  stop  by  coughing  slightly,  and  gently 
caressing  his  right  whisker.  M.  de  Quinola^  perceiving 
fu'U  avait  laparole,  was  about  to  reply,  and  preparatory  to 
doing  so,  had  just  expectorated  through  the  open  window, 
with  such  unerring  aim,  at  one  of  the  wires  of  the  electric- 
tdegraph,  that  it  is  to  be  hoped,  the  not  very  flattering 
missive,  was  instantly  conveyed  to  some  spittoon  in  wait^ 
ing,  on  the  other  side  of  the  Atlantic.  Before,  however, 
that  words  had  time  to  replace  the  recent  ejectment,  the 
train  stopped ;  and,  at  the  same  moment  that  Mr.  Langston 
had  obtruded  upon  Miss  Jetson's  and  Terps  Quirker's 
Paphian  privacy, — two  gentlemen,  and  a  buxom  widow 
hrcke  in,  upon  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  De  Musty,  and 
Monsieur  de  Quinola*8  "Parliamentary  logia"  The  male 
ktraders  were  no  others,  than  the  very  personages  they 
had  been  discussing — ^namely — Lord  Kremlinston,  and  Sir 
Folke  Clairville ;  the  lady,  who  had  a  very  high  colour  and 
very  projecting  teeth,  which  appeared  to  be  vainly  trying 
to  stretch  forward,  to  look  down  over  her  very  full  bust, 
looked  like  what  she  was,  a  Mrs.  Jobbins,  the  widow  of  a 
grocer.  Both  the  Viscount  and  the  legal  Baronet  were 
known,  ex  officio,  to  the  correspondent  of  the  "  Tonans*' 
Sir  Fulke  ClarvHle,  only  to  M.  de  Quinola,  who  not  much 
relishing  the  rencontre,  turned  his  shoulders,  as  if  secm*- 
ing  his  packet  of  papers,  which  he  had  wedged  between 
the  cushion. 
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"Ah!  how  do,  De  Musty?"  said  Lord  Kremlinston, 
graciously  extending  one  finger. 

"  Quite  an  unexpected  pleasure,  this — as  I  thought  your 
lordship  never  travelled  but  of  a  Sunday?" 

"  Never,  when  I  can  avoid  it" 

"  Is  it  like  Dean  Swift — ^who  also  preferred'  that  day  for 
travelling,  because  the  women  have  clean  feces,  and  the 
men  clean  shirts  ? — Is  that  your  because,  also— eh,  Erem* 
Imston  ?"  laughed  Sir  Fulke. 

"  Well,  not  exactly ;  but  to  avoid  the  pleba  auperum, 
whom  I  equally  dislike — even  when  clean-faced  and  clean- 
shirted.*' 

De  Musty  smiled,  to  think  how  characteristic  this 
rabble-hating  speech  was,  of  a  Liberal  Whig  Premier,  while 
Sir  Fulke,  with  much  mock  heroic,  spouted — 

"  Nil  habet  infelix  paupertas  durius  in  se, 
Quam  quod,  ridiculos  homines  facit." 

And  here,  perceiving  M.  de  Quinola  for  the  first  time, 
the  learned  judge  professed  himself  charmed  to  see  him, 
and  with  quite  as  much  sincerity  as  he  was  in  the  habit  of 
an-aigning  vulgar  culprits  at  the  bar,  and  warning  them 
against  the  fatal  and  degrading  consequences  of  intem- 
perance, after  one  of  his  own  nearly  nightly  orgiea  Having 
shaken  hands  with  him,  he  turned  to  Lord  Kremlinston 
and  De  Musty,  and  said  in  unexceptionable  French,  and  a 
perfectly  Parisian  accent,  rarely  heard  on  this  side  of  the 
Channel — '*  Comme  disait  mi  lord  Chesterfield  quand,  il 
trouva  L'abb^  de  la  Ville  avec  les  de?put^s  d' Amsterdam.  Je 
suis  fache.  Messieurs,  de  trouver  mon  ennemi  avec  vous ; 
Je  le  connais  dejS.  assez  pour  le  craindre,  la  partie  n'est  pas 
dgale,  mais  je  me  fie  h  nos  propres  int^r^ts,  contre  ses 
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talens;  et  au  moins,  si  je  n'ai  pas  eu  le  premier  mot, 
j'anrai  le  dernier/'* 

M.  Quinola  bowed  coldly,  and  said — "  C'est  la  justice, 
de  Monsieur,  que  je  r^lame;  et  non,  son  esprit  que  je 
iAioute."t 

Except  in  one  respect,  it  was  a  melancholy  &ct,  that  Sir 
Folke  Clairville  was  by  no  means  au  exceptional  type  of 
the  morality  (!)  of  the  English  bar,  some  of  the  magnates  of 
which,  have  been  but  too  highly  distinguished  in  the 
annals  of  profligacy,  but  few,  very  few,  to  their  credit  be 
it  spoken,  considering  the  iniquity  of  the  Ecclesiastical 
kws,  which  they  make,  break,  and  administer,  add  to  their 
Hze  morale,  marital  brutality,  It  was  in  this  respect  that 
Sir  Fulke  Clairville  differed  from  his  legal  brethren,  for  in 
addition  to  the  most  unbridled  licentiousness,  he  had 
treated  his  wife  with  the  utmost  personal  brutality ;  and 
in  order  to  keep  her  in  his  power,  had  most  oithodoxly, 
and  legally,  robbed  her  of  every  shilling,  till  weary  of 
oppressing  so  defenceless  and  unoffending  a  victim,  For- 
tune, in  one  of  her  caprices,  turned  suddenly  round  and 
instigated  an  unknown  old  gentleman,  who  had .  once 
received  some  trifling  civility  from  her  father,  to  leave 
Lady  Clairville  on  his  death-bed  i?40,000  strictly  tied  up 
upon  herself,  with  a  clause,  that  she  was  to  forfeit  the 

*  As  Lord  Chesterfield  said  when  he  found  the  Abbe  la 
Ville,  with  the  deputies  of  Amsterdam,  "  I  am  sorry,  gentle- 
men, to  find  my  adversary  with  you ;  I  know  him  already 
sufficiently  to  fear  him ;  we  are  not  on  equal  terms,  but  I 
trust  to  our  mutual  interests,  against  his  talents ;  if  I've 
not  had  the  first  word,  111  have  the  last." 

t  It  ia  your  justice,  sir,  that  I  demand;  and  not  your 
talents  that  I  dread. 
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wbole,  if  erer  detected,  mider  any  preteod;  irbsteiffrt;  in 

giving  Sir  Fulke  a  shilling  of  it 

This^  as  may  be  supposed,  considerably  impeded  bis 
amiable  plots  and  persecutions,  and  enable  his  ridim  to 
set  up  the  school  at  Beechcrofb,  which  Robert  Bumpus  bad 
spoken  to  Mary  about  on  Tower  Hill  the  moniing  of  his 
marriage.  But  what  then  1  Sir  Fulke  was  mo  derer,  ud 
'  $0  agreeable,  and  so  supple,  and  so  usefiil,  to  whaterer 
ministry  might  chance  to  be  in,  (for  he  had  no  political, 
more  than  any  moral  prejudices)  that  he  was  just  the 
person,  of  all  others,  to  be  rSpandu  amongthe  hauU  vdh  of 
English  society ;  for  he  was,  in  fact,  the  Teiy  nudens  and 
incarnation  of  that  complex,  highly-cultivat^  inteUectaal 
corruption,  which  leavens  and  taints  our  whole  social 
system ;  for  if  we  look  over  the  catalogue  of  public 
corruption,  we  shall  have  ample  reason  to  place  private 
corruption,  which  is  its  germ,  in  a  striking  point  of  view, 
as  its  influence  is  as  subtle  as  it  is  extensive ;  audit  is  the 
ever-weUing  source  of  innumerable  evila 

When  a  man  is  once  seduced  by  the  Circean  snares  of 
chartered,  that  is  of  conventional  immorality,  and  the 
pecmiiary  baits  of  political  corruption,  to  speak  against 
his  judgment,  and  to  act  against  his  conscience,  to  what 
unwarrantable  lengths  will  he  not  be  driven  in  the  hour  of 
necessity,  or  the  day  of  temptation  ?  And  doubly,  trebly 
dangerous  aiid  infamous,  is  that  man  in  private  life,  who 
after  being  bribed  out  of  his  own  integrity,  in  his  turn 
seeks  to  corrupt  others.  He  may  be  fairly  pointed  at  as  a 
great  criminal,  as  he  will  be  naturally  forced,  when  called 
upon  to  vindicate  his  conduct,  to  make  hypocrisy  the  basis 
of  his  defence  ;  but  in  the  social  circle,  he  but  retails  his 
stock  of  vices;  in  public  life,  they  arc  more  widely 
inimical,  as  there,  the  mart  being  larger,  he  traflScs  with 
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them  wfaolesftle,  for  whdt  indncements  does  he  not  find  to 
risk  and  launch  his  all,  on  the  Sea  of  Cobruptiok  ?  And 
as  he  sacceeds  in  capturing  its  so-called  pirijKes,  on  the 
sharpness  of  his  intellect,  increased  by  the  whetstone  of 
pofwer,  better  qualifies  him  to  hush  all  inquiries  which 
may  lead  to  the  exposure  of  himself,  or  of  those  from 
whom  he  is  ever  ready  to  receive  the  wages  of  iniquity. 
In  this  way,  step  by  step,  with  the  aid  of  the  branch 
corruptions  of  literature  and  the  press,  had  Sir  Fulke 
GUdryille  risen  in  his  profession,  and  in  our  immaculate, 
social  scale,  till  each  succeeding  government  marking  the. 
dastieity  of  his  conscience  (?)  and  the  inflexibility  of  his 
will,  said  unto  him, 

"Thou  art  the  man!" 
His  present  travelling-companion,  Lord  Kremlinston, 
had,  only  the  week  before,  said  this  to  him,  in  reference 
to  the  Attorney-Generalship ;  what  then  were  such  little 
pimples,  as  a  man's  private  vices,  including  the  violation 
of  every  law — human  and  divine — compared  to  the 
Pelions  upon  Ossa,  of  Virtue  and  Eloquence,  he  could 
pile  up  in  public  ?  whether  in  his  judicial  or  senatorial 
capacity.  But  does  not  the  whole  system  work  in  the  same 
purely  pvblic  manner ;  witness  the  late  truly  edifying  dis- 
cussions in  both  houses  of  Parliament,  upon  the  Divorce 
Bin  ;  so  pure,  so  rigid,  so  religious,  so  immaculate,  were 
the  fastidious  fears  and  objections  of  both  Lords  and 
Commons,  that  could  one  only  have  forgotten  a  few  of 
the  antecedents  of  the  noble  lord  who  framed  the  bill, 
and  have  fancied  the  senators  who  discussed  it^  still 
prattling  in  the  guileless  innocence  of  their  white  frock 
and  blue-sash  days,  there  would  have  been  wherewithal 
to  make  the  angels  blush  for  their  own  shortcomings ; 
bat  as  it  was,  truly  their  verbal  morality  was  of  the  very 
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worst  vintage  of  hypocrisy — that  which  amounts  to  rank 
blasphemy ! 

But  to  return  to  Sir  Fulke  Clairville  ;  his  was  quite  the 
character  to  grow  out  of,  and  to  prolong  our  present  system 
of  verbal  progress,  and  morality  (?)  and  practical  vice,  and 
feudal  oppression ;  and  he  was  therefore  quite  the  man  to 
be  popular  with,  because  useful  to  such  men,  as  Lords 
Eremlinston  and  Portarjis ;  for  alas !  such  is  the  egotism 
of  human  nature  (not  only  with  the  vicious  but  even  with 
the  most  virtuous)  that  we  value  people,  not  so  much  for 
their  abstract  qualities  and  intrinsic  merits,  as  in  pro- 
portion as  those  qualities  may  be  serviceable,  or  detri- 
mental to  ourselves.  To  this  also,  perhaps,  may  be  traced 
the  origin  of  much  of  the  so-called  ingratitude,  that 
floats  on  the  world's  surface,  or  skulks  in  its  nooks  and 
comers.  Many  persons,  with  every  intention  to  serve, 
execute  their  designs,  either  so  coarsely  or  so  carelessly, 
that  for  the  one  wound  they  meant  to  heal,  they  establish 
several  incurable  raw  places ;  in  the  throbbings  and 
smartings  of  which  we  are  apt  to  forget  the  balm  that  was 
intended.  Then  there  are  few — ^very  few — who  have  suffi- 
cient abnegation  of  self  to  serve  us  in  our  way,  it 
must  be  in  theii^s — and  your  misfortunes  viay  extend  so 
far,  that  their  intentions  may  not  be  long  enough  to  meet 
them  for  homoeopathic  benevolence,  has  seldom  much 
effect  upon  allopathic  misery — ^yet,  were  but  their  manner 
of  acting  as  kind  as  the  motive  which  prompted  them  to 
act,  if  we  did  not  reap  tlie  harvest  they  intended,  at  all 
events  the  tares  of  ingratitude,  would  never  be  sown  with 
it  When  will  English  people  learn  Elizabeth  Smith's 
golden  axiom,  that 

"TO  BE  GOOD,  AND  DISAGREEABLE,   IS  HIGH 
TEKASON  AGAINST  VIBTUE." 
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Fotti^   htdy?"    asked  Lord  Kiemlinston, 

Mr.  De  Musty,  whicli  was  part  of  the  noble 

\  proveriiial  tact^  and  savair  faire,  for  he  knew 

"own  correspondents'"  after  lords,  was  qnite  as 

,  to  the  parties  so  interrogated,  a»giving 

tips»  or  getting  a  week's  extra  holidays  at 


tainoe  last  Toaadny  evening;  when  I  looked  in  at 

House." 

Old,  would  have  been  the  more  correct  ex- 
fin-  it  .was' at  these  aristocratic  rAinioM,  the 

in  London  where  Mr.  De  Mosty  had  his 
|[  that  he  generally  catered  for  the  "gossip"  for 
%t  was .  purveyor  to  two  provincial  newspapers,  to 
Ung  of  a  little  eaves  dropping,  which  he  did  on  these 
us,  among  the  stars  and  garters,  for  the  more 
Iboainess  of  ''The  Tonans"  itself 
Tnlke  GhurviUe,  whose  light  hair,  sandy  whiskers, 
biB,  gloating  eyes,  aquiline  nose,  animal  mouth,  and 
Wt,  Satyr-type  of  fece,  contrasted  strongly,  and  not 
■Uy  with  De  Musty's  dark  Velasquez  colouring, 
looked  across  him  at  the  widow,  who  was  pounding 
■treperous  and  usually  largc^  bluish  green,  cotton 
Ht^  (with  a  yellow  handle)  in  all  directions,  without 
aUe  to  fix  it  in  any. 

D^  allow  me,  madam,  to  relieve  you  of  that,"  said 
U&e,  with  a  telegraphic  glance  at  the  rest  of  the 
which  said,  "now  prepare  for  some  fun,  for  Fm 
to  draw  this  woman  out" 

To,  I  thank  ee,  sir ;  it's  my  gig-humbreller,  which 
I  it  rather  hunconvenient  for  riding  hinside ;  but 
Bi  he's  to  meet  me  witli  the  oss  and  chay,  at  the 
1I9  as  is  two  mile  from  our  home." 
La  a 
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*'  Yon  are  going  to  the  Hereford  FestiTal,  I  prenane, 
xnadAm?" 

**  Oh,  dear  no,  sir,  I  aint ;  I  be  going  back  to  Walei, 
straight  ome  to  Llewenna  So  recent  has  I've  lost  xny 
poor  Jobbins,  (and  here  the  widow  applied  to  either  eyt, 
a  large,  linen  pocket-handkerchief  about  the  siae,  and 
texture,  of  a  winding-sheet)  I  aint  got  no  speriU  for 
feasts  and  festivals,  and  such  like." 

"  To  Llewenne,  madam,"  repeated  Sir  Pulke,  **  then  it 
it  is  to  be  hoped  that  a  lady  of  your  personal  attiactioiis 
and  evidently  superior  mind,  will  lose  no  time  in  following 
the  highly  commendable  example  of  your  illustrious 
country-woman — Catherine  Tudor." 

"Catherine  Tudor — ^who  be  she?  where  do  she  bidet 
she  baint  of  our  parts,  leastways,  /  never  heerd  on  her ; 
do  you  say  she  be  to  Llewenne,  sir  ?" 

"She  did  formerly,  madam,  grace  that  part  of  your 
principality ;  but  her  celebrity  has  now  become  historical 
With  the  permission  of  the  present  company,"  added  he, 
looking  round,  and  bowing  to  Lord  Kremlinston,  who  had 
his  handkerchief  crammed  into  his  mouth,  to  prevent  his 
laughing  outright,  while  Mr.  De  Musty,  whose  risible 
muscles  were  generally  languid  and  lymphatic,  like  a 
damp  proof-sheet,  was  of  course  following  his  example. 
Both  having  nodded  their  assent,  Sir  Fulke  resumed,  **  I 
will  relate  the  anecdote  to  which  I  alluded,  which  I  never 
fail  to  do,  in  the  interest  of  'suffering  humanity,'  when- 
ever I  see  flowers  of  loveliness,  choked  up  by  weeds,  as 
you  now  are,  madam. 

"  Catherine  Tudor,  of  Llewenne,  better  known,  in  her 
day,  as  Pennant  tells  us,  in  that  part  of  Wales,  as  Cather- 
ine Tudor,  of  Berain,  the  name  of  her  country  seat^  was 
the  daughter  and  heiress,  of  Tudor  Ap  Robert  T^xdiam,  oC 


OK,  A  PEBSON  OF  CONSEQUENCE.  83 

Her  first  husband  was  John  Sahisbury,  and  at 
^dttth  she  bestowed  her  hand  upon  Sir  Richani  C^lough. 
tnulitiou  goes  that  at  the  funeral  of  lier  beloved 
John  Salusbury,  she  was  led  to  the  church  by  Sir 
and  from  the  church  by  Morris  W3nine,  of 
who  whis])ered  to  her  liis  fervent  wish,  and 
\  hope,  of  becoming  her  second  She  .sighed,  looked 
,  and  refused  him  with  gi*eat  ci^^ity,  infonning  him 
;  on  her  way  to  church,  she  had  received,  and  accepted, 
^jHoposals  of  Sir  Richard  Clough,  but  assured  him  that 
^ might  depend  upon  being  her  tliird.  in  case  she  ever 
[  to  perform  the  same  melancholy  duty  for  the  knight, 
they  were  then  about  for  John  Salusbury.  She  was 
[good  as  her  word  ;  and,  as  soon  as  she  had  also  dis- 
of  Sir  Richani  out  of  harm's  way,  to  show  that  she 
no  sui>erstitious  prejudices  about  the  number  three, 
ris  Wynne  having  likewise  gone  the  way  of  all  flesh, 
concluded  a  union  with  Edward  Thelwal,  of  Plas-y- 
with  whom  she  lived  till  .she  died,  on  the  27th  of 
St,  1591,  when  she  was  burie<l  Avith  her  beloved 
bn  Saliisbur}^  upon  first-come,  first-.served  prmeiples/' 
,  "Well,  I  never  heered  tell  of  the  like  o*  that  T  cried 
lira  Jobbhis,  energetically  i)ounding  the  gig-umbrella  on 
me  floor,  which  she  held  so  as  to  let  her  knees  form  a 
I)ardanelle  on  eaeh  side  of  it ;  "  the  higlidej'r  of  acc(.'pting 
htm  fresh  puiposhals  at  a  berrin,  as  if  usbaus,  was  no 
Wtter  nor  clowns  at  a  fair,  where  it's  one  do^vn,  'tother 
«ome  hon.  I  calls  it  shameful !  I  do.  I  .shouldn't  care 
\iuw  well  to  do  the  man  v.:'.s  whr)  dared  to  hinsult  me 
with  hi.s  i)erposhals  at  sich  n  time,  I  should  pretty  soon 
tell  him  as  I  know'd  when  I  was  well  hoft',  and  wasn't 
ft-going  to  get  myself  into  ot  water  for  any  (m  'em,  to  say 
noihink  of  tre^tmg  of  the  dear  dece^ised,  with  no  more 

G  2 
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respect  than  to  just  empt  him  out  like  leaves  firom  a  tea^ 
pot  Oh,  cruel,  scandalous  !  hin  the  hextreme,  I  calls  it,' 
concluded  Jacob  Jobbins  s  relict,  waxing  more,  and  more, 
wrath. 

"  Then  I  have  absolutely  no  chance  V  said  Sir  Fulke, 
clasping  his  hands,  and  leering  at  the  widow  in  so  ex- 
aggerated a  manner,  that  the  three  men  could  no  longer 
restrain  their  mirth  within  decent  bounds,  but  exploded 
into  a  roar  of  laughter,  which  so  angered  the  subject  of  it^ 
that  she  said,  flushing  like  a  peony,  and  shaking  her  head 
at  Sir  Fulke— 

"  No,  you  avent  no  chance,  I  can  tell  you  ;  for  tliough 
Amit  Jobbins  is  but  a  grocer's  widder,  she  knows  the 
tricks  of  you  quality  gents,  and  ave  always  kep  herself 
respectable,  she  ave,  and  don't  care  a  pepper-corn  for  any 
on  you,  that  she  don't."  An  assertion  which  she  endorsed 
by  snapping  her  fingers  like  a  sort  of  castanet  accompani- 
ment, in  Sir  Fulke's  face/ 

"  Ah,"  said  that  undaunted  personage,  with  a  profound 
sigh,  "  I  see  how  it  is,  I  am  too  old ;  plague  take  the 
crow's  feet,  which  mark  the  stei)s  of  time ;  were  I  jbut 
young  Hyson  in  my  bloom,  or  even  Bohea>  I  miglit  have 
a  chance." 

"  Ay,  the  same  sort  of  chance  as  a  hinterloping  cur, 
when  he  gets  a  canister  tied  to  his  tail,"  retorted 
the  widow,  indignantly  turning  completely  round  to 
the  window  with  a  great  bounce,  so  as  only  to  give 
Sir  Fulke  and  his  friends,  an  extensive  back  view  of 
her  figure,  which  by  no  means  abated  their  mirth,  more 
especially  as  she  continued  to  pound  with  great  indigna- 
tion her  Gallipoli  of  a  gig-umbrella. 

"  Have  a  care,  madam  !"  cried  Sir  Fulke,  sticking  his 
hat  on  one  side,  putting  his  arms  a  kimbo^  puffing  out  his 
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I  aad  boldiig  veiy  fierce.  "  Have  a  care !  for  Fm 
ifiaggado  in  the  Arabian  Nighta  By  Ma- 
I.'  lam  tasUy  fond  of  the  women,  but  when  they 
tiiid  throw  atones  at  me,  or  what  is  worse,  pound 
biellas  at  me — and  set  on  their  husbands  at 
[  or  dead),  it  is  another  affiur ;  see  how  I  have 
^ftdingi  outraged  I  and  the  little  finger  of  my 
I  npped  quite  up  I  Sblood !  madam  I  such  conduct 
i.to  be  borne — ^I  love  the  women !  but  not  when 
|aie  transported  with  rage ;  fior  thefi,  idiether  old  or 
1^  ugly,  or  handsome,  I  cut  in  pieces  as  many  as 
>  in  my  way,  without  sparing  one  who  makes  the 
Isrt  resiatance !"  and  Sir  Fulke  shook  his  head  and 
I  a  noiae,  in  imitation  of  the  roaring  of  a  wild  beast, 
)  Lord  Kremlinston  almost  choked  with  laughter — 
vwuie'd  the  part  of  Ballayah  the  jovial  Hermit^ 
laid  in  his  words, 

Ton  are  rather  hot-blooded,  captain ;  you  should,  like 
brink  nothing  but  hydromeL" 
9j  Mahomet !"  resumed  the  baronet,  "  your  hydromel 
aea  me  to  a  jelly,  my  slut  of  a  star  would  triumph, 
lie  see  to  what  I  was  now  reduced  !  let  us,  if  possible, 
jve  how  to  correct  her  influence ;  if  I  could  get  up  to 
Ides,  I  should  bring  her  to  reason.  But  cannot  you, 
are  an  astrologer— or  at  least  a  prime  minister,  which 
neh  the  same  sort  of  thing ;  since  both  dispose  of  the 
.  (to  say  nothing  of  the  garters),  cannot  you  help  me 
ig^t  myself  by  means  of  some  of  your  machines  V 
involuntarily  perhaps,  as  he  pronounced  the  latter 
I,  Sir  Fulke  glanced  at  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  De 
\j,  whose  sense  of  the  ridiculous  being  now,  thoroughly 
pi,  was  burying  his  face  in  his  pocket-handkerchief, 
e  the  widow,  like  most  ladies  of  her  class,  having 
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merely  caught  the  sounds  of  the  words  ''  Mahomet^"  and 
"  Astrologer,"  and  put  her  own  construction  upon  them, 
could  stand  it  no  longer  ;  so  bouncing  round,  as  suddenly 
from,  as  she  had  a  few  minutes  before  turned  to  the  window, 
and  shaking  her  right  hand  (which  still  grasped  the 
winding-sheet  pocket-handkerchiefj,  in  the  direction  of 
SirFulke's  face — she  exclaimed,  as  her  own  glowed  like  a 
kitchen-fire, 

"  Hold  your  tongue !  do — ^you  gdod-for-nothink  heathen, 
you — ^with  your  Mahomed  and  your  strologers!  and 
your  profligate  boasts,  as  you  tries  to  get  hevry  female 
hinto  your  clutches,  and  them  as  won't  submit  to  you, 
you  cuts  down  like  clover,  but  you've  no  call  to  give  me 
none  of  your  vulgarity ;  for  I,  nor  no  other  prudent 
ooman,  I'm  sure,  never  give  you  no  encouragement 
Shouldn't  wonder  if  you  wasn't  one  of  they  Bigamarians, 
one  of  Brighani  Young's  gang  of  villands  !  from  the  Salt 
Lake,  a  feller  as  has  a  most  depoplated  Wales,  and 
ruinated  more  women  than  there  is  days  in  the  year, 
but  you'll  jist  please  to  redict  that  this  haint  Utah,  and 
that  you  are  now  in  a  Christian  country,  where  there  is 
such  things  as  prisons  and  jyfeecemen  ;  ay,  and  treadmillfl^ 
too,  for  the  likes  of  you." 

Well,  now  you  mention  it,  I  think  I  have  heard  of 
such  things,  somewhere/'  said  Sir  Fulke,  with  an  imper- 
turbable gravity,  that  threw  the  rest  of  the  spectators  into 
fresh  convulsions  of  laughter,  while  Lord  Kremlinston, 
with  tears  in  his  eyes,  touched  him  on  the  shoulder  with 
his  cane,  and  said,  "Rise,  Sir,  Brigham  Young  !" 

A  sobriquet,  that  never  after  left  hiuL 

"  Veiy  good — I  have  not  the  least  objection  to  rise, 
though  not  exactly  as  Brighani  Young,  if  it's  all  the  same 
to  you?*' 


0B»   A  PERSON  OF  CX)NSSQUEKCE.  87 

Thesn,  turning  once  more  upon  Mrs.  Jobbins,  Sir  Fiilke 
re-commencing  his  rhodomontade  anew  with — 

"By  Mahomet !  madam." 

When  Lord  Eremlinston,  true  to  his  vocation  of  affect- 
ing to  assuage,  the  disorders  he  had  been  secretly  aiding, 
ind  abetting ;  and  thereby  aiming  at,  and  reaping  a 
superficial  and  spurious  popularity,  laid  his  hand  on  the 
kgal  fimctionary's  arm,  and  said,  &s  he  bowed  slightly, 
but  deferentially  to  the  widow, 

"  Nay — nay — I  must  protest  against  swearing,  in  the 
presence  of  ladies.'* 

•*  Protest'  against  swearing — ^indeed — ^it's  easy  for  you, 
my  lord,  to  be  a  non-juror  with  your  hydromel — and  your 
hdiday-temper — ^but  'my  love  is  like  the  lava's  flood,' 
and  all  that  sort  of  thing — and  moreover — I — swear,  to 
refute  an  ecclesiastical  fallacy,  for  did  not  Archbishop 
!nilotson  say,  that  '  no  man  is  bom  of  a  swearing  consti- 
tution.' Now  I  was — and  gad — I  only  wish  I  had  been 
there  at  the  time,  to  have  been  heard  on  the  other  side, 
when  he  made  the  assertion." 

Turning  away,  as  if  quite  shocked  at  the  laxity  of  this 
speech,  Lord  Kjremlinston  addressing  Mrs.  Jobbins  with 
as  much  ceremonious  respect  as  if  she  had  been  "the 
Queen  in  Parliament  assembled,"  said,  '*  I  fear  the  draught 
firom  the  window  may  be  too  much  for  you,  will  you  allow 
me  to  put  it  up  half-way  ?" 

"  Oh,  no,  I  thank  ee,  sir — I've  been  to  the  water-cure, 
and  after  tiiat,  one  needn't  be  afeard  of  nothink." 

**  Ah  !  there  it  is,  cried  Sir  Fulke,  Wenua  and  water  I 
like  ti;ertue  and  wmegar,  always  go  together;  she  rose 
from  the  sea,  and  you  sank  down  into  a  bath." 

"  I  did  no  such  a  thing,  I  was  packed  in  wet  sheets, 
and  I  honly  wish  as  you  could  be  packed  in  any  way,  so 
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as  you  was  but  packed  off ;  for,  of  all  the  vulgar,  how- 
dacious,  persuming,  himpereut  fellers  I  hever  did  see,  you 
are  the  most  so.  But  I'd  ave  you  to  know,  once  for  all, 
that  /  airit  none  of  your  good-for-nothink  Wcnuses,  nor 
nothmk  of  the  kind ;  so,  don't  want  none  of  your 
sort" 

Whereupon,  Sir  Fuike,  with  his  hand  upon  his  hearty 
and  looking  most  imploringly  into  the  widow's  angry 
face,  began  to  sing — 

"  Pray  Goody,  please  to'moderate  the  rancour  of  youp 
tongue; 
Why  flash  such  sparks  of  fury  from  your  eyes  ? 
Eemember  where  the  judgment's  weak,  the  prejudice  is 

strong, 
A  stranger,  why  will  you  despise f" 

Adding,  in  plain  prose, — "  Don't  be  alarmed,  Madam  ; 
wet  sheets,  like  wet  blankets,  are  effectual  dampers,  by  the 
beard  of  the  Prophet !" 

"  Lawr  !  I  don't  see  no  profit  in  they  great  ugly  beards, 
Fm  sure ;  unless  it  he  to  hide  some  gents  ugly  faces. 
Now,  I  should  say  as  you  would  do  well  to  wear  one. 
Lawr !  there  was  such  a  lot  on  'em,  to  be  sui*e,  at  the 
Hydrophobee  Stablishment,  at  Dr.  Killsome's,  where  I 
come  from." 

*'Ah!  indeed,  Madam/'  replied  Sir  Fiilke,  "I  should 
not  presume  to  ask  you,  wlu)  invented  gmipowder ;  but 
can  you  tell  me  who  invented  the  water-cui-e?" 

"  If  so  be,  as  you  really  wants  to  know,''  replied  the 
widow,  with  tliat  air  of  defiance  which  she  always  assumed 
when  addressing  her  toimentor,  "you'd  better  a,sk  the 
pump." 
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"  You  see,"  laughed  Lord  Kremlinstou,  "you  have  given 
the  lady  a  handle  against  you/' 

"  Very  good  1"  said  De  Musty,  which  he  would  have 
been  eqiuilly  sure  to  have  said,  had  it  been  ten  times 
worse,  and  then  added, — "Why,  the  really  first  discoverer 
of  hydropathy,  was  Howard,  the  philanthropist,  who 
always  had  his  sheets  damped  before  he  went  to  bed,  and 
swathed  hhnself  in  coarse  towels,  steeped  in  the  coldest 
water  that  could  be  got,  in  which  state  he  used  to  remain 
for  half  an  hour,  and  then  would  throw  them  off,  declaring 
he  felt  well,  and  strong  for  the  day." 

"  No  doubt  this  was  his  cold  comfort  for  visiting  so 
many  prisons,"  said  Sir  Fulke,  with  a  shrug. 

"  But  he  no  catch  a  cold,"  said  M.  Quinola,  with  what 
he  meant  to  be  d,  foudroyant  look  at  Sii*  Fulke,  "because 
he  nevare  turn  a  his  coat." 

."  Ah !  very  likely  not ;  any  Jew  can  tell  you,  that  it 
is  not  every  coat  that  can  turn.  I  wonder  what  the  origin 
of  that  saying  was?  I  dare  say  you  can  tell  us,  De 
Musty  f  said  Sir  Fulke,  giving  that  gentleman  a  gentle 
poke  in  the  ribs  with  his  fore-finger,  which  condescending 
familiarity  enchanted  him,  as  enabling  him  to  exaggerate 
it  for  the  next  three  days  at  the  festival,  into  the  iimocent 
cause  of  an  apochryphal  pain  in  his  side. 

"Why,"  said  WaiTcn  Hastings,  with  a  lucidity,  worthy 
of  "Notice  to  Correspondents,"  "there  are  two  oiigins 
assigned  to  it ;  one,  is  in  an  old  book,  containing  the  deri- 
vation of  English  words,  published  in  1(589,  or  thereabout; 
which  says,  *  that  to  turn  Catipan,  which  was  afterwards 
perverted  into  tuni-coate,  was  taken  from  a  people  in 
Calabria,  and  Apulia,  who  got  a  proverbially  ill-name  from 
their  perfidy.  But  I  myself  should  say,  that  it's  real 
iigin»  was  that  ascribed  to  it  by  Speed,  who  tells  us  that 
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the  adage  originally  meant  to  turn  cat  (or  catos»  £«., 
cakes)  tihe  pan,  which  was  also  the  old  word  for  aumo^ 
lette,  or,  what  we  call  omelet,  which  being  fried,  and 
consequently  turned,  in  the  pan,  does  therefore  very  apfly 
express  the  changing  of  sides ;  but  in  time,  the  word  Oit^ 
falling  into  disuse,  tha  simile  remained,  but  perverted  into 
tum-coflr^." 

"Well,"  said  Sir  Fulke,  "that's  out  of  the  fiying-p«i; 
though  not  exactly  into  the  fire ;''  and  then,  tuniing  to 
Lord  Kremlinston,  he  said,  "  Have  you  seen  that  new  viDa 
of  Lord  St.  Heliers,  that  every  one  is  talking  abont^ 
which  he  calls  '  Val  Ombrosa  f  " 

"Yes,  I  have;  Tm  going  down  there  now.  Lo^ 
St  Heliers  gives  her  first  (UjeAner  there  to  day." 

"  Ah  V  she  don't  patronize  me ; — ^but  is  it  such  a  perfect 
thing  as  they  say  ?'* 

"  Yes,  and  no." 

"Come,  that's  rather  a  sibylline  answer,  the  oracle 
must  declare  itself  a  little  more  clearly." 

"  Why,  mine  is  a  Lucius  Seneca  sort  of  objection  to  it ; 
you  know  when  Emilius  Varro,  Nero's  secretary,  took 
Seneca  over  the  magnificent  palace  he  had  built,  in  which 
here  was  a  separate  suite  of  apartments  for  every  person, 
and  for  everything,  the  latter  said  nothing,  and  when 
pressed  by  Varro  for  his  opinion  of  it,  he  answered,  *  In 
all  this  great  house  you  have  not  shown  me  a  single  room 
for  yourself.'  Now  that  is  precisely  my  objection  to  St. 
Heliers's  new  villa,  which  otherwise  is  very  perfect" 

"Perhaps,"  laughed  Sir  Fulke,  "he's  waiting  for  a 
retiring  pension,  before  he  adds  that  luxury  to  it'* 

Here  the  train  stopped  at ,  where  Lord  Erem- 

linston's  servants  and  carriage  were  in  waiting  for  him, 
and  shaking  hands  with  the  baronet,  again  a  fingtr  was 
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extended  to  Mr.  de  Musty,  a  bow  to  M.  de  Quinola,  and 
another,  accompanied  with  a  thousand  apologies  to  the 
widow  for  having  to  pass  her,  he  got  out. 

"  I  think,  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Jobbins,  bending  forward,  so  as 
scmpulonsly  to  avoid  Sir  Fulke,  and  addressing  herself 
egpecially  to  Mr.  de  Musty,  "I  think,  sir,  as  I  heerd  you  a 
callen  on  that  ere  gent  as  has  jUst  got  out,  Lord  Eremlin- 
ston  ;  pray  may  I  make  so  bold  as  to  ask  if  so  be  as  he  is 
anyrelation  to  thePrime  Minister,  or  any  of  that  family  V 

**He  M  the  Prime  Minister." 

"Lawr  !  you  don't  say  so,  sir !  Well,  what  a  pleasant, 
haffable,  civil-spoken  gent  to  be  sure.  I  wish  as  Td  a 
kaowed  of  it  afore,  and  I'd  a  took  a  good  look  at  him. 
Well !  that  will  be  something  to  tell  my  Jacob,  as  IVe  seen 
a  real  Lordship  and  Prime  Minister,  and  he,  to  take 
such  notice  on  me,  too;  and  be  so  perlite,  and  fearful 
o'towzeling  on  my  clothes  as  he  got  out ;  ah,  it's  easy  to 
know  a  real-bom  quality  gent,  from  they  howdacious  riff- 
raff, as  sticks  theirselves  up  for  gents,  and  thinks  as 
they've  got  Hesquire  to  their  names,  when  they've  hin- 
sulted  a  prudent  female,"  and  here,  she  hurled  a  furious 
look  at  Sir  Fulke,  who  immediately  took  up  the  challenge, 
by  recommencing  hostilities — with — 

*'  I  assure  you.  Madam,  if  you  only  knew  who  I  am,  I 
am  much  better  worth  looking  at  than  a  mere  Prime 
Minister,  which  the  country  is  never  without  ;  and  there- 
fore, as  the  exotics  of  St  Stephen's,  being  always  on  sale, 
are  always  to  be  seen;  but  7,  Madam,  /  am  Prince 
Albert" 

"  You're  not  a  going  to  make  me  believe  such  a  flam  as 
that — for  great  use  it  would  be  for  Queen  Victoree  to  be 
Queen  of  England,  if  so  be  as  she  couldn't  do  no  better  for 
herself  than  that!  and  be  obleeged  to  take  up  with  such  a 
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good-for-notliink,  imperent,  feller  as  you.  But  the  surest 
proof  of  all,  as  you  aint  Prince  Halbert,  is,  that  if  youtcai, 
you'd  never  be  let  to  run  about  the  country  hinsulting  of 
females  has  you  does/' 

At  this,  Sir  Fulke  himself  was  obliged  to  join  in  the 
laugh,  and  before  he  had  suflSciently  recovered  to  reply, 
the  guard,  who  was  going  about  to,  and  fro,  like  a  much 
wickeder  personage,  only  not  seeking  whom  he  might 
devour,  but  calling  out  the  name  of  the  station,  now 
opened  the  door  to  admit  new  passengers,  in  the  persons 
of  Mr.  Thomberry,  Sir  Noodle,  and  Lady  Fitz  Doodle, 
and  their  eldest  hope,  a  young  gentleman  of  five  years, 
squeakily  like  his  mamma,  and  awkwardly  like  his  papa. 
No  sooner  did  Sir  Fulke  perceive  not  only  a  barrister, 
but  one  of  the  very  shrewdest,  cleverest,  and  most  sarcastic 
of  the  whole  bar,  than  muttering — 

"  Confound  it !"  he  darted  over  two  seats  to  make  way 
for  him  ;  and  seating  himself  at  the  fui-ther  end,  opposite 
the  Frenchman,  seemed  to  have  flung  all  his  ribaldry  to 
the  winds ;  for  putting  on  his  hat,  he  adjusted  it  as 
solemnly,  as  if  it  had  been  the  black  cap,  and  he  was  about 
to  pass  sentence — as,  indeed,  he  was — upon  all  further 
persiflage  with  the  widow. 

Lady  Fitz  Doodle  was  a  "  British  female*'  to  the  back- 
bone ;  and  although  if  one  of  her  children  had  been  afflicted 
with  the  most  ordinary  childish  indisposition,  she  had  not 
womanly,  and  motherly,  knowledge  to  know  what  to  do 
for  it,  beyond  having  physicians  at  guinea  fees  constantly 
in  attendance.  Her  mode  of  displaying  her  maternal 
tenderness  was  by  an  incessant  fuss,  kept  up  at  fever-heat 
and  the  transmuting  herself,  and  her  offspring,  into  public 
nuisances;  for  at  watering-places,  the  hotels,  and  the 
beach,  resounded  with  Ludy  Fitz  Doodle's  very  shrill  and 
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very  squeaky  voice— crying  out,  "  Felloon,"  (for  she  was  so 
fortunate  as  to  possess  for  her  head  nursery-maid,  a  sister 
of  the  before-mentioned  Miss  Fanny  Felloon,  living  in  a 
similar  capacity  with  Lady  Portarjis,  to  whom  Mr.  Del- 
pops  was  paying  his  addresses),  "  Felloon !  take  care  Master 
Doodle  does  not  fall  going  down  stairs ;" — or,  "  Felloon !  be 
sure  you  do  not  take  the  children  on  the  north  cliff ;— -or, 
**  Felloon !  be  sure  and  don't  forget  to  call  at  Dr.  Calomers, 
and  ask  him  if  he  thinks  there  is  any  danger  of  Noodle's 
having  poisoned  his  hand,  by  having  dipped  his  finger  into 
the  ink-stand  this  morning  V*  Or,  "  Noodie,  dear,  don't 
walk  too  near  the  sea — the  waves  will  wet  your  feet;"— or, 
"  Noodie,  you  are  very  naughty ,  and  really  must  not  stop 
and  talk  to  strange  children,  till  one  kilows  who  they  are.'' 
With  pretty,  delicate,  regular  features,  that  ought  to 
have  made  her  pretty,  their  whole  effect  was  marred  by  a 
pair  of  very  small,  pale,  totally  inexpressive,  powder-blue- 
looking  eyes — ;that  terribly  shrill,  squeaky  voice,  and  an 
expression  of  countenance,  in  which  it  was  impossible  to 
decide  which  predominated, — selfishness  or  silliness, — so 
equal  was  the  contest  between  the  two.  The  same  malig- 
nant feiry  seemed  to  have  interfered,  when  Nature  h^ 
endowed  Sir  Noodle,  which  she  had  also  done  with  a  re- 
markably handsome  set  of  features,  including  a  pair  of  fine 
dark  eyes,  and  the  most  dazzlingly  white,  and  perfect  set  of 
teeth  ever  seen  in  a  human  head;  but  the  eyes  looked 
vacant,  and  lack-lustre,  from  the  spectacles  through  which 
they  glared,  and  the  gaping,  open  mouth,  while  it  dis- 
pkyed,  spoiled  the  expression  of  the  beautiful  teeth,  by 
giving  to  them,  and  his  whole  face,  an  almost  idiotic  ex- 
pression. His  height  was  great,  and  his  figure  the  very 
triumph  of  clumsiness ;  his  shoulders  being  colossally 
broad  and  high,  were  made  still  more  ungainly,  by  his 


94  THE  WOBLD  AKD  fOB  WIFE; 

terribly  near-sighted  stoop, — so  that  the  first  impressiofi 
he  conveyed  was,  that  a  bad  plaster-cast  of  the  head  of 
the  Antoninus,  had  been  stuck  in  the  hurry  and  confusion 
of  a  conflagration,  upon  the  Torso  of  Dr.  Johnson. 

It  is,  perhaps,  needless  to  say,  that  like  all  silly,  selfish 
women,  his  lesser-half,  ruled  him  with  a  rod  of  iron ;  it  was 
A  something  beyond  petticoat-government — ^it  was  apron- 
string-govemment,  in  its  most  absolute  form;  and 
"Noodie"  himself,  never  was  more  catechised  as  to  his 
shortest  absences  from  her  presence,  than  was  his  obedient 
father.  And  woe !  unto  him  if  ever  he  committed  lite 
mufiiinism,  andabsented  himself  from  the  tea-table — ^which, 
indeed,  he  had  never  been  known  to  do  but  once,  during 
ten  years  of  his  marriage — and  then,  he  had  been  so 
severely  punished  by  constant  allusions  to  the  misdemea- 
nour at  all  times,  and  in  all  places,  and  a  rigorous 
rigitne  of  milk-and-water  for  so  many  months,  in  lieu  of 
the  tea  he  had  slighted — that  it  was  historic  in  the 
Noodle  family,  that  he  had  never  repeated  the  offenca 
So,  having  found  out  "  the  way  to  keep  him,"  Lady  Fitz 
Doodle  very  properly  kept  him,  as  his  own  domestic  ex- 
pressed it,  "  With  his  nose  to  tlie  giinding-stone." 

Now  it  so  happened,  that  Lady  Claimlle  had,  among 
her  other  misfortunes,  been  a  ^distant  relation  of  Sir 
Noodle's  ;  and,  as  long  as  she  had  lived  with  her  brutal 
husband,  Sir  Fulke  having  a  thorough  contempt  for  the 
Fitz  Doodles  (which  perliaps  at  that  time,  was  thoroughly 
reciprocated  by  them),  she  had  never  been  allowed  to  ask 
them  inside  her  liouse  ;  but  no  sooner  had  Sii*  Fulke 
culminated  his  infamy  by  turning  her  out  of  her  home, 
and  himself  being  freed  from  all  incumbrances  that  fetter 
or  impede  meaner  mortals,  had  begun  to  "  get  on  "  in  the 
world — than    to   spite    his  wife,   and  injure  her  as  he 
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ht  in  pablic  opinion,  by  showing  on  what  good 
I  he  was  with  her  relations,  or  rather  they  were  with 
t\  than  he  actually  condescended  to  patronize  the  Fitz 
: — and  Sir  Noodle  felt  extremely  flattered  at 
[  imdted  at  length,  after  so  many  years,  to  dinner  by 
^lUke  to  meet  a  few  lords  and  dukes.  And  indeed, 
11m  murdered  Sir  Noodle's  relation  outright,  both  he, 
ILidy  Fitz  Doodle,  having  nothing  to  do  with  "The 
I  of  light,"  were  so  wise  in  their  generation,  and 
lHaroughlj  parvenu  in  their  nature,  that  had  he  been 
}  Satanic  majesty  in  person — ^hoof)  tail,  brimstone  and 
t  md  been  as  mnch  worshipped  ostensibly  by  the  elite 
l&iglish  society  as  lie  is  de  facto,  the  Fitz  Doodles 
\  have  been  among  the  most  demonstrative  of  his 
■ies.  Being  fiilly  awai-e  of  this,  Sir  Fulko,  though 
late  in  the  day,  began  fully  to  appreciate  them ; 
I  for  motives  of  his  own,  always  aflceted  an  immense 
at  of  cordial  intimacy  with  them  in  public.  Not  so, 
:  Thomberry ;  who,  being  an  old  and  staunch  friend 
FLady  Clairvillc  s,  (having  known  her  from  a  girl),*exe- 
.  Sir  Fulke,  and  heartily  despised  the  Fitz  Doodles — 
[liro  sentiments  which  he  not  only  took  no  pains  to  con- 
[cnl,  but  rather  made  a  parade  of  displaying,  whenever  an 
"Cfportunity  of  doing  so  occurred,  or  could  be  made. 

*FcUoon  !  Felloon  ! — ^now  wiwrfyou  keep  the  window 
down  in  your  carriage,  for  fear  Miss  Sydney  should  take 
«dd  ;  and  Jenkins  (this  was  said  to  a  soujjre  douleiir  of 
ifi)otman)  what  have  you  done  with  Master  Noodie*s 
dnm  ?  for  I  know  he  wont  be  happy  without  it." 
"Sir  Noodle  t4)ok  it,  my  lady." 

*0h  !  so  you've  got  it,"  said  the  la<ly,  turning  on  him 
I  rtem  inquisit<u-ial  glance,  as  much  as  to  say,  "  how 
to  you  take  charge  of  it,  without  asking  my  leave  V* 
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"  Oh  !  ah  !  yes — I  beg  your  pardon ;  I  thought  I  had 
better  take  care  of  it/'  trembled  Sir  Noodle,  and  in  rifling 
up  on  one  side,  to  excavate  the  delightful  instnunent 
from  his  capacious  great-coat  pocket,  his  foot  slipping, 
he  lost  his  balance,  and  came  heavily  down  upon  the 
drum !  which  exploded  with  a  tremendous  crash,  to  the 
no  small  delight  of  the  rest  of  the  passengers ;  who 
thought  themselves  thus  providentially  delivered  finom 
this  least  of  all  agreeable  episodes  of  martial  music  for 
the  rest  of  the  journey — but, 

"  Honi  soit,  qui  mal  y  pense ! " 

For,  upon  the  destruction  of  his  property.  Master  Noodie 
set  up  so  terrific  a  howl — surmounted  by  his  mamma's 
consolatory  squeakings, — that  they  one,  and  all,  would 
have  preferred  being  drummed  out  of  the  world,  to  listen- 
ing to  it ;  whereupon,  Sir  Fulke  (who,  like  all  bad  men, 
detested  children,  even  in  their  most  attractive  and  least 
offensive  static)  now  undertook,  by  means  of  his  watch 
and  other  blandishments,  to  console  the  young  hero  for  his 
loss ;  while  Mr.  Thornberry,  putting  both  hands  to  his 
ears,  and  shaking  his  head,  said  as  loud  as  he  could,  so  as 
to  be  heard  above  the  storm — 

"  Such  nuisances  are  insupi)oitable ;  such  disgusting 
little  wretches  ought  to  be  put  in  the  cattle  or  dog-van, 
and  not  allowed  to  annoy  human  beings!"  and  then, 
perceiving  M.  de  Quinola,  he  put  out  liis  hand, 

"  Ah  !  mon  honourable  client !  comment  9a*  va't  il  V 

"  Bien  nial !  comme  vous  voyez,*'  said  that  gentleman, 

smiling,  and  nodding  his  head  in  the  direction  of  Master 

Noodie,  who  was  violently  stiniggling  upon  Sir  Fulke's 

knee,  and  with  clenched  hands,  hurling  pantomimic  des- 
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traetion  at  the  watch,  like  a  nocturnal  ''  buck  **  of  the 
days  of  Sheridan. 

Bat  here,  Jenkins  and  Felloou,  being  hurried  away  by 
the  guard.  Lady  Fitz  Doodle  had  to  scream  after  them, 
bcT  injunctions  about  Miss  Sydney  and  the  draughts,  and 
then  tried  to  appease  her  son,  by  a  con  amove  scolding 
of  her  lord,  but  by  no  means  master,  and  a  string  of 
*  Naughty  papas,  to  break  Noodle's' drum;  he  shall  give 
him  a  rocking-horse,  and  two  tiiimpets  for  it,  that  he 
ahOL" 

**  But  now  !  now  !  I  will  have  them  n&w,''  kicked,  and 
screamed  that  amiable  young  gentleman. 

"  We  ean*t  get  them  now,  dear,  but  as  soon  as  ever  we 
get  to  Hereford.  Naughty  papa  shall  have  no  dinner  till 
ke  gets  them." 

Just  as  he  was  prepaiing  for  another  roai',  at  this  fresh 
dittppointment,  and  with  his  finger  still  in  his  mouth, 
Uaster  Noodle's  inquii-ing  mind  was  attracted  by  the 
portly  dimensions,  and  the  bright  yellow  handle,  of  Mrs. 
Jobbins's  gig-umbrella,  and  pointing  to  it  between  a  sob 
nd  a  hiccup,  he  said — 

•What's  that  .^" 

Whereat,  the  owner  of  thatjinvaluable  article,  vciy  good- 
oatoredly  said,  offering  it  to  his  mother  to  hand  over 
to  him, 

•*  Would  the  young  gentleman  like  to  play  with  it?" 

But  Lady  Mtz  Doodle,  with  the  genuine  Anglo- 
Saxon  nolo  mi  tangere  ill-breeding,  so  peculiar  to  the 
Brituh  female,  seeing  Mrs.  Jobbins  was  ''a  common 
person/'  not  only  did  not  condescend  to  make  her  the 
di^test  acknowledgment  for  her  proffered  civility,  but 
farther  marked  her  resentment  of  it,  by  turning  to  her  son 
with  her  f<mfinger,  menacingly  raised,  saying — 

YGL.  IL  H 
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*'  Naughty  Noodie !  how  often  am  I  to  tell  you  not  to 

speak  to  people  you  don't  know." 

'-  That'8  to  make  the  matter  even,  I  suppose/'  growled 
Mr.  Thombeny,  "  for  I'm  sure  no  one  who  did  know  him, 
or  any  one  belonging  to  him,  would  speak  to  him,  or  ihem," 
and  then,  to  soothe  Mrs.  Jobbins's  naturally  ruffled  feel- 
ings, he  added,  turning  to  her,  "Capital  sensible  sort  of 
umbrella  that^  ma'am,  of  yours ;  the  only  sort  of  one  of 
any  use,  in  a  climate  where  it  is  always  raining  galltm- 
diops." 

While  Mr.  ThornbeiTy  was  thus  making  the  afnende  to 
the  widow,  Lady  Fitz  Doodle  took  that  opportunity  of 
squeakuig  out  the  most  empressie  apologies  to  Sir  Fulke 
ClaiiTille,  for  Noodie's  being  so  troublesome  ;  whereupon 
the  learned  gentleman  soared  into  one  of  the  highest,  and 
widest  flights  of  fictions,  tliat  even  he  had  ever  attempted, 
by  assuring  her  that  he  was  so  fond  of  children,  that  they 
couldiit  annoy  him."  (!) 

Encouraged  by  so  tnily  amiable  a  sentiment,  Sir  Noodle 
ventured  to  lamich  a  little  small  sotto  voce  jest,  about 
refractory  children  being  some  of  the  pleasures  of  matii- 
nicny,  which  he  acconii)anied  by  a  small  slirug  of  his  huge 
shoulders,  which  seemed  to  say,  *'  they  had  need  be  the 
size  they  were,  for  an  inch  less  coiUd  not  support  all  they 
had  to  bear.'' 

But,  a^i  Lady  Fitz  Doodle,  like  many  persona  who  to- 
tally lacked  the  blessed  spirit  of  Christianity,  was  a 
great  stickler  for  the  letter,  and  therefore  Church- 
missionaiy-meeting'd,  and  Exeter  Hailed  it,  on  all  occa- 
sions, Sii*  Fulke,  true  to  liis  system  of  ingratiation  in  that 
quarter,  always  did  the  decorous,  and  the  orthodox,  in  her 
presence,  and  so  parried  Sir  Noodle's  rash  pleasantry  witk 
a  compliment)  which  he  intended  should  at  once  prove 
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diqday  bia  theology,  ai,  bowing  to  Lady 
be  said, "  No  loabt  of  it  my  dear  Sir  Noodle, 
Jeremy  Taylor  aays,  ''Marriage  is  the 


■ooir  cried  Mr.  Thombeny,  battoning,  the 

iltona  of  hia  coat  with  great  rapidity  and 

^  *tfaaA*a  the  first  time  I  ever  heardmy  fiiYoarite 

.  of  broaching  Popish  tenets  1" 

teneta  I  What  is  there  Popish  in  that^  my 

rf  hmnb]^,  and  pacifically,  asked  Sir  Fulke 

f  ,  plam  aa  a  pike-sta£^  sir,  or  a  Roman  candle  ; 

\  not  maUng  out^  that  we  mnst  reach  Heaven,  vid 

kal    ha  I    very   good!"   laughed  Mr.   Warren 
Be  Musty, — as  he  thought, — that  mot  coming 
Thomberry's  celebrated  arsenal  of  sarcasms, 
I  be  a  capital  morfeau  for  his  next  week's  "  Gk)SSiP, 

JY,  SoaAL,  AND  Political." 

I  bad,"  gently  applauded  Sir  Fulke,  as  he  turned 
|tte  Fitz  Doodles,  towards  Mr.  Thomberry's  window 

the  sardonic  grin  that  played  over  his  face,  and 

was  now  quite  genuine ;  while  Sir  Noodle,  not 
\  to  aay  it,  looked,  "  Goodness  kuows,  thafa  true !" 

.  M.  de  Quinola^  having  contributed  his  quota  to 
Ingh,  put  his  hand  on  the  Q.  C.'s  wrist  and  said 
it'Bioins,  mon  cher  Monsieur,  si  le  mariage  n'est  pas 
Ifentier  le  Porgatoire ;  bien  sdr, — comme  dit  Eabclais, 
Ifait  *  mie  invention  mirifique !' " 
m  Jobbins^  good  worthy  matron  that  she  was,  did 
nderstand  one  syllable  of  this  conversation,  except 
I^Sir  Fulke  had  quoted  Jeremy  Taylor,  and  that,  after 
piece  of  audacity  on  his  part,  Mr.  Thombeny  had 

H  2 
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said  something,  which  had  raised  a  laugh  at  her  tor- 
mentor's expense,  so  that  her  unuttered  remarks  were, — 

"Well!  to  be  sure;  the  hidear!  of  that  good-for- 
nothink  rumbustshus  feller!  who  was  a  calling  upon 
Mahomet  just  now,  and  talking  hin  the  rudest  and  vul- 
garest  manner  as  hever  a  man  could  hoffer  to  talk  to  a 
respectable  female ;  to  begin,  and  talk  about  Jeremy 
Taylor's  permonts !  the  hypocrisy  of  it !  as  if  such  as  he ! 
knowed  anythink  about  Jeremy  Taylor,  and  Bunion,  and 
Nelson,  and  Whitfield,  and  John  Wesley,  and  such  lika 
I'm  glad,  however,  that  that  civil  gent,  as  admired  my 
humbreller,  turned  the  laugh  agin  him." 

But  Time,  who  is  exceedingly  like  a  naughty  boy,  having 
his  face  washed,  inasmuch  as,  that  he  never  will  stand  still, 
now  as  usual  rolled  on,  as  well  as  the  train,  which  at  length 
stopped  at  Twaddleton  ;  so  we  must  leave  the  agreeable 
society  in  which  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  De  Musty  so  un- 
expectedly found  himself,  and  return  to  poor  little  Walter, 
who,  having  been  so  summarily  thrust  out  upon  the 
world,  it  behoves  us  to  accompany,  at  least  the  first  bit  of 
the  desolate  way  ;  and  we  quit  with  the  less  regret,  inas- 
much as  neither  Fitz  Doodles,  Jobbins's,  nor  De  Musty's, 
are  by  any  means  unique  of  their  kind,  any  more  than 
was  Sir  Fulke  Clain^ille  of  his  kind  ;  for,  alas!  among 
what  are  called  "  leading  men,"  in  ahighly  intellectual,  and 
proportionately  demoralized  state  of  society,  there  are 
always  to  be  founil,  as  Biuke  said  of  the  French  National 
Convention,  *'  persons,  in  comparison  of  whom,  Catiline 
would  be  thought  scrupulous,  and  Cethegus  a  man  of 
sobriety,  and  moderation." 


OBy  ▲  FEB80H  OF  CONSEQUENCE.       101 


CHAFTER  IV. 


UYAJL — TEBPS  QUIBKEB  GIVES  MISS  JETSON  <'AN 
— WAIiTEB's  FIBST  NIQHT  AT  FIELD-FLEUBY, 
BS   HE  SEEMS  TO  TtTt^i.iTii  THE 

"  Ixion  quod  yersari  narratur  rota 
Yolubilem  fortunam  jactari  docet." 

SE  train  stopped  at  Twaddleton,  and  the  first  thing 

it   disgorged,  was  Terps  Quirker,  who  nimbly 

jomped  out^  as  if  he  had  been  playing  at  leap-frog 

tfts  of  paste-board  roses  in  a  ballet    The  next,  was 

0-birds»  the  black  bag,  and  Miss  Jetson,  who  being 

xmt  to  inhale  the  rarified  atmosphere  of  Matchlock 

already  looked  like  Sterne's  Vestal,   "Unbroken 

ler  salutations,^  in  which  she  differed  from  her  own 

bag-bottle,  containing  the  topaz-coloured  fluid ;  for 

fas  decidedly  a  case  of 


"  Frangas  non  Flectes." 
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No  sooner  had  Miss  Jetson,  and  Terps,  reached  terra 
firma,  than  they  were  assailed  by  the  usual  obliging 
oflFers  to  carry  their  luggage,  which  Mr.  Quirker  rejected  in 
a  manner  more  summary,  than  dignified,  and  called  a 
truck  in  as  haughty  a  tone,  as  if  he  had  said — 

"  Call  a  coach !  and  let  a  coach  be  called,*'  which  we  are 
sorry  to  record,  procured  for  him  from  one  of  the  **  Re- 
jected addresses,"  in  a  tone  not  loud,  but  deep,  the  follow- 
ing compliment: — 

"  Ah !  Tommys  is  always  truckling  fellers." 

This  sarcasm  was  uttered  by  one  Will  Catnip,  the 
ne'er-do-well  of  the  parish,  though  cousin,  to  Mr.  Jeny 
Fowkes,  now  waiter  at  the  Boar's  Head,  Eastcheap.  But 
when  Terps  turned  sharply  round,  and  said,  "  Was  that 
you,  Bill  Catnip?  take  care;  I  have  had  my  eye  upon 
you  for  some  time,"  the  latter,  gave  an  inverse  reading  of 
his  cousin  Jerry's  stereotyped  phrase  of  "coming,"  by 
turning  it  into  "going;"  and  disappeared  forthwith.  As 
soon  as  all  Miss  Jetson 's  trunks,  and  band-boxes,  had  been 
safely  piled  upon  the  truck,  she  still  clinging  to  the  black 
bag,  as  fondly  as  if  it  had  been  the  last  illusion  which  ex- 
perience had  left  her, — and  Terps  retaining  the  cage  of 
love-birds,  as  a  sort  of  devise  parlantey  which  said,  or 
seemed  to  say,  as  he  looked  from  them,  to  Jacyntha^  and 
so  round  at  himself,  "Birds  of  a  feather  flock  together!" 
— he  next  gave  the  word  of  command  to  the  porter,  order- 
ing the  truck  to  "  Matchlock  Ouse,  Hemmet  IlL" 

Then,  offering  his  arm  to  Miss  Jetson,  he  put  his  head 
into  the  caiTiage,  and  said, — 

"Master  Selden,  my  dear,  I'm  only  going  for  a  few 
minutes  to  hescort  this  lady  ome, — and  I  shall  be  back  and 
see  you  comfortably  settled  in  your  new  quarters;  yon 
won't  mind  going  alone  with  Mr.  Bumpus,  shall  you?" 
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'^Ohl  no,'*  said  Walter,  daspiiig  Bob's  ann  with  both 
kis  hands. 

"  Good  bye,  dear,"  chimed  in  the  fair  Jacyntha,  extend- 
ing one  of  her  skinny  hands — "and  whenever  put  of 
achool-hoiirs  yon  can  be  spared,  and  yonr  master  will 
allow  yon  to  come  and  see  me,  I  shall  be  very  pleased;--^ 
fm  won't  forget  my  name — ^will  yon?  Miss  Jetson — stay- 
ing at  Miss  Worrybones'a  Establishment  for  yonng  ladies^ 
Matchlock  House,  Emmet  Hill  ?" 

Walter  uttered  a  feint  "  No." 

Whereupon  Mr.  Quirker,  tenderly  pressing  Miss  Jetson's 
ami,  which  now  rested  on  his  own,  said  facetiously,  as  it 
sounded  to  the  by-standers,  but  most  conjugally  to  the 
fiur  Jacyntha,  "  WeU,  you  must  make  haste.  Master 
Sdden,  to  pay  your  visit,  or  Miss  Jetsoii  may  not  be  to  be 
fcund.'' 

Immediately,  upon  the  first  stopping  of  the  train,  Mr. 
Ungston  had  got  out,  anxious  to  get  back  to  Beeclicroft, 
lisnng  first  promised  Bob,  that  he  would  ask  Lady  Clair- 
ville  to  receive  him  at  four  the  next  day,  as  he  wislied  to 
see  her  about  getting  Mabel  admitted  into  her  school ; 
so  that  now  he  had  nothing  to  do,  but  to  see  Walter  s  small 
tranks,  and  his  own  carpet-bag,  consigned  to  a  porter. 
No  sooner  had  they  alighted,  followed  by  Tatters,  who 
gave  himself  a  congratulatory  shake  on  liis  emancipation, 
than  his  master  said,  giving  him  a  sonorous  patting, 
I  ''Hallo!  old  friend;  why  don't  you  give  three  cheers  at 
finding  yourself  back  at  the  poor  old  placo?  This  day 
month,  I  never  thought  it,  and  you,  would  see  each  other 
again  ;  and  Tatters,  who  had  been  too  well  accustomed  to 
the  demonstrative  tone  of  the  convivial  meetiniu;s  lie  and 
Mr.  Bompus  had  been  in  the  habit  of  attending,  to  have 
finrgotten  any  of  his  patriotic  repertoire,  during  his  six 
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weeks'  aristocratic  s^jaur  at  Clanhaven  Honde,  now  flung 
his  liead  up  int<i  the  air,  and  gave  three  barks — not  one 
more,  nor  one  less — that  made  the  welkin  ring. 

'/Hear,  hear!"  cried  Bob,  applauding  with  the  p<»nt  of 
his  umbrella  ou  the  pavement;  and  then  Tatters  friaked 
and  capere<l  round,  and  round,  him,  and  finally  gave  one 
more  bark,  on  his  own  account,  as  he  darted  on  before 
with  all  the  swiftness  of  a  greyhound. 

"Unless  you  wish  it,  Master  Walter,"  said  Bob,  "we 
won't  go  through  the  town,  but  round  by  the  walls;  for 
you  see,  in  country  towns,  the  houses  are  all  built  with 
loopholes,  and  maguifying-glasses  fixed  in  them?  and  the 
inhabitants  are  all  Paid  Prys,  and  Peeping  Toms." 

Walter,  who  did  not  very  well  understand  either  the 
truth,  or  A  propos  of  this  simile,  but  simply,  that  his  new 
friend  would  rather  not  go  through  the  town,  merely 
replied,  as  he  looked  up  into  his  face — "  Oh,  I  don't  care 
which  way  I  go,  as  long  as  I  go  with  you!'' 

"  Ah !  I  only  wish  I  could  always  go  with  you,"  thought 
Bob — but  he  also  thought  it  best  not  to  say  so;  therefore, 
hastily  pressing  his  eyes,  which  as  he  himself  would  have 
expressed  it,  had  been  "  at  rainy  all  day,  and  were  fall- 
ing again,"  all  he  did  say  was, — 

*  Queer  old  place  this,  aint  it.  Master  Walter?'* 

"  Arc  there  no  streets — only  these  narrow  passages  f 

*'  Oh  !  bless  you — we  arc  all  grand  now,  down  in  the 
town,  with  a  new  To^vn  Hall,  and  a  new  market,  and 
Hi^h-streets,  and  Noi-th-street.s,  East-streets  West-gates, 
and  South-jrates,  and  c^very  gat<^  Imt  the  right  one ;  but 
Twaddleton  is  a  very  old  town,  and  so  has  some  old  ways 
about  it — and  those,  are  not  the  worst  either/' 

What  Bob  meant  was,  that  it  had,  like  all  old  towns 
which  had  been  fortified  during  the  Civil  Wars,  a  great 
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many  narrow  passages,  that  went  nearly  all  ronnd  the 
town,  circling  it  Uke  a  girdle,  and  sometimes  abutting  in 
euls  de  sacs,  where  a  great  many  houses  were  crowded 
together.  There  were  also  innumerable  subterranean 
passages,  communicating  with  the  main  streets.  The 
brick  walls  between  which,  they  were  now  walking  were  so 
high,  and  the  flawed  pavement^  from  which  the  echoes  of 
their  footsteps  resounded  with  a  hollow  sound,  so  narrow, 
that  were  it  not  for  a  vagabond  vine  or  espalier  pear^ 
branch,  which  occasionally  strayedjover  the  high  parapets 
on  either  side,  like  two  horticultural  lovers  determined  to 
scale  the  waEs  and  meet,  this  passage  would  have  con- 
veyed to  any  one  an  excellent  idea  of  the  old  monastic 
pimishment,  of  being  immured  aUve  ;  and  Walter,  without 
exactly  being  able  to  define  his  own  ideas,  seemed  to  be 
thinking  something  of  the  kind,  for  he  grasped  Bob's 
hand  more  tightly. 

"  We  shall  soon  be  out  of  this.  Master  Walter,"  said  the 
latter,  at  once  interpreting  and  responding  to  the  appeal ; 
and  as  he  spoke,  they  heard  the  echoes  of  other  footsteps 
—but  shuffling  and  slow,  like  those  of  age  or  debility — 
not  following,  but  meeting  them  ;  accompanied  by  a  very 
hollow,  and  wheezing  cough,  commonly  and  expressively 
called  **  a  church-yard  cough." 

"  There's  some  poor  creature  booked  for  kingdom  come," 
observed  Mr.  Bumpus,  more  in  soliloquy  than  actually 
addressing  his  little  charge.  "  It's  to  be  hoped  they've 
got  a  first-cla,ss  ticket  for  Heaven,  and  not  one  for  the 
other  place." 

He  had  scarcely  uttered  this  wish,  before  a  circular 
tarn  in  the  wall,  brought  them  face,  to  face,  with  the  owner 
of  the  cough — a  thin,  spare  old  man,  of  about  sixty-five, 
dressed  in  rusty  black,  with  knee-breeches,  black  worsted 
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stockings,  and  broad  rusty-black  tape  ties,  to  his 
brown-black  shoes.  He  was  so  knock-kneed^  tta< 
legged,  that,  as  he  walked,  a  double  vista  like  the  fij 
eight,  was  always  to  be  seen.  He  was  much  b^ 
carried  a  pick-axe  on  his  shoulder.  Hia  black  co 
very  threadbare,  and  a  "  world  too  wide,"  for  his  i 
figure.  His  face  was  pale — his  bleared  blue  eyes 
equally  so — and  his  thin,  long,  partially  curling  1 
an  iron  gray.  His  hat»  which  was  perfectly  naplei 
tied  closely  down  under  his  chin,  with  a  blue  anc 
wide  checked  pocket-handkerchief;  though  it  wa 
between  four  and  five  o'clock,  and  the  weather  sv 
the  extreme.  This  was  Nahemiah  Twigg,  the  ] 
sexton  of  Field-Fleury.  He  had  formerly  been  a  parii 
of  the  late  incumbent  of  Beechcrofb ;  all  of  whom,  ^ 
remarkable  for  their  civility  and  deference  to  theii 
riors,  which  the  vicar  had  instilled  into  them,  as  tin 
bitants  of  Twaddleton,  were  notorious  for  their  1 
rudeness,  and  uncouth  free-and-ea^jr,  *'  Fm  as  good  a 
sort  of  manner.  So,  the  poor  old  sexton's  first  moi 
was  to  touch  his  hat  to  Walter,  and  say, 

''Yer  sarvant,  young  master."  And  then  turn 
Bob,  and  stepping  back  a  pace  or  two,  as  he  extend 
hau4,  he  exclaimed, 

"  Why,  I  hardly  know'd  ee.  Bob  Bumpus  1 — ee 
smarted  up ;  but  I  be  main  glad  to  see  ee  so  well 
to  be  sure,  and'' — 

But  here,  a  fearful  paroxysm  of  coughing  inten 
whatever  more  he  was  going  to  say,  and  Bob  rejdiec 

''  And  I,  Nahemiah,  am  as  grieved  to  hear  such 
rible  cough  as  that.  How  on  earth  did  you  contt 
pick  up  such  a  lung-tearer  ?  For  pit3r's  sake,  mai 
the  dead  bury  their  dead,'  and  leave  the  graves  akvi 
"ou  get  well  of  it.'' 


m.  No^  iio-**Hwuiit  among  tibe  tombs  as  I 
this  here  cough;  but  Madam  Mornington,  she 
J  what  ijhe  du  call  wet  prayers,  at  the  Atat, 

it  rains  tremenjus — and  it's  ihat,  as  done  it. 
ss  ee,  I  still  does  the  berrin  at  Beechcrofty  too. 
nt  that  as  hurts  me." 
pmjenr  repeated  Bob;  "what  the  deuce  are 

ha^re  heard  of  wet  Quakers,  but  I  never  before 
wet  prayera" 

»  Madam  Mornington  will  make  us  pray  outside 
all  knee-deep  in  mud,  when  it  rains  very  hard — 
i  us^  she  says,  of  the  Deluge — and  she  calls  it 

IT. 

then,  I  should  just  remind  her — if  she  can't 
Kble  better — that  the  original  Ark  was  built  to 
people /rom  the  Deluge,  and  not  to  expose  them 
i  if  she  liked  to  go  to  the  Old-un  by  water,  she 
i  alone,  for  Td  be  shot  if  she*d  get  me  to  go  with 

1 1  hush  !  Bob  Bumpus ;  I  can*t  a  bear  to  hear 
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them  as  smokes  backey  here,  will  smoke  brimstone  here- 
after/' 

''  Madam  Moniington — ^be — smoked !  Here,  Nahemiah, 
get  yourself  a  new  fleecy-hosiery  waistcoat,"  said  Bob, 
(slipping  half-a-sovereign  into  the  old  man's  hand)  "*  and 
when  you  put  it  on,  just  rub  up  your  brains  into  suffidoit 
sense,  to  wish  that  you  were  the  sheep  whose  back  the 
wool  came  off;  before  you  are  such  an  ass,  as^  to  go  to 
any  more  wet  prayers  !" 

**  Thank  ee  kindly,  Bob  Bumpus,  but  I  know  ee  haht 
got  no  money  to  spare,  and  I  should  be  sony  to  take 
such  an  advantage  of  your  good  heart,  which  I  always 
say,  is  as  big  as  Solomon's  Temple  ;  and  more  nor  enough 
to  make  proper  hearts  for  all  the  princes  upon  the 
earth/' 

"  No,  no,  I  have  got  plenty  of  money  now,  Nahemiah," 
said  Bob,  putting  back  the  old  m^'s  hand,  held  out  to 
return  the  gold — "but.  I  cannot  stay  talking  to  you  all 
the  day,  so  I  must  be  off  now,  good  bye  ;  take  care  of 
yourself,  plenty  of  warm  flannel,  and  no  more  wet 
prayers,  remember!"  and  he  hurried  on.  But  Walter 
said,  "  Just  stay  one  moment,"  and  running  back,  he  put 
half-a-crown  into  the  sexton's  hand,  saying — 

"  Do  if  you  please,  sir,  get  yourself  another  pipe  ?" 

"  Lord  love  your  pretty  face  ! — I'm  sure  I'm  greatly 
beholden  to  ee,  young  gentleman ;"  and  Nahemiah 
Twigg  made  no  demur  about  accepting  Walter's  money, 
for  anything  belonging  to  what  he  called  "  the  Quality," 
he  thought  must  have  such  a  plethora  of  wealth,  that 
generosity  was  the  only  safety-valve  for  it ;  and  so, 
kissing  the  child's  half-crown,  he  forthwith  transferred 
it  into  his  pocket,  where,  with  the  half-sovereign,  it  made 
pleasant,  though  albeit  unwonted  music,  as  his  terrible 
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cou^  clashed  the  gold,  and  silver,  cymbals  together,  in 
his  oft  retarded  homeward  course. 

As  they  walked  along,  Walter  began  to  boimd  and 
dance,  without  relinquishing  Bob's  hand ;  for,  after  the 
first  burst  of  natural  grief  at  parting  from  his  grand- 
mother, (caused  by  the  startling  shock,  and  chill,  of  a  first 
separation  from  the  oldest  familiar  face  our  eyes,  if  not 
our  hearts,  have  known)  once  fairly  over,  the  re-action 
had  taken  place,  and  he  began  to  feel  the  luxury  of 
imping  the  light  wings  of  liberty !  and  the  relief  of  being 
freed  from  the  constant  check  of  "  Walter,  what  are  you 
doing  V  or  "  Hush  !  little  boys  shoidd  never  speak,  but 
when  they  are  spoken  to  ! "  or  "  Walter !  Walter !  walk 
quietly!" — all  of  which,  "frivolous  and  vexatious,"  con- 
stant impedings, — chafe,  fret,  imd  ultimately  spoil  the 
hmnan  temper,  as  much  as  dragging  at  it,  with  too  tight 
a  rein,  injures  a  horse's  mouth. 

As  they  emerged  from  the  walls,  and  came  out  opposite 
the  Priory  Close — which  would  have  been  a  ctd-de-saCy 
or  blind  alley,  but  for  the  green  vista  of  the  Priory 
meadows  at  the  end  of  it, — Eobert  Bumpus  had  decided 
within  himself,  that  he  would  not  take  Walter  through 
the  kitchen  of  "The  Top  Boot  and  Horns  ;"  but  straight 
on,  through  the  fields  to  the  old  refectory,  now  forming 
the  school-house,  and  wherein  were  situated,  on  the  one 
story  above  it,  the  large  dormitory,  and  small  sitting- 
room,  that  were  to  be  especially  dedicated  to  "the 
YOUNG  GENTLEMAN.'*  For  the  truth  was,  he  did  not  like 
the  idea  of  passing  through  that  oixieal,  in  his  own  present 
regenerated  state ;  dreading  the  volubility  of  his  mother's 
comments,  and  retrospections  thereupon,  and  also  the 
explanatory  tumults  which  Tatters's  re-appearance  would 
give  rise  to. 
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Neither  did  he  like  the  notion  of  <"  Master  Walter  "— 
for  whom  he  entertained  the  most  deferential  respect^—- 
coming  in  contact  with  this  huccaback  part  of  the  esta- 
blishment, and  more  especially,  with  his  mother,  till  she 
had  been  duly  drilled  as  to  her  bearing  towards  him. 
But  truly,  &om  the  smallest,  to  the  greatest  things^  it  is 
"Man  proposes,  but  Ood  who  disposes;"  and,  just  as 
Bob  was  pointing  with  a  sort  of  affectionate  pride,  to  the 
bright  emerald  green  of  his  native  meadows  (now  decked 
in  all  their  summer  bravery,  enamelled  with  daisies,  and 
gemmed  with  bright  sapphire-purple  clover,  balming  the 
air,  with  its  piny  breath)  and  he  had  exclaimed — 

"  There  !  tiiere !  Master  Walter !  there  are  the  Priory 
meadows,  in  which  my  brother's  school  stands,  and  ¥^n't 
we  range  them  well  to-morrow  morning  on  Solomon — " 
he|  perceived  Mrs.  Momington  standing  on  the  door- 
step of  the  little  alehouse,  talking  to  his  mother,  and 
followed  by  her  own  housekeeper,  Mrs.  Basket ;  the  fact 
was,  that  Mrs.  Bumpus  had,  had  to  borrow  so  many  things 
from  the  housekeeper  "up  at  the  Manor,"  to  make 
Walter  s  rooms  habitable,  that  his  advent  had  become  the 
subject  of  conversation  between  Twaddleton,  and  Field- 
Fleury  ;  for,  as  in  the  great  universal  world,  "  a  sparrow 
cannot  fall  to  the  ground,"  without  the  cognisance  of  the 
Creator ;  in  like  manner,  a  pin  cannot  do  so  in  a  village, 
or  a  country  town,  without  all  the  inhabitants  being 
immediately  aware  of  the  important  fact,  and  as  imme- 
diately, in  communication  with  each  other  respecting  it : 
how  much  less,  then,  could  a  Young  Gentleman  be 
expected,  at  a  little  more  than  Ragged  School  like  Moses 
Bumpus's,  without  exciting  a  suitable  commotion  ! 

Moreover,  Mornington  Manor  wa:*  a  7'eal  old  manor 
house  of  Henry  the  Seventh's  time,  externally  rejoicing  in 


n,  A  imcaf  OP  cnmqinDroB.  Ill 


%  and  oovered  arborial  galleries  of  impervioufl  jew, 
bg  nSBaal  nig^t^  of  the  hottest  and  most  scaring 
mi's  noon,  while  the  interior,  had  its  krge  hall  hnng 
old  snnoar,  its  oaken  tables  round  it^  and  its  da!ii 
s  opper  end,  with  another  long,  wainscoted-room 
f  out  of  il^  with  its  polished  oak-floor  and  deep 
m  windows,  with  their  pleaaant  low-cushioned  seats, 
who  were  lajdly  or  dreamily  inclined  to  lounge  in, 
ok  ont  upon,  the  pleasaonce  beneath.  This  room  was 
died  the  Efarary,  and  rendered  doubly  gloomy,  by 
§ja  Momingtan''  haying  had  a//  the  books  bound  in 
black  calf 

n,  in  the  Tery  centre  of  the  great  -  hall,  came  the 
oualy  wide,  flat,  easy-of-asoent  oak  staircase,  with  its 
tanade  balustrades  and  the  broad  banister  a  foot 
half  wide,  with  windows  in  the  galleried  corridor  of 
St  landing,  looking  down  into  the  great  halL  But 
lam  Momington's"  own  bedchamber  still  retained 
istine  gloomy  splendour,  of  dark  blue  tapestry,  and 
(to  of  hearse-like  plumes  at  each  comer  of  the  bed 
mnn  itself,  like  all  room^  of  that  period,  was  enor- 
ly  large,  without  a  dressing-room,  but  leading  into  a 
closet  at  one  end,  while  at  the  other,  was  a  large 
)  of  fine  bamboo,  which,  being  placed  in  grooves, 
ickwards,  and  forwards,  at  pleasure,  and  when  pushed 
enabled  the  occupant  of  the  chamber  in  question,  not 

0  look  down  into  the  spacious  kitchen  and  see  all  that 
ping  on  there,  but  also  to  give  any  orders  she  might 
necessary,  without  stirring  from  her  apartment   For 

1  Dame  Momingtons'*  of  former  times,  were  their  own 
shepers,  and  kept  a  steady  eye,  not  only  upon  the 
■7  proceedings,  but  upon  their  *' men-servants  and 
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maid-servants,  and  the  stranger  that  was  withia  their 


Though  '*  Madam  Momington"  preserved  the  salntaiy 
surveillance  of  this  lattice  in  statu  quo,  it  was  not  so  much 
to  superintend  pasties,  or  prevent  perquisites,  as  with  a 
view  to  enforcing  prayers,  and  watching  that  no  pro&ne,  or 
ungodly  discourse  was  held  there ;  and  as  the  small 
lozenge-shaped  apertures  of  the  interstices  of  this  lattice- 
work, in  a  high  degree  favoured  this  system  of  pious 
espiannage,  she  was  in  the  habit  of  suddenly  flinging  open 
the  wooden  window,  and  delivering  her^a^,  or  her  queries, 
in  monosyllables,  but  always  in  that  shrill,  strident,  chanti- 
cleer, voice,  which  was  luckily  peculiar  to  herself;  for 
instance,  if  a  groom  or  other  messenger  brought  a  note,  or 
a  parcel  into  the  kitchen,  the  lattice  was  immediately 
slid  back  with  a  great  noise,  and  the  voice  falling  like  a 
shell,  in  the  midst  of  the  nether  population,  demanded — 

«  Who  from?"  or, 

''  Who  for  V 
And  it  was  the  rule,  when  not  at  the  "  Atat,"  that  every 
three  quarters  of  an  hour,  the  household  should  repeat 
either  a  psalm,  or  a  hymn,  the  nimiber  of  the  former,  with 
the  number  of  the  verses,  or  the  first  line  of  the  latter, 
were  alone  given  out,  and  to  the  miinitiated  the  eflTect  was 
most  startling,  of  hearing  the  sharp  noise  of  the  lattice 
being  slid  back,  and  the  still  sharper  voice  crying  out — 

"XLIX— 1,  2,  3,  4,  5,  G,  7,  8,  9, 10, 11,  12,  13,  14,  15, 
16,  17,  18,  19,  20 ; 

OR, 

"  As  dying  saints,  let  us  rejoice  ! " 

Now,  it  so  happened  that,  among  the  many  dainty  old 
receipts  for  quaint,  but  rich  confectionery,  contempora- 
neous with  the  House,  though  but  now  rarely  used  at 
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Momington  Manor,  was  one  called  "The  Ladt  Mabt*s 
Quince  Manchet  ;  oe  Exceeding  eich  Comfit  Cake.'' 
which  was,  m  fact,  a  sort  of  pound  cake,  made  in  the  form 
of  a  loaf  of  bread,  the  centre  of  which,  was  crammed 
with  slices  of  preserved  quinces,  apricots,  magnum-bonums, 
pistachio-nuts/  guava  cheese,  and  carraway  comfits;  and 
the  whole,  delicately  flavoured  with  Noyeau,  or  peach- 
water,  which  cake  had  been  (it  is  perhaps  needless  to  say) 
aceedingly  popular  with  Bowes,  and  Luther  Momington, 
ud  their  sister  Delmar,  as  children  ;  but  Mrs.  Moming- 
ton being  now,  as  she  modestly  styled  herself^  ''  a  more 
advanced  Christian,"    did    not  indulge    her    youngest 
daughter,  Eva,  in  any  such  *'  sensualities." 

Therefore,  on  the  morning  that  Walter  Selden  was 
expected  at  Field-Fleury,  as  Mrs.  Momington  was  per- 
fectly aware,  having,  of  course,  been  appealed  to  as  to 
lending  the  articles  of  furniture,  Mr&  Bumpus  required 
for  him,  the  good  lady  was  seated  knitting  a  comforter, 
for  her  favourite  excommimicator,  the  Eev.  Aminadab 
Seuttlediist,  and  reading  his  last  (not  exactly  Heavenly 
discourse,  since  it  dwelt  entirely  upon  the  torments  of 
Heaven  8  antii)odes)  behind  the  lattice,  when  her  olfactory 
nerves  were  suddenly  assailed,  not  by  the  odour  of  sanctity, 
but  by  the  fai-  more  mundane,  if  not  less  fi-agrant  one,  of 
peach-water,  and  other  condiments.  Both  the  worsted,  and 
the  wrathful  comforter,  were  instantly  laid  in  rest,  and  the 
lattice  flung  sharply  back,  when  she  beheld  Basket  busy 
in  the  unholy  confection  of  a  "Lady  Mary's  Quince 
Manchet,  or  exceedingly  rich  comfit  cake." 
"Who  for?' 

'*0h  !  please  ma  am,  Mrs.  Bumpus  asked  me  to  make  a 
cake  for  the  young  gentleman,  as  is  to  go  to  boarding- 
school    to    Moses    Bumpus's    to     day,"    responded  the 
VOL  EL  I 
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trembling  Basket^  shaking  the  flonr  firom  her  handa^  u  she 
wonld  gladly  have  done  the  dust  of  Momington  manor 
from  her  feet,  at  that  moment 

*I  have  no  objection  no  yonr  making  a  cake  for  this 
strange  child,  if  it  was  a  suitable  ona  'The  widow  took 
her  cruise  of  oil,  and  all  the  flour  she  had,  and  made  a 
cake  for  Elijah,"  but  you,  take  the  sensual  luxuries  of  a 
popish  princess  to  feed  this  child  with,  instead  ijl 
endeavouring  to  feed  him  with  the  bread  of  life." 

"I  suppose  'um  in  Elijah's  time,  ChrisUans  did  eal 
tlicm  sort  of  cakes ;  but  you  see  now,  *um  they  only  gives 
oil-cakes  to  ke-ot£w  and  cattle,  and  such  like,  and  I  should 
be  afraid  of  its  disagreeing  with  the  young  gentleman ; 
and,  as  for  popish  luxuries,  'urn — ^Dame  Deborah  Moniing- 
ton*s  receipt-book — out  of  which  I  got  the  receipt  for  that 
ere  cake,  says  aa  Queen  Elizabeth  was  quite  as  fond  of  it 
as  her  sister ;  so  Tm  sure  that  makes  it  as  mticA  Protestant 
as  Papish." 

**0h!  ye  of  little  faith!  how  often  am  I  to  tell 
you  that  bothy  have  got  far, — ^far,  out  of  the  straight^  and 
narrow,  road  to  Heaven." 

"  That's  cause  I  'spose  the  road  is  so  narrow,  as  there 
ain*t  no  room  for  both  on  'em,"  muttered  Basket,  sotto 
voce,  as  she  carnally  threw  in,  another  handful  of  comfits, 
and  gave  the  beaten-up  eggs  and  cream,  another  energetic 
whisk." 

"As  you  are  making  this  leaven  of  imrighteousness 
you  may  finish,  and  take  it  to  the  child  at  once  ;  but  I 
sliall  counteract  its  baneful  effects,  by  filling  up  the  basket 
witli  spiritual  food  for  him  ;*'  and  the  lattice  was  shut  ta 

"  Spiritual  fiddlestick!"  muttered  the  irreverent  Basket; 
rebelliously  pouring  out  another  bumper  of  Noyeau,  and 
tossing  it  with  an  air  of  defiance  into  the  ingredients  of 
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the  cake*  '*  There,  that'll  do  the  poor  child  a  deal  more 
good,  I  know." 

Fifty  times  a-day,  did  the  servants  lament  what,  in  the 

olden  time,  when  the  manor-house  was  first  built,  it  had 

been  the  fashion  for  servitors  to  dine  at  the  lower  end  of 

the  same  hall  as  their  masters,  for  this  had  efiectually 

{weventedy  in  its  architectural  economy,  such  a  thing  as 

a  servants'  hall ;  and,  as  through  no  succeeding  generation 

Ind  one  ever  been  added,  the  servants  were  compelled  to 

hife  their  meals  in  the  immense  old  kitchen,  which  was 

lohirge,  as  to  require  a  fire-place  at  either  end,  the  grates 

of  which,  were  three  yards  long,  though,  of  course,  they 

took  good  care  that  the  part  used  as  a  refectory,  should 

k  the  furthest  extremity  from  the  lattice  ;  though,  to  do 

Mrs.  Momington  justice,  having  been  born  a  gentlewoman, 

Ae  was  quite  incapable,  notwithstanding  her  many  extra- 

oidinary  crotchets,  of  playing  the  spy,  or  the  eves-dropper, 

during  her  servants'  repasts,  when  the  manor  ale,  though 

ht  from  being  as  strong,  or  unexceptionable  in  quality,  as 

in  days  of  yore,  and  far  more  circumscribed  in  quantity, 

was  yet  sufficiently  genuine,  and,  unlike  its  metropolitan 

oimesake,  to  have  caused  a  degree  of  convivial  abandon 

oot  at  all  consistent,  with  the  austere  tenets  of  "  Thb 

Perhaps^  also,  it  was  a  continuation  of  this  lingering 
woddly  leaven  of  gentle  blood,  which  caused  her  to  receive 
Hid  return,  the  visits  of  her  county  neighbours  about  twice 
a-year ;  but  then,  to  be  sure,  neither  her  cards,  nor  her 
equipage,'  were  like  anyone  else's,  both  being  pre-emi- 
neoldj  "serious."  On  the  former,  was  simply  inscribed — . 
witlunEt  the  preliminary,  "  Mrs." — "  Monica  Momington ;" 
iriiile  the  latter,  was  a  flat,  longish  sort  of  box  upon  wheels, 
Uk  efiiaoi  struggle  between  a  hearse,  and  an  omnibus, 

I  2 
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"the  world,  the  flesh,  and  the  devil"  having  so  £ar pre- 
vailed, as  to  have  made  it  the  width  of  the  latter,  without 
making  it  long  enough  for  the  former.  Its  colour  was 
also  a  compromise  between  the  quick,  and  the  dead,  being 
of  so  dark  a  brown  as  in  the  shade  to  look  black  Armo- 
rial bearings  on  such  a  vehicle,  would,  of  course,have  been 
ludicrously  inconsistent,  so  two  ghastly-looking  M's  ram- 
pant, surmounting  a  death's  head,  and  cross-bones  cath 
charUt  in  white  paint,  upon  the  centre  panel  of  the 
door,  which,  like  that  of  an  omnibus,  opened  at  the 
back,  were  its  only  ornaments. 

As  for  liveries,  such  gauds  had  not  been  seen  at  the 
manor  for  the  last  nine  years,  since  the  old  squire  died, 
and  Mr.  Luther  had  come  into  possession,  the  sables 
the  servants  had  been  inducted  into  on  the  decease  of 
their  old  master,  (as  merry  and-.iovial  a  fox-hunter  as 
ever  crossed  a  country)  they  still  donned ;  and  they  were 
by  no  means  renewed  too  often,  for,  the  more  seedy 
they  looked,  the  more  sanctimonious  they  appeared,  and 
the  more  favour  they  found  in  the  eye  of  the  lady  of  the 
manor,  whose  ruling  passion,  next  to  religious  intoler- 
ance, was  a  homoeopathic,  and  insatiable  curiosity,  which 
led  her  to  pry  indefatigably  into  the  minutiae  of  every- 
one's affairs.  This  it  was,  under  the  pretext  of  the 
Tracts,  and  Walter's  spiritual  welfare,  that  made  her  ac- 
company Basket,  with  "the  Quince  Manchet,"  to  the 
Priory-close,  the  day  of  his  arrival ;  and  having  inspected 
the  two  rooms  that  had  been  prepared  for  him,  ascertained 
that  he  was  to  have  a  barn-door  fowl,  and  a  bread-pudding 
for  dinner,  and  asked  every  imaginable,  and  almost 
unimaginable  question,  about  him,  as  to  who  he  was  ?  and 
where  he  came  from,  and  how  a  gentleman's  son  came  to 
be  sent  to  such  an  out-of-the-way  place  as  Field-Fleuiy  ? 
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and  as  she  had  not  reaped  as  much  information  as  she 
desired  in  return,  she  was  beginning  to  weary  of  her 
researches,  and  preparing  to  take  her  departure  and  post- 
pone them  till  the  morrow,  when  she  perceiyed  Robert 
Bumpos  entering  the  Close,  so,  stopping  on  the  threshold, 
the  said — 

"Why,' here  is  the  child,  coming  with  your  son  Robert^ 
I  suppose?"' 

And  at  the  very  same  moment,  Sobert  Bumpus  came 
to  a  dead  stop,  and,  putting  his  left  hand  to  his  side,  as 
if  seized  with  a  sudden  spasm,  exclaimed — 

<<FUgae  take  it!  if  there  aint  Madam  Momington, 
18  large  as  life,  and  no  mistake.'' 

Now,  we  once  before,  at  one  of  Lady  Portarjis's  recep- 
tions, where  Mrs.  Momington  had  created  such  an  extra- 
\  ordfaiaiy  inverse  sensation,  endeavoured  to  describe  this 
lidy,  but  find  such  a  much  more  graphic  sketch  of  her  in 
I  certain  letter  of  Lord  Rochester's  to  his  wife,  that  we 
ihall  give  this  letter  intact,  as  the  best  photograph  (though 
an  anticipatory  one)  we  can  possibly  present  to  the  reader, 
of— 

"  Madam  Mornington/' 

An  original  letter,  of  John  Wilmoty  Earl  of  Rochester , 
to  his  wife. 
"  Madam, 

"  I  received  three  pictures,  and  am  in  a  great 

ght,  least  they  should  be  like  you  !     By  the  bigness  of 

\  head,  I  should  apprehend  that  you  were  far  gone  in  the 

tets ;  by  the  severity  of  the  countenance,  that  you  were 

lewhat  addicted  to  prayer  and  prophecy ;  but  there  is 

ilacrity  in  your  plump  cheeks,  that  seems  to  signify 

,«nd  sugar;  andyour  sharp-sighted  nose,  has  borrowed 
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quickness  from  your  sweet-smeUing  eye.  I  ne\rer  saw  a 
chin  smile  before,  a  mouth  frown,  or  a  forehead  mump. 
Truly,  the  artist  has  done  his  part ;  (Heaven  keep  him 
humble !)  and  a  fine  man  he  iB,  if  his  excellencies  do  noi 
puff  him  up  like  his  pictures.  The  nert  impertinence  thai 
I  have  to  tell  you  is,  that  I  am  going  into  the  countiy ;  I 
have  got  horses,  but  want  a  coach :  ^en  that  daBdeacy 
is  supplied,  you  shall  quickly  have  the  trouble  of 

"Your  humble  servant^ 

''BOGHSSTKB." 

Ihe  prayer  and  prophecy,  were  unmistakeable  in  Bfrs 
Momington*s  visage ;  the  sack,  and  sugar,  were  fiff  move 
apocryphal,  there  being  no  apparent  sweetness  of  any 
kind  there.  Robert  Bumpus  gave  one  more  undecided 
look  forward,  then  stepped  back  for  one  moment,  as  if  he 
had  been  reining  himself  in,  preparatory  to  taking  a 
standing  leap,  and  thus  having  screwed  his  courage  to  the 
sticking  point,  boldly  marched  forward 

"  I  fear,  Robert  Bumpus,"  said  Mrs.  Momington,  who, 
like  most  self-delegated  teachers  of  mankind,  thought  tha& 
her  whole,  and  sole,  duty  towards  her  neighbour,  consisted 
in  not  only  saying  disagreeable  things  to  her  fellow- 
creatures,  but  in  saying  them  in  the  most  disagreeable 
manner  possible,  "I  fear,  like  many  misguided  and  carnal- 
minded  persons,  who  make  to  themselves  friends  of  th0 
Mammon  of  unrighteousness,  you  mistake  the  reverse  of 
wrong,  for  right,  and  so  go  from  one  extreme  to  the  other ; 
your  present  appearance,  I  consider  of  the  two,  more 
unseemly  for  one  of  your  station,  than  your  former  one; 
for  surely,  there  are  intermediate  garments  between  the 
rags  of  Lazarus,  and  the  purple  and  fine  linen  of 
Solomon,  that  would  have  been  more  batting." 
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Having  fired  ofiP  this  revolver,  at  the  speechless  and  un- 
resisting owner  of  "Bumpus's  Unbivalled  Attbac- 
noKS,"  who  stood  with  his  looks  anchored  in  the  nether- 
most depths  of  his  daaudingly  new  hat,  on  ike  gilded 
(Tories  of  the  Talismanic  names  of 

"MOSES  AND  SONS!" 

wishing,  if  even  his  ideas  were  sufficiently  unfettered  to 
form  a  wish,  that  instead  of  gilded  letters  on  white  ta£feta 
ihey  had  been  tall  bullmshes  in  a  deep  morass,  into  which 
he  could  have  plunged,  so  as  to  have  escaped  &om  the 
Medusa-like  gaze,  that  was  now  upon  him,  and  which  he 
felt  was  £Lst  petrifying  him.  Receiving  no  answer,  with 
that  arrogant  self-complacency,  which  is  the  peculiar 
stronghold  of  self-constituted  solons,  whether  in  paletots 
or  petticoats,  Mrs.  Momington  concluded  that  her 
phillipic  was  tfwanswerable,  so  slowly  withdrawing  her 
atony  eyes  firom  Robert  Bumpus,  she  turned  them  upon 
Walter,  and  having  measured  him  from  head  to  foot, 
despite  her  chronic  resistance  of  all  the  softer,  and  more 
humanizing  emotions,  there  was  too  much  of  the  angel 
m  the  child's  face,  not  to  touch  the  heart  even  of  a 
Brummagem  Saint;  therefore,  in  a  voice  somewhat  less 
shrill,  and  crowing,  than  her  usual  one,  she  said — 

*'Whose  child  is  that?" 

"  Master  Walter  Selden,  ma  am,  an  ori)hau,"  responded 
Bob,  with  desperate  courage  and  determination,  so  as  to 
sQence  all  further  inquiries. 

"  I  am  sure,"  said  Mrs.  Momington,  as  if  in  reply  to  her 
own  thoughts,  and  still  continuing  her  scrutiny  of  Walter's 
countenance,  ''  I  am  sure  that  child  is 

A  Peeson  op  Consequence  ;" 
For,  like  all  Saints,  Mrs.  Momington  had  sufficient  of  the 
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Merops*  in  her,  while  ostensibly  making  for  Heaven,  never 

to  lose  sight  of  earth. 

But  to  this  assertion  of  hers,  "Discretion  being  the 
wisest  part  of  valoui-,"  Mr.  Bmnpus  made  no  reply. 

*' Child!"  resumed  Mrs.  Momington,  now  especially 
addressing  hei-self  to  Walter,  in  a  voice  so  stem  and 
startling,  that  beside  giving  him  a  slight  touch  of  the 
ague,  it  made  him  change  alternately  from  white  to  red. 

'* Child!  the  outward  casing  the  Lord  has  given  to  yoiur 
soul  is  well  enough;  but  how  about  that  soul?  There  is 
food  for  it."  She  beckoned  Basket  to  advance  with 
the  Tracts,  and  withdrawing  the  huge  pile  with  both 
her  hands  from  underneath  "the  Lady  Mary's  quince 
manchet,"  she  presented  them  to,  or  rather  thmst  them  at 
him,  saying,  ** There!  read,  mark,  learn,  and  inwardly 
digest  tliem !" 

"All  these,  ma'am?"  asked  poor  Walter,  with  an 
appealing  look  that  might  have  softened  an  executioner, 
as  compelled  to  relinquish  the  protecting  grasp  of  Bob's 
hand — both  his  little  arms  could  scarcely  circle  the  huge 
pile. 

*'  And  tliis,  too,  please,  my  little  gentleman,"  said  the 
compassionate  Basket,  coming  to  the  rescue  and  present- 
incr  her  offering.  The  sudden  revulsion  it  produced, 
caused  Walter  to  relax  his  grasp  of  the  Tracts,  which 
must  eventually  have  fallen  to  the  gi-oimd,  had  not  Bob 
opportunely  disencumbered  him  of  them,  and  enabled  him 
to  receive  the  "  exceeding  rich  comfit  cake,"  which  he  did 
with  a  demonstrntivo 

** Oh !  thank  you;  what  a  nice  cake!'' 

"  But  here,  Mrs.   Bumpus  having  discovered  Tatters, 

*  A  bird,  said  to  fly  with  its  tail  upward,  and  its  head 
downward,  with  its  eyes  bent  upon  the  earth. 
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not  an  her  awe  of  "  Madam  Momington,''  and  her  ''  know- 
mg  her  place/'  conld  repress  the  extacies  of  their  mutual 
greetings;  during  which  momentary  commotion,  and  as 
Mr.  Bumpus  was  wondering  in  his  own  mind,  ''when  on 
earth  Madam  would  take  herself  off/'  as  he  never  dared 
to  take  the  initiative  in  breaking  up  the  meeting  by 
walking  off  with  Walter,  Luther  Momington,  got  over 
the  style  leading  out  of  the  Priory  fields,  and  was  walking 
on,  down  the  close,  his  hands  behind  his  back,  and  his 
eyes  bent  on  the  ground,  without  even  glancing  towards 
"The  Top  Boot  and  Homa,"  and  therefore,  witiiout  per- 
ceiving his  mother,  and  the  group,  that  was  standing  on 
the  steps. 
•*  Luther  !  Luther !"  cried  Mrs.  Momington. 
The  young  man  stopped,   and  started  !  as  if  he  had 
been  suddenly  awakened  from  a  dream  ;  as,  in  truth,  he 
had    All  his  features  were  delicately  chiselled,  and  hand- 
some ;  his  eyes  even  remarkably  so,  being  of  a  very  dark 
blue,  long  cut,  with  soft  fringe-like  lashes ;  and  his  mouth 
and  teeth,  faultless ;  but  his  profusion  of  silken,  and  na- 
tmally  waving  chestnut-hair,  had  been  constrained  and 
Battened  down,  into  the  true  conventicle  cut,  which  dis- 
figured Nature  as  much  as  Nature  would  allow  herself  to 
he  disfigured.     There  was  a  marble  pallor,  in  his  com- 
plexion, which  did  not  seem  natural  in  so  young  a  man  ; 
or,  indeed,  in  a  living  human  being ;  his  lips  alone  were 
I      red,  aa  if  they  refused  to  utter  such  a  calunmy  against 
I      his  youth.     When  startled  by  his  mother's  shrill,  inqui- 
ritorial  voice,  it  was  not  a  flush  that  sufiiised  his  cheek, 
bat  a  deeper,  and  denser  shade  of  white,  such  as  deepens 
the  pflUor  of  a  leper. 

"(Ml !  are  you  there,  mother  ?*  said  he,  in  reply  to  her 
caO. 
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''  Where  fromT  wm  her  curt^  diarp,  interrogatory. 

*'  I, — I, — ^haye  been  to  Beechcrofty"  hesitated  the  young 
maa 

''Beechcroft  again!  have  I  not  UM  yon,  'Gome  ye 
out^  and  be  ye  separata '  To  the  abhool,  ortiie  &ctoiry» 
have  yon  been  T 

"  To  the  school ;  it  vns  to  try  and  get  them  to  attend 
oar  great  meeting." 

"  And  do  you  think  making  to  yoorself  friends  of  the 
Mammon  of  nnri^teoosness,  is  the  way  to  serve  the 
Lord  ?  Qoing  after  strange  women,  is  ahnost  as  great  a 
sin,  as  setting  up  strange  gods ;  and  have  I  not  told  yon 
that,  that  Lady  Clairville  is  a  stranger  without  the  watts 
of  the  true  Canaan." 

It  is  all  very  well  for  poor  misguided  worldly  Hono- 
ria  to  be  deluded  by  such  whitened  septdchre  good-works^ 
and  to  send  her  child  down  there  to  heal  her  bodily  in- 
firmities ;  as  if  the  waves  of  Beechcroft,  were  a  Bethesda 
that  could  heal ;  and  then  she  writes  to  m«  to  go  and  see 
Gemma,  as  if  I  would  cross  that  woman's  threshhold  ! — 
a  woman  who  knew  not  how  to  submit  herself  to  her 
husband !" 

Now  it  was  historic  in  the  annals  of  Twaddleton,  Field- 
Fleury,  and  the  adjacent  hundreds,  that  till  the  day 'of  his 
death,  Mrs.  Momington  had  kept  the  poor  squire  in  fiaar 
of  his  life  ;  and  that  he  would  hx  rather  at  any  time,  have 
shared  the  fate  of  Actseon,  and  been  torn  to  pieces  by  his 
own  hounds,  than  have  ventured  to  disobey  her  slightest 
wish,  passive  or  positive,  which  implicit  obedience,  as  she 
had  not  at  that  time  taken  to  piety,  but  turned  her  prickly 
pear-nature  upon  the  world,  inculpated  a  constant  thwart- 
ing of  the  poor  squire's  own  wishes,  and  aspirations. 
But^  like  all  that  sort  of  lusits  nattered,  wives  who  have 
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succeeded  in  establishing  petticoat-government  in  an 
autocratic  form,  she  was  most  rigorons,  and  stringent,  in 
her  theoretical  notions  of  the  state  of  serfdom,  that  other 
wivea  ought  to  be  kept  in,  and  implacable  as  to  any 
9wppo9ed  2^e-tyranny  on  their  part  **  Luther ! 
Lather !""  concluded  she,  "  beware !  we  cannot  touch  pitch 
without  being  defiled.'' 

''There  is  no  pitch  to  defile ; — ^that  woman  does  good  in 
her  generation,'"  responded  Lutiier,  do^edly,  and  yet  witibt 
a  flash  yeiy  like  human  indignation,  from  the  comers  of 
bis  usually  calm  and  passionless  eyes/' 

"Luther!  for  shame!"  cried  his  mother,  with,  if  pos- 
sible, more  than  her  usual  sternness,  ''herd  not  with  the 
lost  sheep!  but  rejoice  in  your  great  privileges ;  and 
rather  let  the  feuse  of  your  conversation  shine,  as  shone 
tbe  fiM^e  of  Moses,  after  he  had  been  on  the  mount  wi& 
God, — ^why  mingle  with  the  worldly  and  the  prayerless  V 

"Mother!''  retorted  the  son,  in  a  hoarse  voice,  "it 
may  be,  that  aJl  are  not  prayerless,  because  they  do  not 
find  the  same  utterance  for  their  prayers  that  we  do; 
tiie  voices  that  reach  to  Heaven  proceed  not  from  the 
tongue,  but  from  the  heart ;  the  prayer  that  Hesekiah 
rtammered,  and  that  Hannah  only  wept^  alike,  were  heard 
and  accepted  of  Gk)d.  It  seems  to  me,  the  waters  of 
strife  are  not  those  of  life— '  Pray  for  the  peace  of  Jeru- 
salem ;  they  shall  prosper  that  love  thee." 

Mra  Momington  opened  her  eyes  upon  her  son,  as  if 
she  was  not  quite  sure  whether  it  was  rank  blasphemy 
that  he  had  been  propounding,  or  open  rebellion  that  he 
had  been  declaring.  But  certain  it  is,  that  the  pious  and 
mcontrovertible  meaning  of  his  words,  utterly  failed  to 
conv^  a  corresponding  sense  to  her  ears  ;  while  Robert 
Bumpos,  1^>*"ilrifig  this  an  excellent  opportunity  of  ahow- 
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ing  his  decorum,  in  not  standing  to  overhear  a  oonversar 
tion  between  Mrs.  Momington  and  her  son,  and  making 
his  escape  with  Walter,  respectfully  raised  his  hat  to 
them  ;  and,  giving  a  telegraphic  nod  to  his  mother  (and 
Basket),  which  said, 

"  By  and  bye." 

The  next  moment,  was  over  the  style,  into  the  Priory 
meadows,  at  the  sight  of  which — in  all  their  glory,  with 
the  setting  sun  gilding  them  into  beauty, — Walter  actually 
bounded  with  delight,  notwithstanding  he  was  so  heavily 
laden  with  the  "  quince  manchet" 

"  Is  that  a  church — ^that  old  building  -  with  the  cross 
on  the  top  of  it?" 

"That,  Master  Walter,  is  part  of  the  old  Priory,  where 
the  monks  used  to  dine  ;  then  (till  about  fifty  years  ago) 
it  became  a  brewhouse,  which  perhaps  wasn't  so  great  a 
change  for  it;  and.  after  that,  it  wasn't  inhabited  for 
some  time,  till  my  brother  Moses  rented  it  from  the  late 
Squire  Momington,  (the  husband  of  that  lady  that  gave 
you  this  lot  of  waste  paper),  and  now,  it's  my  brother^s 
school-house. 

**Ah!  there  is  Moses,"  added  he,  pointing  to  thi 
schoolmaster  s  figure,  which  stood,  capped  and  gowned,  on 
the  threshold  of  the  school-room  door,  for  the  purpose 
(as  was  his  daily  wont)  of  inhaling  a  little  pure  air,  after 
being  shut  up  the  whole  day,  in  the  close  atmosphere  of 
clod-hoppers,  corduroys,  grammars,  green-horns,  spel- 
ing-books,  and  stupids. 

•*What!  that  gentleman  in  that  funny  dress?"  said 
Walter,  who,  never  having  seen  a  college  cap  and  gown, 
thus  desecrated  Moses  Bumpus*s  fustian  accademic  glories, 
by  the  epithet  of  "  funny  I" 

"  Hush !  Master  Walter !  laughed  Bob ;  whatever  you 
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do,  never  let  my  brother  see,  or  tear,  you  making  fun  of 
his  college  toggery  !  for — ^lawr  bless  you ! — ^he  thinks 
more  of  it,  or  at  leasts  as  much  of  it,  as  any  peer  in 
the  reahn  does  of  his  robes  ;  for  though  only  rusty  fustian 
without,  they  are  well  lined  with  Greek  and  Latin; 
whereas,  the  velvet,  and  ermine,  are  often  only  lined  with 
''ass's  skin." 

"  Indeed,  I  wasn't  laughing  at  your  brother,"  rejoined 
Walter,  very  gravely  ;  "  but  am  /  to  be  dressed  in  that 
way,  too?" 

"  No,  no — ^not  unless  you  go  to  CoHege,  when  you  are 
old  enougL" 

"Oh!"  said  Walter,  not  much  wiser,  but  still  not 
Udng  to  display  his  ignorance  by  asking  any  more  ques- 
tions, he  looked  down  at  the  cake,  which  he  did  under- 
stand, and  whose  excellence  he  was  looking  forward  to 
becoming  better  acquainted  with.  Here  Moses  Bumpus 
advanced  to  meet  his  new  pupil,  infusing,  for  scholastic 
reasons,  all  the  remembered  dignity  of  a  Don  into  his  de- 
portment; while,  from  social  ones,  he  threw  aU  the 
genuine  kindness  of  his  nature  into  his  countenance, 
wishing  to  conciliate  what  was  evidently  the  first  piece  of 
finer  clay,  that  had  fallen  to  his  lot  to  mould. 

"I think,"  said  he,  as  he  held  out  both  his  hands 
to  Walter,  "that  I  am  not  mistaken,  and  that  I  have  the 
pleasure  of  welcoming  my  new  pupil,  Master  Selden,  to 
Reld-Fleury?" 

"What  a  pretty  field  this  is!'' said  Walter,  with  an 
innate  good-breeding,  that  would  have  made  him  highly 
popular  as  a  young  prince ;  wishing  to  say  something  civil 
to  his  schoolmaster,  in  atonement  for  having  laughed  at 
his  costume,  as  he  withdrew  his  right   hand  from  the 


sapport  of ''  The  Lady  Maiy's  Qoinoe  Manchet^*  wd  e^^ 
tended  it  to  Moses  Bumpoa. 

''  I'm  very  glad  you  think  so ;  and  down  by  the  liver- 
side,  I  think  you  will  find  it  still  prettier.'' 

''Why  Bob!''  added  the  schoolmaster — taming  tq 
shake  hands  with  his  brother,  and  evidently  taken  a-baok 
at  the  unusual  splendour  of  his  appearance — 

*'  Comet — ^now  tumlAe  to  the  naked  heye^  that's  hall," 
said  Bob,  winking  his  own  right  optic^  and  reverting  to 
his  usual  slang,  as  he  waved  his  hand  witii  great  dignity 
towards  the  school-room ;  as  much  as  to  say, "  no  indis- 
creet remarks  before  the  young  gentleman  if  you  please  ;" 
so,  taking  the  hint,  Moses  walked  on,  followed  by  Walter 
and  his  brother.  The  latter,  on  reaching  the  achool- 
room,  said — 

"  Here  we  are !  this.  Master  Walter,  is  the  shooting- 
gallery." 

"  Shooting-gallery !"  repeated  Walter. 

''  And  here,"  resumed  Bob,  taking  up  a  pile  of  well- 
thumbed  grammars  and  spelling-books,  off  of  one  of  the 
desks,  "  and  here  is  the  ammunition." 

''  But  where  are  the  guns,  or  bows  and  arrows  ?  '*  asked 
the  mystified,  and  literal  Walter. 

"  Oh  ! "  said  Bob,  with  a  look  of  Circus-facetioosness, 
and  in  suitable  vernacular, — 

''  Hit's  honly  young  hidears  as  is  taught  to  shoot  here^ 
and  they  don't  require  no  guns — honly  occasionally  a  long 
bow,  when  they've  learnt  to  shoot  to  hany  purpose." 

"My  brother  is  only  joking.  Master  Selden,"  said 
Mosea 

But,  as  Walter  could  not  see  the  jest,  he  tlie  more 
readily  turned  from  the  long  vista  of  bare  benches,  and 
deal  desks,  to  the  painfully  new,  and  comparatively  white 
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onob  erected  in  bis  honoiir,  near  the  schoolmaster's  own 
lostnim,  which  the  latter  now  called  his  attention  to,  with 
the  new  books  and  slate  placed  upon  it. 

"  You'll  like  to  begin  upon  those  nice  new  books,  shan't 
joo.  Master  Walter  ?"  said  Bob,  with  a  sort  of  philoso- 
phical-making the  best  of  things. 

''Yes,**  responded  Walter,  faintly,  looking  down  at  his 
cake  with  a  look  in  which  there  was  no  guile,  and  which, 
therefore^  said  plainly,  "  Td  much  rather  begin  upon  you." 

'' They've  brought  the  things,  I  suppose?"  said  Bobert 


*'  Yes,  they  are  up  stairs," 

"Well,  then,  we'll  go  up  at  once;  if  you'll  tell  them, 
Moaes^  to  send  up  Master  Walter's  dinner — as  I  am  sure 
he  must  be  starving^  for  he  has  had  nothing  to  eat  since 
we  left  London/' 

''He  shall  have  it,"  said  Moses,  disappearing.  '\CiUu8 
terit  pericvlwni  cum  contemnttur;"  and  certainly,  the 
Emperor  Augustus  himself,  never  enunciated  this,  his 
favourite  proverb,  more  rapidly;  however,  he  might  have 
done  so  more  regally.  And,  while  the  schoolmaster 
hiuried  across  the  field,  to  order  Walter's  dinner,  his 
brother  conducted  the  boy  up  the  narrow,  broken,  old 
winding  stone  stairs,  leading  to  the  little  sitting-room 
and  long  dormitory  allotted  to  him.  The  former,  was  a 
small  square  room,  with  one  narrow  gothic  window,  look- 
ing down  upon  the  Priory-Close — ^while,  in  a  triangular 
comer  of  this  room,  was  an  old,  wide  fire-place,  with  rusty 
iron  dog8»  for  burning  wood.  The  bare  white  walls,  had 
been  freshly  papered,  with  a  sort  of  small  shawl-pattern 
diintz  pap^,  which  gave  it  at  once  a  look  of  deauliness 
and  comfort,  somewhat  strangely  contrasting,  with  its  gloomy 
{[milled  ceiling,  green  and  d^wp,  from  having  been  so  long 
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uninhabited.  The  table  was  laid  with  a  snow-white  doth, 
and  a  little  silver  dessert  fork — an  especial  attention  of 
Basket's,  who  had  observed  to  Mra  Bnmpns  in  going  over 
the  rooms  after  their  recent  decoration,  (?)  that — 

''  Q^ntiefolks,  however  young  and  innocent^  could  not 
put  up  with  steel  forks." 

The  bed-room,  opening  out  of  this  room,  was  long  and 
narrow,  with  a  large  sort  of  Cathedral  window  at  the  end 
of  it,  divided  into  three  compartments,  by  two  triple- 
fluted  stone  pillars,  terminating  in  very  handsome  bold 
Acanthas  capitals. 

This  window  looked  out  upon  the  pleasant  Priory  mea- 
dows, and  had  the  full  benefit  of  the  genial  morning  sun. 
But,  though  the  lofty  ceiling  was  also  groined  with  some 
dropsical-looking  cherubims,  and  attenuated  saints'  heads 
at  some  of  the  jx)ints,  it,  and  the  walls,  had  only  been 
whitewashed,  which,  with  Walter's  little  half-tester  bed, 
and  its  snow-white  dimity  curtains,  though  it  was  not 
cold,  made  the  room  look  as  if  it  ought  to  be  so.  The 
only  things  approaching  to  the  warmth  of  human  life, 
were  a  large  high-backed,  old  fashioned,  tapestried,  easy 
chair,  with  whigs  to  it,  that  stood  by  the  bedside — a  large 
ancient  set  of  high  walnut-tree  drawers — a  sitz-bath,  a 
water-can,  and  foot-pan,  painted  oak  colour;  also  voluntary 
contributions  from  the  considerate  Basket  Upon  entering 
this  room,  Walter's  first  feeling  was  evidently  a  chill;  for, 
shrinking  back,  and  clinging  to  Bob,  he  said, 

"  What!     Am  I  to  sleep  in  all  this  by  myself?" 

"Oh!  Master  Walter,  for  that  matter,  the  size  of  the 
room  makes  no  difference ;  for  nobody  is  ever  obliged  to 
do  their  sleeping  beyond  their  own  pillow,  however  their 
dreams  may  stray  a  little  out  of  bounds." 

There  is  no  faith  so  blind  and  implicit^  as  that  of  affeo- 
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tion,  and  that  was  the  species  of  credence,  which  Walter 
already  awarded  to  every  word  that  issued  from  the  mouth 
of  his  new  friend;  add  to  which,  obedience,  was  a  chronic 
virtue  with  him.    So,  Mr.  Bumpus  having  told  him  it  was 
no  matter  how  large  the  room  was  in  which  he  slept,  it 
never  entered  within  the  pale  of  his  possibilities,  to  gain- 
ay  it    Therefore,  he  made  no  answer,  but  looked  down 
the  long  vista  before  him  {round  the  room,  he  could  not 
look),  and  then  up  the  sides;  and,  as  his  eyes  rested  on 
Us  own  little  bed  in  the  centre  of  it,  like  a  solitary  mush- 
room in  the  midst  of  a  large  plain,  the  tears  welled  up 
into  them,  which  Bob  perceived,  but  would  not  comment 
upon.      But  taking  one  of  the  four  old  broad  rush- 
bottomed  walnut-tree  chairs,  that  completed  the  sedentary 
accommodation  of  the  room,  he  placed  it  at  the  side  of 
the  old-fashioned,  high  chest  of  drawers,  and  springing 
nimbly  upon  it  with  one  foot,  while  he  held  the  other  out  in 
1 9traight  horizontal  line  behind  him,  and  both  his  arms 
stretched  forward,  as  if  about  to  fly,  said,  pulling  open  one 
rf  the  small  side  drawers — 

"See  here,  Master  Walter,  what  fun  it  will  be  getting 
tp  here  to  put  away  your  cap  and  gloves,  so  as  not  to 
leive  them  about  in  the  dust" 

"Oh:  so  it  will,"  cried  Walter,  fired  with  the   ambi- 

ious  idea,  and  vaulting  up  upon  the  chair; — "  Ah  !  but 

n  see,*  I'm  not  tall  enough  to  reach  the  drawer,"  added 

,  with  a  sigh,  his  ardour  considerably  damped  by  that 

ontrovertible  obstacle. 

That's  just  the  way  of  it,  with  every  single  thing  in 

cross-grained,  topsy-turvy,  old  world,  Master  Walter. 

easiest  thing  in  life  is  to  set-ofl",  Cwe  all  do  that  in 

sort  of  way)— the  most  difficult  to   arrive,— more 

'mI^  at  the  point  our  wishes  have  booked  us  for  ;  but 
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viy  plan  for  getting  ov^  the  ground  is  thi%>— always  to 
keep  Resource  saddled.  It's  the  only  high-mettled  raoer 
that  Clever  ends  in  dog*s  meat ;  but  carries  you  over  evecy 
thing.  So,  whenever  it  so  happens,  (as  it  will  sometime^ 
even  if  one  was  the  Wheel  of  Fortune  itself)  that  there  is 
anything  one  can't  get,  or  any  place  one  can't  reach,  I  tuzD 
shoii  round,  and  take,  or  stop  at,  the  next  best;  and  the 
first  love  not  being  witliii^  reach,  to  give  rise  to  any 
odious  comparisons,  I  assure  you.  As  the  Yankees  say, 
*'  You  wouldn't  know  t'other,  from  which ;"  so  you  take 
my  advice.  Master  Walter,"  concluded  Bob,  with  a  look 
tliat  could  not  have  been  surpassed,  had  it  been  sharpened 
at  Sheffield,  as  he  opened  another  drawer  lower  down,— !- 
*' Start,  for  the  highest  if  you  like,  but  always  pull  out 
tlie  drawer  that  is  witliin  reach,  for,  if  you  don't^  youTl 
only  stand  pawing  the  air." 

This  first  lesson  in  practical  philosophy,  was  inter- 
rupted by  a  <j;entle  knock  at  the  door,  which  had  been 
preluded  l}y  the  gastronomic  symphony  of  plates,  and 
dislies,  and  knives,  and  forks. 

''  Wlio  is  it  ?'*  said  Walter,  jumphig  down  off  the 
chair,  ''  Well,  I  ilaie  say,  youv'e  seen  such  a  thing  before ; 
though  you  may  not  know  it  by  the  Twaddleton  name  j 
it's  wliat  they  call  a  '^gurV  at  Twaddleton. 

"What  is  it,  Polly  ?"  added  Bob,  going  to  the  door. 

'*  Tlie  young  gentleman  s  dinner,  please  sir,  is  on  the 
table,  and  missus  wishes  to  know  whether  he  takes  beer, 
or  cider?" 

''  Oh  !  neither,  thank  you,"  said  Walter,  answering  for 
himself;  "water,  if  you  please." 

And  then,  with  hungry  alacrity,  he  seated  himself  al 
the  table  in  tlie  chair  the  maid  had  placed  for  him  ;  but 
had  no  sooner  done  so,  than  starting  up,  be  (bra^g^  (for 
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te  coqU  boI  cany  it)  another  over  to  the  table,  and 
|iM9ed  it  opposite  to  his  own,  saying  to  Bob— 

•*  There,  will  you  sit  here,  or  do  you  like  best  to  sit 
wiwe  I  was  sitting?" 

But  Mr.  Bompns  drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height, 
thook  his  head,  and  looked  very  grave  indeed,  as  if  Walter 
hid  said  sometliix^  little  short  of  blasphemy ;  and,  as  he 
{Iwed  both  his  hands  on  the  back  of  Walter's  chair, 
observed  in  as  sol^nn  a  voice,  as  if  he  had  been  a  bishop 
Mvering  a  charge  to  the  clergy  of  his  diocese.  ''No, 
Master  Walter,  everything,  and  every  one,  in  their  place  ; 
mi  it  is  mine,  to  wait  on  yon,  and  not  to  sit  at  table 
with  yon.'* 

"Ohi  but  indeed,  I  should  like  you  to  do  so,"  urged 
Walter,  trying  with  all  his  strength  to  pull  him  down  into 
thediair. 

"Master  Walter,"  said  Bob,  with  an  additional  tone  and 
look  of  severity,  that  was  intended  to  be  perfectly  terrific, 
iiid  which  fully  answered  the  desired  purpose,  "  Master 
Walter,  I  should  have  thought  you  knew  better."  Then, 
itfll  keeping  lus  basilisk  gaze  fixed  on  Walter,  with  a  slow 
nd  drcular  movement  of  his  arm,  he  removed  the  tin 
co?er  from  the  admirably  roasted  barn-door  fowl;  and 
next^  with  solemn,  not  to  say  tragic  pantomime,  as  if  with 
» sudden  and  uncontrollable  impulse,  he  seized  the  carving- 
knife,  and  giving  it  a  flourish,  as  though  he  had  entered 
into  a  government  contract  as  executor  of  wholesale  de- 
eipitation  during  an  insurrection,  he  dexterously  dissevered 
with  great  neatness,  and  no  hacking,  the  breast  and  wing 
of  the  chicken,  and  placed  them  on  Walter's  plate.  Then, 
and  not  till  then,  he  condescended  to  deliver  his  sentiments 
in  wordSi 

"  No,  Master  Walter.    When  you  are  served,  and  while 

K  % 
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you  are  eating  your  dinner,  I  shall  go  and  get  mine.  The 
common,  the  course,  and  the  high  road,  are  firee  to  all, 
ass,  mule,  blood,  or  cart  horse — ^but  no  one  yet  ever  saw 
them  feed  at  the  same  manger,  and  it's  not  Bob  Bumpnf 
that's  going  to  introduce  any  such  system  of  crossings  and 
jostling.  When  cobwebs  hang  on  the  bushes,  there  k 
never  much  scent,  as  poor  Squire  Momington  could  have 
told  you,  were  he  still  living ;  and,  to  my  notion,  there  are 
no  cobwebs  so  detrimental,  as  gentle  and  simple,  put  oat 
of  their  respective  courses,  and  huddled  together  cheek 
by  jowL  No,  no,  like  to  like,  is  my  motto ;  bricks, 
clinkers,  flints,  and  pebbles,  are  for  stables  ;  marble,  ma- 
lachite, and  porphjrry,  for  palaces." 

And  Mr.  Bumpus  stroked  his  chin,  came  to  a  full  six^ 
and  looked  up  at  the  ceiling,  as  much  as  to  say — "  Therey 
I  can't  well  go  beyond  that  just  at  present ;  but  you 
swallow  that  first,  and  I'll  get  something  else  ready  by 
the  second  course  ;  and  indeed,  his  oratory  had  produced 
upon  Walter,  what  after  all  perhaps,  is  the  sole  aim,  and 
end  of  oratory,  and  what  it  so  often  produces  upon  » 
collective  body  of  auditors  ;  namely,  it  had  bewild^ 
him  with  a  torrent  of  sounds,  and  similes,  which  he  didiwrf 
imderstand,  and  he  was  therefore  perfectly  sure  that  they 
must  be  both  convincing,  and  unanswerable. 

"Oh  !"  said  Walter,  his  habit  of  yielding  obedience 
clenching  the  matter  even  more  than  Bob's  eloquence; 
"  but  you'll  come  up  as  soon  as  you  have  dined,  won't  youf 
"  Will  a  duck  swim  ?"  was  Mr.  Bumpus's  interrogatory 
reply — which  Walter,  not  quite  understanding,  for  indeed 
his  grandmother's  solemn  society,  had  not  much  initiated 
him  into  the  arcana'  of  quips  and  cranks,  or  spiightly 
sallies,  so  his  mouth  fiill  of  chicken,  and  egg-sauce,  be . 
repeated  his  query  of 
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*'  But  you  will,  won't  you  V 

"  Why,  look  here,  Master  Walter,  you  are  too  young 
to  know  anything  about  the  turf  yet,  'cause  it  afnt  exactly 
in  the  Ten  Commandments.  But  I,  who  know  all  about  it 
from  the  days  of  Godolphin  Arabian,  down  to  Blink  Bonny, 
(which  ai'nt  Blinking  Sal,  that's  certain)  and  know  all  the 
eirtraordinary  things  that  ever  were  done  in  the  sporting 
world,  long  before  I  was  bom — ^but  that  comes  down  to 
one,  of  course,  by  hearsay,  as  part  of  the  'History  of 
Sngland ' — ^well,  some  sixty  or  seventy  years  ago,  there 
us  one  Squire  Stevens  that  laid  a  bet  that  he'd  produce 
a  pair  of  horses,  his  avm  property,  that  should  trot  in  a 
tandem  from  Windsor  to  Hampton  Court,  a  distance  of 
sixteen  miles,  within  the  hour.  Every  one  said  it  couldn't 
be  done,  but  what  was  the  fdct  ?  Notwithstanding  the 
cross  country  road,  and  the  great  number  of  turnings, 
they  did  it  with  ease,  in  fifty-seven  minutes  and  thirteen 
seconds.  Well,  you  see,  my  appetite  is  likewise  my  own 
poperty ;  and,  notwithstanding  the  frequent  turnings  I 
im  obliged  to  make  at  meals,  in  order  to  drink,  I  don't 
care  whether  there  are  sixteen  dishes  or  one,  my  feed's 
ilways  done  within  the  hour.  And  so.  Master  Walter,  as 
Boon  as  you  have  got  all  you  want,  while  you  are  having 
your  dinner,  I'll  go  and  get  mine,  that  I  may  be  back  by 
the  time  you  have  done,  so  as  I  may  unpack,  and  put 
away  your  things,  and  make  the  rooms  a  little  straight, 
and  give  them  a  sort  of  home  twist,  as  if  you  were  used 
to  them,  and  they  used  to  you ;  for  there  is  some  comfort 
after  all  in  having  rooms  like  shoes,  that  fit  one,  which 
stnmge  rooms,  like  new  shoes,  never  do,  till  we  have  given 
them  our  own  shape ;  and  yet^  I  don*t  like  leaving  you 
alone  the  first  day  neither."  And  Bob  looked  about  for 
a&  Angdus  w  machind,  who  might  supply  his  place 
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during  his  temi)orary  absence,  when  his  eyes  fell  on 
Tatters,  as  did  Walter's  also,  as  that  incomparable  quad- 
ruped had  patiently  laid  his  chin  in  rest^  on  the  seat  q£ 
the  opposite  chair,  which  had  been  placed  for^  but  de- 
clined by  his  master ;  and,  without  moving  his  head» 
something  after  the  fashion  of  Mr.  Terps  Quirker,  he  was 
sending  his  eyes  round  the  comer,  occasionally  accoio- 
panied  by  a  hungry  sigh,  as  he  watched  every  morsel  that 
Walter  put  into  his  mouth. 

''  Oh  !  poor  doggie  !  do  let  Tatters  stay  with  me^'^  said 
the  latter,  immediately  transferring  his  plate  to  the  op- 
posite side  of  the  table  where  the  chair  was,  on  which  the 
dog's  head  was  resting. 

''  Up,  sir,"  cried  his  master,  pointing  to  the  table ;  and 
no  sooner  said  than  done.  Tatters  obeyed,  and  vaulted 
into  the  cLaii* ;  but  sat  with  admirable  stoicism,  eyeing 
but  only  eyeing,  the  tempting  fore  before  him, 

''  Say  grace,  sir,"  and  the  dog  instantly  laid  his  chin 
flat  on  the  table,  spread  out  his  paws  on  either  side,  and 
remained  perfectly  motionless,  as  if  in  profound  medita- 
tion, for  a  few  seconds,  when  his  master  in  a  fine  cleik- 
like  bassOy  said  ''Am£n!"  whereupon,  without  more  ado^ 
Tatters  put  his  head  on  one  side,  and  in  less  time^  than  it 
takes  to  wTito  it,  cleared  the  plate. 

"  Oh,  you  darling  doggie, **  said  Walter,  laughing  till  he 
cried,  and  coming  over  to  hug  Tatters,  during  wluch  entr'- 
acte, Mr.  Bumpus  took  the  opportunity  of  replenishing  both 
tbeii*  plates  ;  and,  wlule  he  was  so  engaged,  a  knock  was 
heard  at  the  door. 

"  Shall  I  say  come  in.  Master  Walter  ?" 

"Ifyoulika" 

"Come  in!" 

And  Moses  Bumpus  entered,  shorn  of  his  academic 


hoQcmm,  md  awrnpuloHdy  well  brushed,  with  a  clean  white 
cnval 

••  I  ihaii^V'  said  h«f  "  I  would  come  and  improve  my 
aoqfoaiittance  with  my  little  pupil.  Bob,  while  you  went  to 
jonr  dinner,  if  you  will  allow  me  to  sit  with  you,  Master 
Seklen?'' 

"  Oh,  3^,''  said  Walter,  trying  to  appear  pleased,  but 
boking,  in  reality,  as  he  followed  Bob's  retreating  figure 
ottt  of  tiie  room  with  his  eyes,  very  much  like  a  young 
gf&tlenian  idiom  some  utilitarian  monster  had  attempted 
to  console  for  the  absence  of  his  first  love,  by  the  company 
of  his  mother-in-law  elect.  And,  indeed,  Moses  Bum- 
pus's  efforts  at  conversational  blandishments,  and  sprightly 
taUe-talk,  being  entirely  scholastic  and  classical,  inter- 
spersed with  the  educational  feats  of  Clod  major,  or  Hodge 
minor,  were  not  much  calculated  to  lessen  the  mothcr-in- 
Uw  similitude  of  his  position,  on  the  score  of  agreeability. 
For  instance,  when  Walter,  in  his  childish  phrase  of-^ 

"Oh,  sir,  Tm  afraid  there  won't  be  enough  for  you,  for 
Tstters,  and  I,  were  very  hungry,'' — expressed  his  fears  of 
there  being  short  commons — "but  will  you  have  some  of 
my  cake,  sir  ?"    The  pedagogue  replied,  with  a  flourish  of 
Ws  hand,  "Tardat  venientibus  ossa;*'  adding,  however, 
in  plain  English,  "besides,  I  have  dined,  long  ago — at  2 
tfdock ;"  and  then,  though  Moses  endeavoured  to  guage 
the  breadth,  and  depth,  of  his  new  pupil's  acquirements  in 
the  different  branches  of  the  tree  of  knowledge,  by  tesscla- 
ting  his  discourse  with  fragmentary  queries  respecting 
grammar,    orthography,    history,    as    in  presenti,    and 
even  wedging  in  a  fragment  of  geography,  as  far  as  the 
terribly  intersected   railway-map,    from    Paddington    to 
Twaddleton  would  admit.     Notwithstanding  and  never- 
theless, sociability  was  by  no  means  promoted    It  may 
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be  that  condiments,  whether  cnlinary  or  intellectiial,  to 
give  a  zest  to  the  feasts  should  be  used,  with  moderatioii 
and  discretion.  The  Irishman's  apple-pie  was  quite  spoilt^ 
by  being,  according  to  his  orders,  made  all  of  quince& 
And,  perhaps  for  the  same  reason,  the  most  suffocatingly 
stupid  social  rSunion  in  the  whole  world,  is  a  congress  of 
European  savants,  at  Florence,  or  Bologna  In  a  word, 
the  great  secret  of  real  wisdom,  is  to  foUow  the  Vicar  of 
Wakefield's  plan,  and  do  as  he  did  on  the  mooiorable 
occasion  of  his  giving  Olivia,  and  Sophia^  half-a-crown  to 
get  their  fortunes  told; — ^be  sometimes  tired  of  ''being 
always  wise." 

Still,  nothing  is'  utterly  un|)r(>/i/able  in  this  world,  how* 
ever  "  flat,"  and  "  stale,"  it  may  be ;  and,  at  the  end  of  this 
three  quarters  of  an  hour  s  penance,  Moses  Bumpus  as- 
certained, not  without  a  chuckle  of  inward  satisfaction, 
that  lie  had  eveiything  to  teach  his  new  tyro  ;  and  Wal- 
ter, with  a  sigh,  that  he  had  everything  to  learn.  So, 
that,  welcome  as  Bob  s  return,  would  have  been  to 
Walter,  imder  any  circumstances,  it  was  doubly  so  now;  more 
esi)ecially,  ai>  the  schoohiiaster,  upon  his  brother  s  advent^ 
took  out  a  large  silver  turnip  of  a  watch  ;  and  con- 
sulting its  wliite  face,  announced  that  he  had  some  matters 
to  arrange  down  at  the  Church  ;  for  torpid  as  Boredom  is 
in  itself,  yet  like  the  snail  tribe  in  general,  it  possesses  a 
certain  sort  of  electricity,  which  it  never  can  impart  to 
others,  without  itself  feeling  a  reciprocatory  shock  ;  and 
therefore,  he  also  felt  a  relief  in  his  brother  s  return,  to 
end  the  tete-a-tete,  and  relieve  guard. 

*'  But,  just  as  he  was  leaving  the  room,  having  first 
hojied  that  **  Master  Selden  would  make  himself  comforta- 
ble, and  ask  for  anything  he  wanted."  Robert  Bumpus 
called  out  after  him, — 
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"  HaUo  I  Moses, — I  never  told  you  how  our  house  is 
.  honoured,  because  I  did  not  know  it  till  to-day  myself ; 
but  Master  Walter  is  a  descendant  of  the  writer  of  that 
great  big  book  you  set  such  store  by  ;  and  call  the  great 
John  Selden,  and  look  here  ;  he  has  brought  two  more  of 
bis  books  with  him  ;  and  as  I  always  hate  to  see  families 
disunited,  I  think  you  ought  to  bring  up  the  head  of  the 
funily,   and  let  it  stand  beside  these  two;   and  then  . 
Master  Walter  would  feel  as  if  he  had  some  of  his  rela- 
tions about  him,  and  moreover,  can    do    as  relations 
generally  do  by  each  other, — ^put  them  on  the  shel^ — 
whenever  they  are  in  his  way/' 

''You  don't  mean  it,''  cried  Moses,  looking  at  Walter 
mth  a  look  of  almost  veneration,  "well !  I  do  indeed  feel 
honoured  at  having  a  descendant  of  the  great  John  Selden 
^  a  pupil  in  my  humble  school !  Surely,  he  shall  have 
the  *  Analectum  Anglo  BrUannicvm '  up  here ;  who  has 
80  good  a  right  to  it  ? " 

And  so  saying,  he  disappeared,  and  returned  in  a  few 
seconds,  with  the  thick,  black  leather,  brass-clasped,  volume. 
"  There  !  "  said  Bob,  placing  it  on  a  small  book-shelf^ 
teide  its  two  parchment  brethren.  "There,  Master  Walter ; 
there's  Uncle  John ;  and  mind,  if  ever  they  don't  use  you  well, 
yoa  come  and  whisper  the  matter  to  him  ;  by  just  turning 
down  a  dog's  ear,  on  one  of  his  leaves,  and  see  if  he  don't 
bring  them  to  book  ;  at  least,  if  he  don't,  Bob  Bumpus  will" 
Walter  laughed  at  the  idea  of  that  burly  old  book 
being  called  Uncle  John,  and  made  the  recipient  of  his 
complaints  ;  and  then,  in  order  to  thank  the  schoolmaster 
for  having  given  up  his  favourite  to  him,  he  said  for  the 
second  time  that  day,  drawing  forth  the  gold  Jacobas, — 

'*(NiI    if  yon  please,  sir,  here  is  another  thing  that 
bdoDged  to  my  uncle,  John  Selden.'' 
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Mofies  Bumpus  took  the  aacred  relic  in  lam  bind, 
and  gazed  upon  it  with  that  sort  ot  deferential  att&ctioa, 
which  only  bibliomaniacsy  and  arehsBologiana,  are  ewpBble 
oi^  and  the  poor  Field-Meary  schoolmaater,  being  both, 
gave  the  coin  a  doable  ahare  of  admiration,  and  in  his 
secret  soul,  would  (had  he  dared  ta  have  broached  such  a 
thing  to  his  family)  have  gladly  compounded,  instead  ef 
taking  the  <£^50  a  year,  to  hare  given  Walter  board  and 
tuition,  for  that  single  piece  of  gold ;  but  as  he  dared  na% 
after  ffmig  on  it  for  some  time  intently,  he  returned  it 
with  a  sigh,  and  then  said — 

''Oh!  by  the  bye,  Master  Selden,  my  dear,  tiiere  ia  a 
loose  sheet  of  old  Ma  pasted  into  the  fly-leaf  of  tike 
*  Analectubi  A5GLO  BRiTAioncnM,'  just  in  one  conier,. 
at  the  top, — of  which,  you  will  please  to  be  ffery  easeful, 
OS  I  would  not  lose  it  for  a  bishopric ;  I'll  show  it  to  you," 
added  he,  taking  down  the  precious  volume,  with  no  small 
degree  of  conscious  pride,  as  he  displayed  the  thin  piece  of 
yellow-ribbed-discoloured  paper,  which  had  evidently,  by  the 
holes  in  its  ragged  selvedges,  been  torn  out  of  a  oommon*- 
place  book,  and  was,  indeed,  nothing  less,  than  a  stray  leaf 
from  the  Original  Diary  (truly  original !  in  every  way)  of 
Elias  Ashmole,  the  antiquary,  and  ran  as  follows: — 
165G.    "April  20,  5  h.  post  mend — I  bruised  my  great 

toe,  with  the  fall,  of  a  great  form.     Sept  22d,  I 

fell  ill  of  the  tooth  ach,  which  continued  thne 

days." 
1670.    "  July  5.— I  fell  ill  of  a  surfet ;  but,  thanks  be  ftr 

God,  I  recovered  the  next  day." 
1674.    "Dec  18.— Mr.  LiUy  (the famous  astrologer)  fell 

sick,  and  was  let  blood  in  his  left  fbot^  a  Httla 

above  the  ancle.     New  moon  the  day  before^  and 

the  sun  eclipsed." 
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kbalii  af  lAB^apaehifliekanedwKiter,  ifcwonU 
a;  again  ^  fill  aiek  f  bat  it  would  be  imposaiUe  to 
1,  w&h  tiie  flame  graiilue  wimxtiss  that  he  did,  the 
1^  and  progrBigi>  of  hia  iUness.  Suffice  it,  therefinre,  to 
!■*  Bobert  Bonqnia  loaied!  in  the  most  unfeeling 
■i;  ofer  tfaeae  detaib,  and  then  the  diary  pro- 
ri  aa  fellows : — 

"September  29tiL— I  bled  with  leeches." 
L   ^  April  11. — ^I  took  early  in  the  morning,  a  good 

dose  of  dixir,  and  hnng  three  spiders  about  my 

neck,  and  they  drove  Hie  ague  away — Deo  graOas." 
VhSL,  ym  were  a  prBcioos  old  woman,  and  no  mis- 
rko^edBoh. 

Old  woman !"  echoed  his  brother,  indignantly,  as  he 
DBtly  smoothed  down  the  precious  sibylline  leaf, 
imng  tiiese  antiquated  bulletins,  of  the  now  antique 
iqaiy's  health,  and  closed  the  voluma  **  Old  woman ! 
I  Aflhmole  an  old  woman  I  One  of  the  most  learned 
pwiiiiw,  and  amiable-men,  that  ever  lived.'' 
KA — wril — ^Moses,  I  don't  say  but  nature  may  have 
f,  inftnded  to  make  a  man  of  him ;  fer  poordear 
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old  mother  Nature  !  she's  often  thwarted  in  her  deogna 
But  what  with  the  pills  and  their  consequences,  the  elixirs, 
the  leeches,  and  the  spiders !  add  them  up  as  I  will,  I 
cannot  make  anything  but  a  very  respectable  old  lady,  of 
Elias  Ashmole,  Esq.  Now,  it's  quite  different  with  *  the 
great  John.*  I  give  in  there,**  concluded  Bob,  looking 
kindly,  not  to  say  penitentially,  at  his  brother ;  on  the 
gouty  feet  of  whose  crotchets,  even  when  he  could  not 
sympathize  with  them,  he  never  liked  to  tread  too 
hardly. 

"Well,  good  evening  once  more,  my  dear,"  said  the 
schoolmaster  to  his  new  pupiL  "  Good  evening,  Eobert,** 
added  he,  more  in  sorrow  than  in  anger,  nodding  to  his 
brother. 

"  One — two — three,  and  away  !  Go  in,  and  win.  Birch 
against  the  field  !  But  just  send  Polly  Flog,  that  boy  of 
the  lasses,  up  here  to  take  away  the  dinner  things ;  for, 
as  I  don't  see  any  more  pudding,  I  take  it  for  granted 
that  no  one  will  take  any  more.  Polly  Flog,  that  boy  of 
the  lasses,  is  Greek,  Master  Walter,  for  Polly  the  maid  of 
all  work.  She  christened  herself,  before  she  was  here 
twenty-four  hours,  and  learnt  all  this  Greek,  by  only  once 
putting  her  head  into  the  school-room,  where  she  was 
sent  with  a  message ;  and  she  now  speaks  the  dead  lan- 
guages like  a  native — that  is,  she  is  perfectly  silent  upon 
them." 

"  And  will  she  put  me  to  bed  in  Greek — and  must  I 
always  speak  to  her  in  Greek  V  asked  Walter,  in  con- 
siderable alarm. 

"  No,  no,"  said  Bob,  with  an  oracular  look.  "  Any  one 
who  really  understands  the  genius,  and  proper  idiom,  of 
the  dead  languages,  knows  that  they  are  always  beckoned, 
and  not  spoken ;  for  who  ever  heard  of  a  talkative  ghost  T 
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b^*  nid  Moeea,  as  he  was  about  to  doee  th^ 
d  almoflt  fixrgotten  a  message  I  had  for  yon, 
iitnip,  np  at  the-  White  Hart,  who  has  had 
t  great  baigain,  and  choice  of  his  twodouble- 
0%  from  a  servant  of  Ciomet  ScampingtonX  of 
Hmt  Hnssara  One  is  an  Egg,  and  the  other 
nd  he  told  me  to  ask  yon  which  was  oon^- 

depends^"  said  Bob,  who  had  akeady  began 
ferent  arrangements  about  the  room,  and 
ler  nonplussed  as  to  what  to  do  with,  and 
t^  Mr&  Momington's  avalanche  of  tracts,  and 
d  spread  them  out  over  two  chairs^  so  as  to 
fficulty  well  in  the  £ace.  '*  Entirely  depends. 
ioachinff — decidedly,  and  therefore,  they  would 
or  Will  Catnip ;  but,  for  honest  Fred,  I  should 
a  Manton,  before  any  gun  yet  made." 
!  ha ! "  laughed  Moses,  who  was  by  no  means 
•r  impervious  to  a  joke,  as  he  knew  the  ancients, 
r  other  barbarisms,  were  great  punsters.  **■  Very 
[11  tell  him  so ; "  and,  closing  the  door,  the 
r,  this  time,  effectually  took  his  departure. 
led  away,  arranging  the  rooms,  and  making 
^ — ^more  especially  with  two  waifs  that  he 
comer-cupboard,  consisting  of  two  old  wine 
irmerly  called  a  black  jack,  and  its  more  femi- 
\g  lesser,  half  a  demirjean,  the  former,  not 
IVencb  postillion's  jack  boot — only  made  of 
swter — ^with  a  lip,  and  a  cov^r  to  it. 
odd  Mr.  Bumpus,  winking  his  right  eye,  and 
)  forefinger  of  his  right  hand  perpendicularly 
d  of  his  nose,  "  those  monks  were  jolly  old 


14S  IHB  WOBLD  AMD  SB  WIFB; 

""'TheyAwWeat!  ^ecmldeat-* 
And  their  food  WM  alwajg  good; 

AndM  for  drink !  and  as  for  drink! 
Why  70tt  knoir,  the/ wore  a  hood.' 

^  For  that  ntatter^thejr  say,  that  one  Friar  Qii%  is  troubled 
wiHi  indigeatioii,  eiren  in  his  grav^  and  so  to  get  rid  of 
post  mortem  dyspepsia^  of  fine  moonlight  May  nighta^ 
having  been  a  Cornish  num,  he  goes  his  xomids  of  ihe 
meadow  at  Furry*  time ;  as  he  used  with  ''the  grqr-goose 
quill,  hie  to  the  green  wood,  to  bring  home  the  summer, 
and  the  May — o  1 " 

''Whatl  a  ghost?''  said  Walter,  looking moro  surprise4p 
than  pleased. 

''  GhoBt !  no,  pooh !  nonsense/'  rejoined  Bob,  fearing 
the  spirit,  he  had  evoked,  or  at  least,  the  effect^  it  might 
have  01)  his  auditor. 

^'Ghosts,  Master  Walter,  are  souls,  without  bodies; 
whereas,  monks,  ministers,  mothers-in-law,  and  raUway 
directors,  are  just  the  very  reverse, — ^bodies,  without 
souls," 

And  then,  seizing  a  pillow,  for  a  paunch,  and  enveloping 
himself  head  and  all,  in  a  brown  railway-wrapper,  which 
with  a  cord  from  one  of  the  trunks,  converted  him  on  the 
spot,  into  an  admirable  fnar.  Bob  Bumpus,  forthwith  en-* 
toned  a  whole  mass,  through  his  nose,  with  very  proficme 
words,  and  altogether  performed  so  many  antics,  ably 

•  Furry'day,  supposed  to  bo  Flora's  day: — Celebrated 
with  many  quaint  (>ld  customs,  and  a  saturnalia  of  high  and 
low,  on  the  8th  of  May,  at  Helstone,  in  Cornwall,  with 
morris-dances,  and  songs ;  the  chief  refhun  of  the  latter 
being.  "  A  going  wi^h  the  grey-goose  quill  to  the  green  wood, 
to  bring  home  the  simmier,  and  the  May — o."  , 


Mtifltal  hj  T^ttm^  tbftt  Wfltef  w$M  m  oomrolsUm  of 
jAtighter,  tiU  Mrsr  iPumpii^  h«rs^  brought  up  t^  md 
^  lightfi^  wd  "lioped  the  yocmg  g^tl^ww  W48  ^cm- 
f[>rtablQ^  wd  woald  please  to  aak  for  whatever  be  wmM-" 
And,  jw  18  geofindly  the  case  when  iek)  invited,  we  itf^e  mre 
teget  what  we  ion't  wontr 

A  Ipioclring  of  a  pane  on  the  sitting-room  doar,  at  tii»t 

moment^  hemlded  the  entmioe  of  Teirpt^  Quirks,  who, 

darting  his  glaneee  into  the  fdur  com^s  of  the  room  at 

puce,  upon  the  same  croMing»  and  plashing,  prinoipie  that 

the  &vr  Jaiitting  needlps  thrust^  and  pany,  in  tJ^e  ^hrifiii^ 

lion  of  a  stocking ;  he  fdso^^ 

**  'Oped  Master  Seiden  felt  quite  'sppy  pnd  eomfortablef 

'*  Yes,  titank  yon/'  siMd  Walter,  hanging  down  his  head» 

**  I  have  been  very  happy  and  comfortable  all  the  evening." 

This  was  said  in  a  sort  pf  sighing,  adagiQ  retrospective 

^V-Qice,  which,  to  an  intruder  of  a  sensitive  disposition, 

'^^ould  have  plainly  filled  up  the  hiatus  left  ^ni  the  ''  have 

^ce»  " — with  "  tiU  you  gaw^" 

But  Terps  Quirker  was  not  of  a  sensitive  nature,  for,  was 
ixe  not  an  attorney,  and  a  Twaddletonian  ?  So,  shoulder* 
i^^g  his  umbrella  d-Za  Paul  Pry,  be  saii  "  be  felt  most 
l^^roud  and  'appy  to  'ear  it/' 

*'  May  I  ofier  you  a  cup  of  tea,  sir  ? "  s^d  Bob,  who  as 
^<irgo  al  factotum,  was  also  master  of  the  revels, 

"  Not  hany,  thank  you  ;  I  promised  to  take  a  'ot  supper 
^th  my  cousin  I^arpent  at  10  ;  so  Master  Seiden,  my  dear, 
I  sh/ill  wish  you  good  bye;  but  Tm  often  down  at 
Twaddleton,  and  I  shall  pft  take  a  lopk  np  at  Field- 
iPlenry,  to  see  'ow  you  are  getting  hon !  and  Miss  Jetson, 
the  huly  that  travelled  down  with  us,  in  the  rail,  as  been 
good  ^npugh  to  hinyite  you  hup  to  Hemmet  111,  and  at 
Matchlock  'Q^m,  ypull  &^  ^  MiiM  Worrybmoy'  young 


144  THE  WOBLD  AKD  HIS  WIFE; 

ladies,  and  if  you  ave  any  military  hardour,  the  back  win- 
ders of  Matchlock  Ouse,  look  hont  hon  the  barrack-yard, 
so  you  may  get  a  chance  to  see  the  Cherry  Pant  Hussars 
doing  their  hexercise.  But  hif,  on  the  contrary,  your 
hardour  lies  in  the  arts  of  hoak,  or  naval  line,  has  you  walk 
along  the  beach,  at  Beechcroft^  honly  three  miles  fix)m 
this,  you'll  see  lots  of  vessels  sailing  about,  and  'The 
Mermaid,'  a  small  public-house^^  on  the  heast  cliff,  is  gene- 
rally full  of  jolly  tars.  So  you  see,  there's  lots  of  fun, 
one  way  or  the  bother,  about  the  placa  But  I  must  be 
hoff,  for  Larpent  has  a  Wexford  barnacle  for  supper,  and 
he  d  never  forgive  me  hif  it  was  hover  done,  hand,"  (wink- 
ing at  Bob)  "  I  should  be  sorry  to  offend  him,  for  it  is  not 
heverywhere,  you  can  get  such  a  bottle  of  wine,  as  at  Quirker 
Larpent's." 

"  Naturally,  sir,''  said  Mr.  Bumpus,  **  for  I  take  it,  that 
the  wine-merchant  is  the  very  reverse  of  the  shoemaker's 
wife  ;  and  that,  though  nobody  is  worse  shod  than  the 
latter,  no  one  is  better  bottled  than  the  former." 

"  He  !  he  !  he  !  clearly, — clearly, — and  Larpent  is  rather 
hinclined  to  be  his  own  best  customer." 

"  That's  what  may  be  called  an  inclined  plain,  I  should 
think" 

"  Ha !  ha !  ha !  well  good  bye  again.  Master  Selden,  my 
dear  ;  hany  message  to  your  granmar?' 

"  Only  my  love  to  her,"  said  Walter,  in  a  tremulous  voice 

**  To  writing  letter,  with  love  to  granmar,"  said  Terps, 
taking  out  his  pocket-book,  and  entering  it  as  a  memo- 
randum, '*  hand,  I  promise  you,  Master  Selden,'*  added 
he,  as  he  closed  the  book,  and  returned  it  to  his  pocket, 
"  that  you  shall  receive  hevery  hatom  of  love  your  grand- 
'  send  hin  return,  without  one  fraction  deduction 
iios coaaobmm,  hor  conveyancing." 
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With  a  nod  to  Bob,  and  another  giggle,  Mr.  Terps 
Qoiiker  took  his  departure  for  the  far  more  congenial 
sodely  of  his  Coosin  Larpent,  the  wine-merchant,  and  the 
Wexford  Barnacle." 

"Ugh !"  muttered  Bob,  as  the  attorney  closed  the  door. 
"There  .goes  one  of  Old  Nick's  get,  with  red  ink  in  his 
veios  for  blood,  parchment  for  skin,  red-tape  for  sinews, 
fookes^  for  his  noddle,  and  Indian-rubber  for  a  con- 
sdence  ! ! ! ''  After  this  scarcely  audible  soliloquy,  he 
added  aloud,  walking  over  to  the  chairs  where  he  had 
placed  the  Tracts,  collecting  them  all  in  one  fell  swoop, 
in  his  arms,  and  bringing  them  over  to  the  table — 

''Well,  Master  Walter, — ^whatmt^fte,  must  be;  there- 
fore, there  never  is  any  use  in  shirking  it ;  so,  as  she  has 
thought  fit  to  make  a  branch  j)ost-ofl&ce  of  us,  we  must 
just  take  a  look  at  Madam  Momington's  letters  of  credit 
on  Heaven,  and  consider  the  best  way  of  forwarding 
them  to  their  address,  and  he  read  out 

"'Be  Ye  Lift  Up;' 

BEING 

The  Tenth  Issue,  op  the  Fiest  Sebies 

OF 

The  ATAT  Aek  op  Salvation 
Tbact  Society." 

"Be  ye  lift  up!"  repeated  Mr.  Bumpus.      "Then  by 

George,  ye  «Aafl  be  lift  up.    Truly  it  w  an  ill  wind  that 

hlowB  nobody  good,"   and  he  rubbed  his  hands,  with  an 

air  of  Eubeeji  !    exultation,  as    he   walked  over  to  the 

hell,  which  rang  outside,  like  an  alarum-bell,  so  as  to  be 

heard  across  the  field  in  his  mother's  kitchen,  and  roused 

it  into  a  loud  peaL 

"  PoUy,  my  dear/'  said  he,  as  soon  as  that  ubiquitous 

YOU  JL  L 
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damsel  had  responded  to  the  summons,  ''Ask  your  m 
to  make  me  a  large  basin  of  paste,  such  as  ihej  | 
paper  on  walls  with,  and  send  it  up  immediately,  nil 
pair  of  scissors  and  a  ball  of  twine ;  and  you  go  into 
tool-house,  where  I  keep  my  fishing-tackle,  and  yi 
see  a  lot  of  fresh,  unpealed  osiers,  tied  together,  stavi 
in  one  comer.  They  are  long,  but  not  heavy ;  ao  ^ 
bring  them  up  here,  with  the  paste,  the  twine^  and 
scissors." 

''  And  please,  zur,  doe'e  want  the  fishing-things ;  I 
to  bring  they,  too  ?" 

**  If  it*s  not  an  impertinent  question,— -what  part  «! 
country  do  you  come  from  P* 

''  I  was  bred  and  bom  at  Sniven's  Fann,  jiat  beg 
Twaddleton,  plase  zur." 

''Ah!  I  thought  so;  and  what  made  yon  1 
Sniven's  Farm  f* 

"  Cause  zur,  Mrs.  Sniven's  she  died,  plase  jsnr." 

"It  seems  she  did  so,  whether  I  pleased  or  not; 
I  never  even  heard  of  her  being  ilL  She  was  quite  ^ 
three  months  ago.  What  did  she  die  of?  who  atten 
her, — ^what  doctor?" 

"  Oh,  plase  zur,  she  died  easy.  She  hadn't  no  doct 
she  was  tookt  bad  at  nine  o*clock  on  the  Monday  nij^ 
was  dead  afdre  ten,  and  was  crowned*  on  the  Tool 
•morning ;  and  after  that,  when  she  was  a  cut  up  by 
doctors,  they  said  as  it  wam't  nobody's  faulty — that 
was  obliged  to  die-like,  —  and  couldn't  have  done 
otherwise, — ^if  so  be,  as  she'd  a  swallowed  all  the  pig 
in  the  potecarie's  shop." 

•  In  the  western  counties  of  England,  wheneYer  a  eB 
ner's  inquest  is  held  upon  a  deceased  person,  the 
people  invariably  call  it  being  "  crowned  !** 
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^  Poor  soul !  Well,  you  may  go  now,  PoUy,  and  make 
haste  back;  and  you  need  not  bring  the  fishing-rods; 
because  you  see,  upon  account  of  there  being  no  water  in 
tiiese  rooms,  beyond  what  is  in  the  tea-kettle,  and  the  can 
in  the  next  room,  the  fish  won't  rise  to  the  sur&ce.  So  I 
should  only  waste  my  time,  as  I  might  fish  here,  till  you 
became  a  duchess,  Polly,  and  catch  nothing.  Now,  off 
mth  you;  and  mind,  Fm  not  proud, — I  don't  want 
diamonds,  only  paste." 

''How  fiomny !  of  her  to  want  to  bring  the  fishing-rods 
19  here !  at  this  time  of  night,  too ;  it  isn't  as  if  you 
bd  been  going  out  even,"  laughed  Walter. 

''That's  the  way  they  are  in  this  part  of  the  world, 
Master  Walter;  when  tiiey  do  get  hold  of  an  idea,  it's 
always  the  wrong  one,  and  they  never  can  get  another  to 
meet  it,  and  put  it  in  the  right  way.     In  fact,  they  are 
always  making  knee-buckles  for  Highlanders,  and  watch- 
pockets  for  sheep  ;  and,  if  you  asked  them  to  build  you  a 
lumse,  they  would  begin  with  the  chimneys,  and  then 
complain,  that  they  could  not  get  the  bricks  to  stick 
tog^er." 
"But  what  do  you  want  the  paste  for  V 
"  You'll  see  when  it  comes.  Master  Walter ;  will  you 
have  any  more  teaf ' 
"  No  more  thank  you." 

"  Well,  then,  111  put  all  the  cups  and  plates,  upon  the 
tray,  ready  for  Polly  to  take  away,  for  I  shall  require 
the  whole  length  and  breadth,  of  the  table  for  my 
operations." 
"Why,  what  are  you  going  to  do  T  re-urged  Walter. 
**  Only  a  little  cutting-up  work,  for  Madam  Morning- 
ten's  dead  matter,  as  the  doctors  did  by  poor  Mrs 
Snivena  ;"  and,  suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  Mr.  Bum* 

L  2 


148  THB  WOBLD  AND  HIS  WIFE  ; 

pas  most  irreverently  tore  one  of  the  ^  Be  ye  Lift  Up^' 
aeries  in  two. 

"Oh  !  but  won't  she  be  angry  ¥'  said  Walter,  in  grea 
alarm,  as  he  re-called  the  stem,  implacable  looks  of  tb 
donor. 

"  I  teQ  you  what,  Master  Walter,  I  know  Fm  very  & 
from  being  what  I  ought  to  be ;  but  even  the  worst  ma; 
know  what's  right,  and  say  it  You  read  your  Bible,  an 
80  Mr.  Langston  will  tell  you,  too ;  and  avoid  Tract 
as  you  would  toadstools,  for  both,  wear  the  semblance  o 
wholesome  and  palatable  food,  and  both  are  equal^ 
poisonous,  only  one's,  the  humbug  of  meadows,  and  tb 
other,  the  humbug  of  mea  Tracts,  indeed ! — Whatf  s  th 
use  of  Tracts,  when  we  have  the  Bible  ?  With  welli 
springs,  and  fountains,  people  must  be  fools  indeed,  t 
draw  muddy  water  from  dykes  and  ditchea  But^  a 
Madam  Momington's  orders  are,  that  these  little  puddle 
are  to  be  lifted  up, — why  they  shall  be  lifted  up." 

Here,  Polly  returned  with  all  the  things  she  had  bee 
sent  for ;  and  Bob,  to  save  time,  put  the  tray  with  th 
tea-things  into  her  hands,  and  told  her  to  be  careful  an 
not  fall  as  she  went  down  those  crazy,  old  winding  stain 
adding,  "  For,  Polly,  my  dear,  I  should  like  to  see  yo 
well  married,  and  happy  and  comfortable  at  home  wit 
your  mother-in-law ;  only  don't  be  in  too  great  a  hun 
about  it,  cause,  you  see,  according  to  the  present  fiishio 
as  wedding  rings  is  wore,  husbands,  for  the  most  part^  i 
like  the  Yankee's  horse,  very  hard  to  catch,  and  wort 
nothing  when  caught.  There,  mind  how  you  goes,"  coi 
tinned  he,  holding  the  light  at  the  head  of  the  stairs,  t 
the  giggling  Polly,  "  best  leg  foremost,  is  always  the  rul 
in  respect  to  gals  as  well  as  tables ;  and,  when  yon'i 
about  serious  business,  as  at  present,  there  should  wy{ 
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be  no  knghing  but  in  your  sleeve,  cause  ikerey  it's  sure  to 

get  well  cuffed,  if  it's  heard.    There,  mind  the  turn;  that's 

it;— now,  mind,  again,  for  one  good  turn  deserves  another, 

ttd  it's  just  the  same  with  bad  ones,  of  which  these  stairs 

If  ML    Steady!"  for  here,  the  cups  and  saucers  began  to 

Jnttle,  from  Polly's  increased  giggling,  **  don't  let  us  hear 

«f  no  more  upsets  in  China^  cause,  as  it  aint  never  no- 

hoAfs  &ult^  nobody  can't  mend  it.    Wogh,"  cried  Mr. 

Sompus,  finally,  when  the  maid  and  the  tea-things,  had 

jorived  safely  at  the  last  step,  after  which  he  returned,  and 

abut  to  the  door,  and  having  replaced  the  candle  on  the 

tables  he  drew  from  his  waistcoat-pocket,  a  couple  of  small 

clasp  knives,  and  pushing  one  over  to  Walter,  and  at  the  same 

time  selecting,  and  handing  him  one  of  the  stoutest  and 

most  supple  of  the  osiers,  he  said,  ''  Now,  Master  Walter, 

you  peel  away,  while  I  paste." 

Walter,  like  all  boys,  delighted  at  getting  a  stick  and  a 
knife  into  his  hand,  set  to  work,  without  any  farther 
questions,  while  Bob,  taking  off  his  coat,  and  then  bring- 
ing a  towel  out  of  the  bed-room,  and  tying  it  roimd  his 
neck,  as  if  about  to  be  shaved,  and  rolling  up  his  shirt- 
sleeves, immediately  commenced  a  hattue  among  the 
Tracts,  which,  having  snapped  the  slender  thread  that 
bound  them  together,  he  spread  out  sheet  by  sheet,  on  the 
table,  and  reunited  the  margins,  till  he  had  attained  a 
goodly  standard,  about  the  size  of  the  imited  colunms  of 
The  Times,  having,  also,  during  his  own  process  of  an- 
nexation, given  Walter  another  long  osier  to  peeL 

"  Tve  peeled  this  second  one,"  cried  he,  at  last. 

"  Very  well — thank  you,  Master  Walter  ;  now  I  must 
just  spread  this  paper  out  over  the  backs  of  two  chairs,  to 
let  it  dry,  before  I  make  it  ship-shape." 

**  What^  are  you  going  to  make  a  ship  ?" 


RffWriir:!!?" 


Walter  obeyed,  all  eyes,  and  never  onoe  withdrc 

from  the  movements  of  Bob's  hands,  as  the; 
each  osier,  to  try  its  temper  as  it  were,  then 
thin  taper  end  of  one,  and  next,  placing  the  ot 
Walter's  hand.  "Now,  Master  Walter,  hold 
yon  please,  and  don't  let  go,  on  any  account," ; 
Mr.  Bnmpus  made,  with  the  point  of  his  knife 
incision  in  the  thick  part  of  the  osier  that  h 
then  cutting  to  a  flat  point,  the  end  of  the  one  \ 
held,  he  inserted  and  doye-tailed  it  so  neatl 
orifice,  that  it  would  not  have  been  without  c 
merit  as  a  surgical  operation,  had  it  been  perf 
living  limb,  instead  of  on  an  amputated  stick,  i 
he  bound  the  twain,  in  a  compulsoiy  mann( 
with  twine,  and  farther  rendered  the  union  i 
by  pulling  a  piece  of  cobbler's  waz  (a  luxuiy 
he  was  never  improvided)  out  of  his  pockety  m 
the  pieces  of  twine  with  it  into  a  coercive  ui 
completed  the  fetter,  by  keeping  them  for  some 
his  thumb.  The  satisfactoiy  result  was,  that  t 
way  of  their  own  left^  but  were  absolutely  obli^ 
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i«i%,  only  erer  could  have  been  grown,  in  the  royal 
girdeof  at  Brobdignag. 

'Oh I  cried  Walter,  clapping  his  hands  in  great 
**  I  know  what  you  are  going  to  make  now — a 
kter 

"  Jnat  80^"  responded  Mr.  Bompns,  laying  the  huge 
sheet  of  pasted  Tracts  npon  the  table,  placing  the  frame- 
woi^  of  the  kite  npon  them.  Seizing  the  scissorsin  order 
to  cat  the  paper  to  the  shape  of  the  frame,  only  leaving 
margin  enough  to  paste  round  the  rim,  and  turning  up 
his  qres,  in  a  manner  that  the  Bey.  Aminadab  Scuttledust 
nii^t  hare  coreted  for  one  of  his  most  serious  discourses  at 
"The  Atat"  "Just  so— a  kite  I  to  pounce  upon  Madam 
Momington's  lambs  !  '  Be  ye  lift  up,'  my  little  dears  ; 
and  so  ye  shall,  by  the  first  jolly  good  wind  that  blows.'' 

With  a  little  more  cutting,  and  a  little  more  pasting, 
the  body  of  the  monster  kite,  was  soon  completed,  and 
nothing  remained  to  be  done  to  it,  but  the  ohl^ato  em- 
bellishments of  the  long  tail  of  paper  bows. 

**I  wonder  why  it  ib,"  said  Walter,  as  he  helped  to 
cut  and  fSasten,  the  ornaments  in  question,  ''that  they 
ahrays  put  these  useless  sort  of  paper  jags  to  the  end  of 
kites  r 

"Ah  1  when  you're  older.  Master  Walter,  you'll  know 
that  nothing  rises  in  the  world,  however  trumpery,  and 
worthless  it  may  be  in  itself,  without  having  a  long  train 
of  still  greater  trumpery  following  in  its  train,  and  my 
belief  is,  that  if  the  Evil  One  had  only  wings,  there's  not  a 
man  in  Ibgland;  that  would  object  to  being  tied  to  his 
tail,  seeing  how  closely  they  follow  his  track  as  it  is." 

"They  must  be  very  wicked,  then,  if  they  did,"  said 
Walter. 

"They  are  very  wicked,  and  no  mistake,"  rejoined  Mr. 
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Bmnpus,  cutting  the  last  piece  of  twine  that  attached  Um 
last  paper  tag  to  the  kite,  with  &r  greater  energy,  thanUu 
fragile  and  unresisting  nature  of  tiie  materials  seemed  U 
require.  "There!  now  I've  only  to  make  a  lon|^ 
barrelled-shaped  piece  of  wood,  which  Fll  do  in  a  trioe 
and  wind  off  the  ball  of  twine  upon  it ;  and  thou^  I  sai 
it,  that  shouldn't  say  it,  I  don*t  think  such  a  kite  has  eva 
been  seen  in  Twaddleton — though  they're  always  flyiiif 
kites  there, — and  so  ought  to  be  pretty  good  judgea" 

"I  wish  it  was  not  so  late,  that  I  might  go  out^  a2id  ^ 
my  nice  big  kite  to-night" 

"  No,  that  would  never  do  ;  for  it  mast  be  thoroagUI] 
dry  first.  Master  Walter." 

**  And  will  it  take  long  drying  ? " 

"  Not  so  long  as  if  it  was  made  of  more  sensible  paper 
for  Tracts,  and  that  sort  of  rubbish,  are  naturally  dry.  S( 
to-morrow,  by  the  time  yoiiVe  said  your  lessons,  and  hac 
your  ride  on  Solomon,  it  will  be  in  high  condition  ;  ami 
as  I'm  going  over  to  Beechcroft  at  four  in  the  afternoon 
I'll  ask  my  brother  to  let  you  go  with  me,  and  there'j 
always  a  meny  breeze  along  the  beach  there  ;  and  it  wil 
be  jolly  flying  it  as  we  go,  and  much  safer,  than  launching 
our  huge  dove  so  near  the  *  Ark,'  where  it  was  sent  out 
from,  to  look  for  something  green,  but  did  not  succeed 
quite  as  weU  as  Noah's  dove." 

"  Oh !  how  good  you  are,  to  make  me  such  a  famous  kitCj 
and  how  happy  I  should  be,  if  you  could  always  stay  here!'' 

"  Ah !  Master  Walter — it's  only  in  Heaven,  that  there's 
no  levanting;  that  wishes  are  discounted  by  realities,  and 
that  there's  the  capital  of  certainty,  to  meet  every  stake, 
and  that,  brings  us  to  prayers  and  bed-time — shall  we  go?" 

"  Yes,"  said  Walter,  faintly, — "  but  you  won't  go,  shall 
you?" 
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^A— BOt  to4i]|[^t— bat  to-moRoir ;  there's  ahrajs  a 
■ORinr !  to  erayihiiig  in  this  world,  Master  Walter." 
m  lAat  a  beantifbl  moon!  and  what  beaatifiil 
III"  cried  Walto;  as  he  entered  the  long,  narrow  dor^ 
hf,  and  saw  the  moon,  and  the  star-beams  in  ''length- 
I*  brjghtnw^  *long  drawn  out*  lilting  their  Inmi- 
»imjaaimn  along  the  oaken  floor,  and  athwart  the 
iijhaaiiging9  and  coferiid  of  the  bed.  ''Do  put  oat 
^Ihti'' added  ha 
Aobejred. 

Bbt  tiiat  greats  large,  beaatifid  star  won't  go  away, 
il^  that  is  shining  in,  jost  opposite  the  windowt" 
Ho,  no — ^Blaster  Walter^-^Aat^s  in  Heaven, — going 
r;  and  every  other  jockeying  is  for  this  dirty  molehill 
mrid."  And  with  great  energy,  and  in  humble  imita- 
of  Niagara^  Mr.  Bompos  seized  the  water-can,  and 
ed  oat  its  contents  into  the  sitz  bath;  and,  after 
Bg  nndressed  him  in'  dead  silence,  as  if  he  had  been 
Img  "The  glorious  and  immortal  memoiy/'  did  he 
ge  and  douche  Walter;  but  when  it  came  to  rubbing 
down,  with  the  nice  rough  Turkish  bath  towels, 
il  then,  he  completely  threw  himself  into  the  part, 
began  "  hissing"  away,  as  if  he  had  been  grooming 
Peter  Teazle,  Highflyer,  Papillon,  Snap,  Begulus, 
KXUPHIK  Akabtan,  Meteor,  Pegasus,  Gunpowder, 
Her,  Boddnghan,  Poker,  Patrick,  Schoolboy,  Cardock, 
Driver,  down  to  The  Flying  Dutchman — idl  foaled  in 
—and  that  Walter  had  been  that  One  great  hippodro- 
qointessence ! 

(Hil  thank  you,"  said  Walter,  ''you  rub  me  better 
L  Martha  used  to  do;  but  poor  Martha!  I  wish  she 
here,  for  me  to  say  my  prayers  to:  but  may  I  say 
a  to  yoa?'* 
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"No^  Master  Walter — ^not  to  me^  or  to  &r  betta 
me, — ^we  only  pray  to  Qod;  but  III  hear  you  say  thei 
thank  you  for  letting  me  do  so — ^for  I  should  like  ii 
a  prayer  into  Heaven  with  yours,  if  I  might** 

Walter  knelt  down,  and  leant  his  hands  against  B( 
knees,  as  he  had  been  in  the  habit  of  doing  against  Ms 
But  he  had  scarcely  repeated  the  first  scaitenee  c 
Lord's  Prayer,  before  the  strong  man,  upon  whom  li 
leaning,  .sank  down  and  knelt  beside  hint  The  i 
child,  in  his  long  white  robes,  pure  and  niiCTilliflii — n 
as  yet,  his  own  spirit — ^repeated  tiie  beautiful  sn 
comprehending  prayer,  in  his  low,  sweety  but  withs 
chanical  yoice.  Not  so,  the  ening — ^prone  to  ri^ 
warped  to  wrong, — ^man  beside  him,  down  whose 
cheeks,  the  unseen  tears  were  streaming,  as  he  rais 
eyes  to  Heaven  and  prayed — ^ay,  prayed,  for  her  he  1 
recently  made  his  wife,  and  for  the  future  &te  of  the 
that  knelt  beside  him;  and  as  his  hoarse  voice— 1 
with  the  throes  of  deep  feelings,  that  seldom  rose 
surface,  or  into  sound — joined  with  the  child's  i 
unimpassioned  tones  in  the  suplication  of 

''  FOBGIVE  US  CUB  TBESPASSES,  AS  WE  rOBGIVl 
THAT  TBESPASS  AGAINST  US."' 

It  is  to  be  doubted  ii^  amid  all  the  glowing  vidoni 
coming  Heaven,  vouchsafed  to  John  in  Patmos,  (sv 
ONE,  of  the  aU-glorifying,  peerless,  distinctive^  and 
eminent  triune  Qodhead)!  there  was  any,  equal  to 
which,  for  those  few  secondsf,  opened  to  that  sin-sl 
man,  as  he  mingled  his  soul-prayer,  with  the  lip-wofli 
that  guileless  child!  For  there,  for  that  brief  qM 
was  a  literal  fact,  that  "There  was  no  candle,  for  Ab 
Qod  gaveth  them  light''  There  was  no  temide— 
''  For  the  Lord,  and  the  Lamb,  were  the  temple  tlNVI 
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They  both  rose  up,  and  both  remained  silent  for  a  few 

seoonda     But,  when  Walter  had  jumped  into  bed,  and 

laid  his  head  on  the  pillow,  and  Bob  had  installed  himself 

in  the  high-backed,  broad-winged,  tapestried  chair  by  the 

bed-eide,  tiie  former  said  aloud,  in  continuation  of  his  own 

thoughts, 

''Bat  even  with  kites  and  ponies,  it's  very  cold  and 
miserable,  isn't  it,  to  be  left  all  by  one  sdf,  without  any 
^(arthas,  or  grandmothers,  in  the  world  ?  I  pray  every 
night  far  Qod  to  bless  them !  but  I  never  prayed  as  I  did 
to  night  So  /  do  hope  God  will  hear  me,  and  that  He 
wtZI  bless  them." 

"There  it  is !    That's  just  the  meaning  of  it.  Master 

Salter.    God  never  would  take  one  thing  from  us  after 

another,  as  He  does  ;  but  to  bring  us  to  Him,  to  depend 

"upon,  and  to  ask  for  all  we  want    As  long  as  our  hearts 

liave  got  a  creature  left  to  minister  to  them,  we  are  too 

mjift  to  forget  Who  it  is  that  provides  the  blessings,  of 

"^diich  they,  are  only  the  bearers  ;  but  only  let  us  get  to 

that  real  winning-post,  of  feeling  that  we  are  literally 

^Uone  in  the  world,  and  have  no  being  to  trust  to  bui  GoD, 

why  dien  it's  our  own  fault,  if  the  race  is  not  ours,  and  if 

we  don't  win.'* 

"  But  I  ^mU  see  Martha  and  grandmamma  again,  shan't 
I  r  said  Walter,  clinging  as  much  wiser,  and  older,-  hearts 
wiUdo,  to  his  own  immediate  grievance. 

"Not  a  doubt  of  it,''  responded  Mr.  Bumpus,  senten- 
tiously,  "  for  maid-servants  are  as  plentiful  as  mulberries  in 
flUk  countries ;  and  though  grandmothers  are  more  after 
the  American  aloe  pattern,  and  only  bloom  once  in  a 
hoodred  years,  yet  when  they  do  begin,  they  last  a  tre- 
mendoos  time,  and  are  not  subject  to  blight,  like  more 
tender  blossoms." 
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Then,  with  great  tact,  he  changed  the  conversation,  and 
dwelt  on  the  programme  for  the  morrow,  touching  as 
lightly  as  possible,  upon  the  scholastic  portion  of  it ;  and 
dilating  upon  the  dappled  graces  of  Solomon,  and  die 
bracing,  breezy  air,  and  elastic  velvet  sands  of  Beech- 
croft,  till  Walter  fell  asleep,  murmuring  with  the  adfiah- 
ness  of  all  childish  affections,  his  little  hand  within  Bob's, 

"  But  you  won't  go,  will  you  ?" 

And  Robert  Bumpus  did  not  go ;  he  merely,  as  the 
night  wore  on,  and  the  shadows  fell  more  coldly  along 
that  semi  cathedral-aisle-like  room,  withdrawing  from  his 
pocket  a  splendid  pocket-handkerchief,  all  crimson  and 
gold,  like  an  Eastern  sunset,  wMch  had  so  recently  formed    - 
one  of  the  Circean  attractions  of  "  Moses  and  Son,"  and  — 
twisting  it  round  his  head — not  so  much  d  la  Ture,  as  in . — 
the  less  pretending  fashion  of  a  Spanish  Empecinado, — to  -^ 
defend  his  ears  from  those  ill  winds,  that  never  do  blow    "* 
any  one  any  good,  from  their  insidious  mode  of  entering^S 
through  key-holes,  and  by  other  fairy-like  routes.   So  thirt^^ 
the  first  thing  Walter  opened  his  eyes  upon,  was  the  honest:^ 
face  of  his  faithful  guardian. 

"  Oh !  you  havn't  been  there  all  night,  I  hope  ?"  saioflE 
the  boy,  starting  up  in  bed,  with  a  blush  of  mmgled  shame^^ 
and  contrition,  as  he  remembered  the  selfishness  of  hi^^ 
last  request  before  falling  asleep. 

"  Why  not,  Master  Walter  ?  don't  you  think  me  capable^^ 
of  being  an  improvement  upon  the  old  farthing  rushlight^s^ 
and  becoming  a  child's  night-light,  eh  ?" 

**  No,  I  don't  think  you  could  improve,  or  ever  be  bet — 
ter,"  said  Walter,  leaning  his  head  affectionately  against^ 
Bob's  arm.     "  You  are  so  good  and  kind  to  me  :  nobody 
ever  was  so  kind  to  me  as  you  are." 

''  Pooh  !  pooh  I  Master  Walter ;  that's  always  the  case 
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with  noiadte&  They  never  are  kind  to  any  one ;  and  the 
first  lord  in  the  land,  may  be  what  I  call  a  nobody,  for  I 
judge  men  by  the  nature  they  are  lined  with,  and  not  by 
the  fortune  they  are  covered  with.  But  come  ;  we  must 
make  haate  ;  it's  half-past  seven,  and  the  governor  won't 
like  it,  if  you  are  not  always  punctually  in  the  school-room 
to  prayers  by  nine  o'clock ;  and  you  have  to  wash,  and 
dress,  and  breakfisist,  and  I  to  be  off  to  the  Manor,  to  look 
after  Solomon. 

Tears  came,  and  went,  stealing  joys,  and  bringing 
sorrows,  as  has  been  their  wont,  from  time  immemorial ; 
but  never,  through  the  hopes  and  fears,  the  stir  and  strife, 
the  loves,  or  the  hates,  of  the  then  unborn  future,  did 
Walter  Selden  forget  the  dense  feeling  of  utter  desolation, 
and  painful  shyness,  which  he  felt  that  morning,  on  finding 
himself  the  "  cynosure  of  wondering  eyes,"  in  that  village- 
schooL  The  Hodge  Minors  and  Clod  Majors,  nothing 
daunted,  gazed  their  fill  at  the  ''  yooung  ganUeman ;"  for, 
upon  the  same  principle  that  "  fools  rush  in,  where  angels 
£ear  to  tread,"  ignorance  knows  no  bashfulness ;  and, 
wiule  poor  Walter  felt  as  if  he  had  been  almost  guilty  of 
some  crime,  in  being  so  different  from  those  around  him, 
they  only  felt  their  vulgar  curiosity,  and  still  more  vulgar 
mirth  excited,  at  seeing  one  so  totally  unlike  themselves. 
No  wonder,  then,  that  from  that  day,  alone,  amid  a  multi- 
tade,  and  driven  back  into  himself  for  shelter,  as  all  are, 
^o  £Edl  in  meeting  sympathy  from  others,  Walter  Selden 
became    that    unhappy,   because    unnatural,   thing, — A 

PBEAJCT,  THINKING  CHILD  ! 
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CHAPTER  V. 

^HE  origin  of  names/'  says  Bruce  in  his 
in  Abyssina,"  "is  generally  obscure.  They ' 
bestowed  in  consequence  of  the  loosest  a&d  wild-  - — 
est  analogies.  Those  we  understand,  may  make  us  despair  ^'^^ 
of  the  unknown.  If  we  had  been  informed  that  the  -^ 
.Aigean  Sea  derived  its  name,  from  an  imagined  resem- 
bliuice  between  the  bounding  of  its  waves,  and  that 
goats,  what  etymologist  could  ever  have  traced  this 
strange  coincidence  of  ideas  V*  Now  Beechcroft,  on  die 
contrary, — ^which  was  formerly  spelt  Beachcroft, — at  the 
veiy  first  glance,  convinced  the  beholder  of  the  justness  of 
its  appellation  ;  for,  while  on  the  one  side,  the  blue  waves, 
with  their  white  flaky  feet,  came  bounding  merrily  on,  to 
its  smooth,  sparkling,  yellow,  beach ;  on  the  other,  was  to  be 
seen  many  a  croft — or  enclosed  field — ^thickly  wooded 
with  umbrageous  trees,  and  green  undulating  knoUs,  and 
(icdivities  alike  easy  of  ascent,  and  descent    In  shorty 
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Seedieroft^  by  analogy,  might  have  vindicated  the  apparent 
iiMXHigniities  of  Homer's  geography,  where  withinafew  lines 
we  ba?^— 

"The  great  Achilles,  stretch'd  along  the  shore, 
Where  dash'd  on  rocks,  the  broken  billows  roar, 

And  then 
Along  the  grass,  his  langiiid  members  fall.*' 

«iid  though  thus  laid  to  rest,  both  on  the  rocks,  and  the 
Stm,  he  is  awoke— 

«  Starting  from  the  sands." 

A  few  lines  further  on,  all  of  which,  would  have  been 
perfectly  feasible  at  Beechcrofb;  where,  notwithstanding 
the  velvet  verdure  of  the  sylvan  scenery  on  one  side, 
nothing  conld  be  bolder  than  the  rocks  against  which  the 
waves  in  their  eternal  warfare  lashed,  more  especially, 
those  forming  the  East  CUfT,  on  which  Terps  Quirker 
had  mentioned  that  "The  Mermaid"  public-house  was 
ntoated. 

In  a  quiet  nook  of  this  paradiseical  spot  (or,  as  the  late 
Mr.  Bobins,  and  the  present  Miss  "  Morning  Post "'  would 
express  it)  in  a  charming  cottage  om^e,  enclosed  within 
its  own  lovely  grounds,  had  Lady  Clairville  taken  refuge, 
after  her  accession  to  the  safety,  and  independence,  (for 
money  is  both,)  that  had  been  bequeathed  to  her  in  the 
<f 40,000;  and  built  and  organized,  the  really  useful 
school,  which  we  shall  describe  presently.  Everything  in 
this  world,  from  evil  to  good,  and  from  virtue  to  vice,  is 
comparative ;  and  poverty  more  so  than  any  other  evil, 
since  Intimate  poverty,  (that  is,  the  birthright  poverty) 
of  the  mechanic,  the  artisan,  or  the  peasant,  whose  daily 
toil  aofflees  for  his  daily  wants,  can  scarcely  be  called  an 
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evil,  and  certainly  not  a  curse.  But  the  tSdigfi 
poverty  of  a  fat^e  position,  is  one  of  the  heaviest 
because  one  of  the  most  complex  snares,  and  incut 
trials,  that ''  flesh  is  heir  to ;'"  and  truly,  when  &ki 
tions  are  prolonged  beyond  a  certain  point,  as  the  1 
de  Foudras  observes,  they  become  «o  entangled,  tha 
is  no  possibility  of  extricating  oneself  from  them. 

Again  too,  much  depends  upon  the  vndivid'wJL 
of  the  sufferer;  to  the  naturally  narrow-minded, 
handed,  and  mean-dispositioned, — ^were  they  bori 
on  a  throne, — ^the  change  to  the  most  abject  \ 
beyond  hurting  their  pride,  woidd  scarcely  be  an 
it  would  afford  them  a  laudable  opportunity  of  li 
their  besetting  sin  of  parsimony,  with  the  vii 
"prudence!"  But,  with  high,  noble,  and  g 
natures,  it  is  far  otherwise  ;  not  only  for  the  fettc 
bars,  it  places  upon  them,  but  from  the  manner  in 
it  transposes  them;  for  to  those  who  like  '*thi 
snipe"  Bodrigo*s  description  of  Desdemona>  are 
free,  so  kind,  so  apt,  so  blessed  a  disposition,  th 
hold  it  a  vice  in  their  goodness,  not  to  do  more 
requested  of  them.'*  How  galling  is  it,  to  be  pi 
the  position  of  a  recipient^  not  because  such  natm 
the  far  wider,  and  higher  generosity,  which  kno! 
to  receive,  as  well  as  to  give ;  but  because  so  fm 
how  to  give,  or  to  serve,  that  fine  toned  organisationi 
and  writhe,  under  the  clumsy  and  coarse  philan 
chirurgery  of  their  well-meant  iktentioks! 
could  not  be  otherwise,  in  a  country  where,  consid 
for  the  feelings  of  others,  is  never  inculcated,  anc 

MONEY,   PUBLIC-LIFE,    and   IMPERSONALITY,   aie   tl 

trinity,  that  people  bow  down  to,  and  worship. 
Tru]y»  we  are  tn^velling  by  a  paradox  of  woid% 
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tnd  fiffther  from  the  realities  of  things.  '*  Nathan  said 
onto  David,  thou  art  the  man  !"  But  in  England  in  the 
nineteenth  century,  thanks  to  diplomacy,  conventionality, 
and  the  millenium  of  meanness,  which  narrows,  hardens, 
and  debases  every  feeling — the  most  villainous  deeds  are 
perpetrated,  and  the  meanest  lies  uttered, — ^by  a  concourse 
of  fortuitous  atoms,  which  never,  by  any  accident,  coalesce 
into  an  entity  !  For,  is  not  all  England  duly  inoculated 
with  Lord  Mansfield's  infamous  maxim,  that  ''the 
greater  the  truth,  the  greater  the  libel,'*  till  within  the 
length  and  breadth  of  the  British  dominions,  all  distinction 
between  merit  and  de-merit,  all  the  power  of  virtuous 
emulation,  all  the  dread  of  scorn,  and  contempt  (one  of  the 
greatest  and  most  wholesome  restraints  upon  baseness),  is 
torn  up  by  the  roots  ! 

"A  good  name,''  says  Solomon,  *'  is  better  than  riches." 
It  might  have  been  so  in  Syria,  in  his  day ;  but,  if  he 
could  only  step  out  of  the  Bible  into  our  modem  Babylon, 
lie'd  soon  be  compelled  to  read  his  recantation,  and  acknow- 
ledge that,  according  to  English  statistics,  riches  are /ar 
better  than  a  good  name — since  they  can  purchase  the 
venal  praise,  that  constitutes  a  Brummagem  out-door,  or 
public-life  good  name,  which  is  all  that  is  required  in  a 
country  where  the  climate  precludes  out-door  amusements, 
and  where,  therefore,  the  constitution  takes  its  revenge  by 
niaking  out-door  ox  public  character  the  one  thing  need- 
M  And  Solomon,  with  all  his  wisdom,  would  farther 
aee,  that  the  same  riches  that  can  purchase  praise,  can  also 
depress  and  punish,  the  just  censures  of  honest  indignation. 
It  is  this  infamous  maxim  of  Lord  Mansfield's  which 
gives  to  every  sect,  and  to  every  profession,  an  additional 
coat  of  charlaianrie,  beyond  the  natural  degree  of  quackery 
and  Mif-importance,  that  is  more  or  less,  incidental  to.  all 

yoau  n.  ^ 
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sects,  and  to  all  professions  ;  and  even  to  all  arti 
sciences ;  for  the  propaganda  is  by  no  means 
emporium  of  Jesuitism,  which  attempts  to  draw  a 
into  its  vortex,  to  control  our  actions,  and  to 
imprimatur  on  our  lips. 

The  privilege  of  deciding  concerning  the  beari 
conduct  of  our  fellow-creatures,  is  deemed  too  in 
a  right  to  be  conmion  to  all ;  and  to  lie  without 
of  the  law.  And,  as  the  doctrine  of  libel  is  va, 
indefinite,  it  rests  in  the  wigs  of  judges,  and  the  i 
of  juries,  to  construe  words,  hints,  shrugs,  and  evei 
into  a  libel !  that  is,  into  an  attack,  right,  or  wra 
or  false,  on  the  reputation  of  another.  But^  al 
Men,  having  framed  for  themselves  an  inverse  m< 
suited  to  their  actions^  and  only  exacting,  wiUil 
rigour  than  its  Divine  founder,  t]^at  the  actions  ol 
shoidd  be  in  strict  accordance  with  the  code  of 
established  by  the  Christian  dispensation.  No 
that  they  have  agreed,  neni  con.,  that  Truth  8H 
A  Libel. 

As  from  time  immemorial,  there  have  always  b 
fools  than  knaves  in  the  world,  or  else  the 
would  not  have  enough  to  live  upon  ;  for  with 
knaves  could  never  get  their  work  done  ;  ti 
economy  goes  also  to  show,  that  men  owe  misfixrt 
to  their  want  of  sense,  than  to  their  want  of  p 
honesty,  and  that  real  genius,  consists  in  a 
conscience.  No  wonder,  then,  that  virtue  beoom 
day  more  and  more,  at  a  discount  All  foreigna 
that  we  English  talk  more  of  Christianity,  and  p 
leas,  than  any  nominal  Christian  people  under 
and  this,  again,  arises  from  the  great  nationil  i 
the  OUTWABD,  and  the  ptjblic,  which  luakfi  w 
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darch-goen;  but,  instead  of  this  public  worship  bearing 
fruit  oQy  into  onr  lives,  we,  for  the  most  part^  leave  onr 
pietjr  with  our  prayer-books,  in  our  pews,  so  as  not  to  im- 
pede our  circulation  in  the  woHdy  when  we  re-issite  from 
die  sacred  fane. 

Chiistianitj  is,  moreover,  a  just,  a  generous,  and  an 
^moUingy  because  a  self-sacrificing,  and  a  self-humbling 
ened.  How,  therefore,  could  it  possibly  have  any  vikUity, 
in  an  age  of  such  intense,  pecuniary  meanness  as  the 
pnsent?  This  sordid  example  comes  to  us  &om  high 
{daces,  and  is  carried  out  with  a  vengeance  !  through  every 
pnbe  and  artery,  of  the  national  heart  The  sordid  love  of 
imng,  and  of  scraping  it  was,  which  caused  an  iniquitous 
monster  of  a  contractor  in  the  Crimean  war,  to  send  out 
ihavings  and  sawdust,  instead  of  forage,  for  the  poor 
hones  ;  and  this  same  fraudulent  grasping  of  conmiercial 
meanness  it  is,  which  sent  out  greased  cartridges  to 
India,  and  floated  injustice  in  blood. 

As  we  ascend  in  the  social  scale,  the  same  paltry  spirit 

liredominates.    It  may  be  placed  in  a  golden  sconce,  but 

ft  is  still  the  same  miserable  farthing  rushlight,  rendered 

yet  more  contemptible   from   its    elevation.      If   some 

ieroic  youth,  in  our  army,  like  that  glorious  young  Wil- 

longhby,   for  example,  does  a  deed,  beside  which,  the 

eourage  of  the  two  Scipios,  and  the  self-immolation  of  a 

Omtius,  pales;    and  which,    in    ancient  Rome,  would, 

with  the  simultaneous  impulse  of  a   grateful  country, 

have  exhausted  the  public  treasure,  to  honour  the  hero, 

had  he  survived ;  or  to  immortali2e  his  memory  had  he 

fidlen.     We,  wiser  in  our  generation,  cavil  for  months, 

ever  acres  of  red-tape,  to  know  whether  his  subaltern 

poailkm  wofold,  according  to  the  strict  homoeopathy  of  our 

rewards  (1)  entitle  him  or  not,  to  three  farthings- 

M  2 
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worth  of  bronze,  in  some  shop-weight-looking  meda 
while  the  same  marine-store  spirit  it  is,  which  causes  us  i 
be  always  raking  in  this  monetary  mire,  for  every  n 
and  bone,  that  can  be  scraped  from  it,  which  leads  us  t 
insult  the  fabulous  valour  of  a  Havelock  !  with  a  butto 
wages !  and  the  widow  of  a  Waghom,  with  those  of 
footman  !  Shakespeare,  who  knew  not  only  what  hums 
nature  was,  but  what  it  ought  to  be,  makes  Falstaff  sig 
abruptly,  when  he  had  been  disappointed  in  obtaining 
place  at  court  for  Shallow,  ''  Master  Shallow,  I  owe  jo 
a  thousand  poimds."  For  the  generous  nature  of  tfa 
jovial  knight,  made  his  ''  vnsh,  father  to  the  thouj^ 
that  he  owed  him  a  compensation  for  having  raised  U 
hopes,  and  yet  failed  in  serving  him.  But,  had  Shakf 
speare  lived  in  these  days  of  penury,  of  feeling,  and  pl( 
thora  of  purse,  to  be  true  to  life,  he  would  have  mad 
the  knight  reverse  his  assertion,  and  say 

"  Master  Shallow,  you  otve  me  a  thousand  pounds,  ft 
all  the  trouble  I  have  had  on  your  account" 

Seeing  then,  that  such  is  England  in  the  nineteenti 
century,  no  wonder  that  Sir  Fulke  Clairville,  despite  al 
his  vices,  or  rather  on  account  of  them,  flourished  an* 
triumphed ;  and  that  his  wife,  through  her  very  virtaei 
became  a  pariah,  and  a  scape-goat,  under  this  state  c 
things.  But  as  we  said  before,  she,  perhaps,  from  be 
exceptional  organization,  suffered  even  more  than  o'SoM 
might  have  done  in  her  cruelly  false  position.  Not  contei 
with  the  beggarly  pittance  he  doled  out  to  her,  Sir  Fulke' 
constant,  and  only  too  successful  aim  had  been,  to  redu( 
her  to  absolute  want,  which  from  the  cost  of  defendir 
herself  from  his  ceaseless  persecutions,  he  had  at  lengt 
done ;  and,  as  year  after  year,  her  very  modest  comfor 
decreased,  and  the  labours  to  supply  the  nudd  she  cool 
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SO  longer  afford  to  keep,  increased ;  her  health,  like  her 
Sop^  began  to  give  way.  For  while  in  toiling,  in  enduring, 
tnd  in  depriving  ourselves  for  others,  there  is  something 
etmobling,  and  therefore  exhilarating ;  so  in  slaving,  in 
struggling,  and  sparing,  merely  for  ourselves^  when 
neoessi^  lashes  us  to  the  task,  there  is  something  not  only 
wearing,  but  d^enerating  to  an  expansive,  and  generous 
ttiure.  It  is  in  fact  to  gain  the  martyr's  stake,  but  to 
lose  the  martyr's  crown,  and  this  was  Lady  Clairville's 
ewe,  for  to  be  the  poor  victim,  of  a  rich  and  powerful 
enemy,  is  to  be  doubly  alone  in  the  world ;  as  where 
there  is  no  strong  counteracting  force,  even  the  maelstrom 
tf  poverty  may  be  stenmied,  and  a  neutral  ground  reached ; 
bat  it  is  the  uvder  currents  in  all  seas,  but  more  especially 
in  the  sea  of  life !  which  treacherously  cause  every 
wreck 

Then  again,  she  was  nobly,  not  meanly  proud,  and  she 
preferred  being  neglected  to  being  patronized ;  for  there 
w  no  disguising  it,  we  are  a  vulgar-minded  people,  and 
iddom,  very  seldom,  know  how  to  bestow  even  our  barren 
empathy,  gently  or  gracefully.  To  give,  in  most  countries 
is  an  act  of  power,  common  to  the  rich  or  to  the  great ; 
but  to  doable  the  value  of  a  gift,  or  enhance  the  magnitude 
tf  a  service,  by  the  Toanner  of  bestowing  the  one,  or  of 
i^endering  the  other,  is  so  rare  a  secret,  as  to  be  only 
known  to  very  few  of  nature's  especial  favourites,  whose 
iearts  she  has  strung  with  golden  chords,  and  attuned  to 
W  finest  harmonies. 

''Poverty  !  thou  art  a  bitter  draught — disguise  it  as  we 
wiD,"  says  Sterne  ;  and  in  England,  this  bitter  draught  is 
more  nanseously  medicated  with  wormwood,  less  disguised, 
ttan  in  any  other  country ;  for  in  other  countries,  though 
fte  ingredients  may  be  equally  bitter,  one's  fellow-creatures 
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no  one  ba$  txi&e  to  suod  ponaing  over  m  paapei^fl 
in  a  claj  cop,  uid  so  ihcy  stir  vp  tlie  dreggy  as 
roughly,  as  poa^ole^      What  does  it  matto; 
mnsibeswalloiredwfaeiheroriia   (3aret,iiia 
very  diderenL    ITl^rr.  the  rich  faafany  spkeg  i 
into  additional  blandness.  to  form  one  hcaiik 
whole,  where  nothing  is  unpleasantly  promome(» 
combines,  to  a  uniform  perfection. 

And  of  the  clay  cnp,  troly.  Lady  (SairriDe  hai 
to  the  Tery  drega   It  is  troe,  her  fine  friends — who 
not  have  given  her  a  pair  of  gloves  to  go  out  in. 
wanted  them  (as  she  often  did), — thon^t^  (when 
descended  to  think  about  it ;)  that  she  shut  hersdf 
much,  and  played  Sir  Fulke's  game  by  so  doii^ ; 
she  only  made  herself  agreeahU  to  men,  as  other 
in  her  position  did,  she  might  have  made  frietidi,  i 
on  very  well  without  money,  at  leasts  without  Sir 
money ;  and,  as  long  as  money  is  apparent  on  the  i 
nobody  is  either  Bore  enough,  or  Bruce  enough  to 
discover  its  source. 

But  the  darkest  hour  is  before  the  dawn ;  and  il 
during  that  land  of  Egypt  darkness,  some  twelfe 
before  we  have  brought  the  reader  down  to 
she  was  interrupted  in  a  terrible  fit  of  coughing, 
on,  by  having  been  more  than  usually  dragged 
mire  of  that  most  sullying  of  aU  desponds,  fresh 
embarrassments)  by  hearing  Mr.  Thombeny's  wiffl  lii 
knock  at  the  door  of  a  wretched  lodging,  she  then  oe0i| 
in  the  Kilbum  Road  It  was  about  sunset  on  a  Septiri 
evening,  and  the  rain  was  beginning  to  come  dow^ii! 
liberal  manner,  exclusively  confined  to  lain  in  the  |M 
eentury.    '' How  kind  of  him  i"  thoo^tshe^  ""iietfl 
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old  come  out  all  this  way  in  the  rain,  and  yet 
■HI,  that  tjie  world  calls  morose  and  crabbed, 
MB  the  wit  to  be  satirical,  and  not  the  stapidity 
r  ill-natiired." 

as  she  had  prepared  to  meet  his  always  wel- 
■88  always  friendly  face,  the  door  opened,  and 
of  tike  house  entered,  holding  gingerly  the 
m  of  a  hirge  carnation  enveloped  in  a  comer 
n,  to  protect  its  regality,  against  the  plebeian 
ler  clumsy  fingers. 

please  ma'am,  Mr.  Thomberry  have  left  this 
'  for  you,  and  his  compliments,  and  hell  call 
I  to-morrow  morning,  if  youll  give  him  some 

be  sure,  with  pleasure,"  said  poor  Lady  Clair- 
olour  rising  to  her  temples,  as  she  recollected 
',  moment,  she  did  not  possess  even  the  smallest 
realm,  let  alone  as  much  as  could  obtain  the 
txories  of  new-laid  eggs,  cream,  and  hot  rolls ; 
.  she  do?  Alas!  we  are  sorry,  as  veritable 
to  have  to  record  the  melancholy  truth,  that 
spers,  she  was  essentially,  not  to  say  quint- 
"immoral,"  and  instead  of  doing  as  rich  moral- 
'  golden  austerity  of  theoretical  probity  always 
w  ought  to  do,  vntlioiU  bread,  she  was  so  un- 
M  to  go  in  debt  for  it ;  and,  had  she  really 
p>«nnna1^  and  premeditated  swindler,  ordering  a 
inea  brocade  dress,  which  she  never  meant  to 
5  doubt  whether  she  could  have  Ixien  more 
urgent  in  her  orders  respecting  its  make  and 
-than  she  was  to  Grace,  the  graceless  maid-</f- 
>  be  mre  that  the  eggs  were  newly  laid,  and 
f  cream,  and  then  followed,  a  leas  com- 
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manding,  and  more  entreating  request^  that  Graoe 
kindly,  at  that  early  hour  of  a  common  week-daj 
certain  gauds,  in  the  shape  of  caps  and  gowns^  gei 
only  visible  to  the  naked  eye  of  a  Sunday,  and  pre 
by  equally  becoming  ablutions. 

After  revelling  in  the  delicious  perfume  of  thii 

large  clove-carnation,  which  was  like  qiiaffing  a  di 

of  Burgundy,  Lady  Clairville  placed  her  treasure  in  i 

of  water,  and  it  was  not  till  the  lights  were  brouf 

that  she  perceived,  in  the  heart  of  the  flower,  a 

crumpled  up.    She  drew  it  out^  and  upon  unfold 

found  it  to  be  half  a  sheet  of  thin   foreign  post 

written  over  in  Mr.  Thomberry*s  small,  straight,  di 

well-known    writing.      She    smiled — "Surely,"   ti 

she,  "  dear,  good  Mr.  Thomberry  is  not,  at  his  t 

life,  going  to  turn  romantic,  and  take  to  writing  T 

love-letters  ?     At    all  event«,  if  he  did,  he  would 

either  offer  the  insult,  or  the  compliment,  of  add] 

them  to    me.     What   can    this   mean — voyonsT 

opening  the  paper,  she  read  those  charming  linee 

Constant  Dub6s,  ui>ou  the  note  once  sent  to  poor 

Antoinette,  (when  she  was  incarcerated  an  Temj. 

the  same  fragrant  post — 

"  Lorsque  une  reine  inlbrtunee, 
Dans  un  cachot  abandonnee, 
Du  sort  epuisait  la  rigueur 
Messager  discret,  et  iidele, 
Un  (rillet  fit  encore  pour  elle, 
Briller  un  rayon  de  bonheui:.' 

Underneath  these  lines  was  \iiitten — 

"  These  rays  of  happiness,  are  heiilooms  in  the 
tioa  fimily,  for  this   one   comes  to  tell  you,  t 
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mt  man,  a  Mr.  Mark  Babbington,  who  once  received 
Beit's  hospitality  from  your  father,  had  the  gratitude 
le  nnmamed,  and  the  good  sense,  to  leave  you  ^40,000, 
ly  and  solely,  at  your  own  control ;  not  to  be  hus- 
U  in  any  way,  but  to  make  ducks  and  drakes,  or  hot, 
j-cakes  o^  if  you  like.  Good  night,  God  bless 
don't  follow  out  the  simile  of  poor  Marie  Antoinette, 
kme  your  head,  but  cram  it  as  full  of  hobby-horses, 
schemes,  as  you  can,  to  tell  to,  your's  faithfully, 

"  Spenceb  Thobnbkbbt." 
iople  talk  of  sudden  good  fortune  turning  the  brain, 
this  can  only  be  the  case,  where  it  has  not  been 
1^  by  a  great  and  chronic  misery  ;  and  that  there 
Qsequently  room  for  it  to  turn.  But  there  is  no  such 
jer,  to  those  who  have  been  long  steeped  in,  and  satu- 
1  with  affliction  ;  to  such,  the  greatest  and  most 
len  extreme  of  good  fortune,  can  only  bring  that 
I  and  blessed  feeling  of  lightness  and  relief^ — such  as 
aused  by  the  transition  from  excruciating  bodily 
ure,  to  a  profound  and  painless  sleep.  But  what  it 
ly  does  do,  is  to  open  the  flood-gates  of  the  human 
rt^  and  melt  with  its  divinely  genial  rays,  the  ice- 
oid  circle  of  those  lon^-pent,  kindlier  feelings,  which 
istice,  and  despair,  have  frozen  into  one  dark,  rigid 
SI  This,  Lady  Clairville  felt,  as  she  knelt  down,  and 
ired  out  her  whole  soul  to  God,  not  only  in  prayer, 
b  in  tears  ;  and  vowed  a  vow,  which  she  ever  after 
Igiously  kept ;  that  havuig  dmnk  so  deeply  of  the  cup 
affliction  her.self,  and  drained  it  to  its  very  bitterest 
i  of  deprivation  and  humiliation,  never  should  the 
rows  of  others  go  uualleviated,  or  tlieir  wants  imre- 
red,  so  fiEir  as  it  was  in  her  power  to  assuage  the  one, 
to  minister  to  the  other. 
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It  was  astonishing  with  what  electric  rapidity  the  i 
of  her  legacy  flew,  to  all  qoarters  of  the  ciyiliied  woM, 
and  the  miraculous  (!)  efifect  it  produced*  in  awakening  the 
long-dormant  memory  of  the  fisuBhionable  friends,  who  had 
ignored  her  existence,  in  so  plebeian  a  terra  incogniia  as 
a  suburban  lodging ;  but  who  were  now,  one,  and  all, 
magnanimously  disposed  to  forget  her  former  domidliaiy 
TulgaritieSk  and  conjugal  enormities,  in  not  haying  moce 
tamely  and  silently  submitted,  to  whatever  amount  of  out- 
rage and  persecution,  Sir  Fulke  had  thought  fit  to  l^alixe 
his  marriage  by  inflicting  upon  her ;  so  thus  generoualy 
resolving  to  let  by-gones  be  by-gones,  their  letters  of 
felicitation  began  to  pour  in, — ^hoping  that  one  so  fitted  to 
shine  in  the  highest  sphere, — such  a  perfect  star,  in  fiu^ 
as  their  dear  Lady  ClairvUle !  would  once  more  grace 
that  galaxy,  of  which  she  had  formerly  been  the  cyno-^ 
sure.  But  if  she  was  a  star,  she  determined  to  out-do  all 
the  other  stars,  by  choosing  her  own  orbit ;  while  the 
efiect  Mr.  Babingtoii's  legacy  pix)duced  on  Sir  Fulke,  was 
to  make  him  perfectly  rabid  with  impotent  rage,  upon 
finding  it  so  closely  tied  up  upon  his  victim,  as,  for  once, 
to  enlist  his  own  familiar  infernal  machine, — ^the  Law  ! 
against  him  ;  which  so  irritated  him,  as  to  throw  him  into 
a  serious  fit  of  illness, — when,  of  course,  the  pufi'-foige 
of  his  own  immediate  organs  of  the  Press,  worked  double- 
tides,  to  condole  with  the  Public  !  upon  the  learned  gai- 
tleman's  professional,  and  parliamentary  lal>our8^  having 
been  too  much  for  him  ! — and  the  giant  glave  of  mind  ! 
having  at  length  worn,  the  too  frail  physical  scabbard : — 
with  other  equally  new  similes,  and  the  usual  quantum  of 
standard  humbug,  used  on  such  occasions. 

Mr.   Thornberiy  and  Mi\  Langston^  both  united,  in 
urging  Lady  Clairville  to  "  clioosc  her  place  of  rest,"  in  that 
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of  Beedbcroft, — luckily,  at  the  time  of  her 
o  Mr.  Babbington's  bequest,  was  for  sale  ;  and 
>f  the  house,  amid  the  extensive  and  beautiful 

which  it  was  surrounded,  there  was  ample 
ilding  the  tenements,  requisite  to  cany  out  her 
chema 

an  a  year  after  she  had  bought  Mabesoo, — as 
larming  retreat  was  called, — ^these  buildinga 
ted,  and  inhabited.  It  is  well,  and  profoundly 
Mr.  Urquhart^  in  his  ''  Familiar  Words,^  that 
Ives,  we  must  lay  down  our  age,"  How  few  man 
ral  courage  to  do  this  ?  And  how  few  women, 
the  moral  courage,  or  what  is  equally  necea- 
3ecuniaiy  means?  But  now,  that  Beatrice 
id  both,  she  determined  to  suffice  to  herself 
f  reference,  or  deference,  to  the  opinions  of 
lie  had  never  defied,   though  it  cannot  be 

had  always  despised  it  She  had  long  seen 
ted  the  worse  than  useless,  the  positively 
sffect%  of  all  the  smattering,  and  superficial. 
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these  half-crowns  increased  into  pounds,  each  pound  was 
sent  to  accumulate  interest,  and  compound  interest^  for 
ten  years,  till  the  children  for  whom  they  had  been  paid, 
went  into  service,  when  they  found,  they  had  not  only  a 
little  capital  for  theii*  own  outfit,  but  also  something  to  re- 
fund to  their  parents  ;  while  those  children,  whose  parents 
were  too  poor  to  pay  anything  with  them,  were  made  to 
provide  for  their  future  wants,  by  putting  by,  two-thirds  of 
their  own  earnings. 

Besides  these  separate  little  savings'  banks,  there  was 
one  large  padlocked  box,  hanging  up  in  the  school-room, 
containing  a  sort  of  sinking-fund,  for  the  common  weal, 
into  which  every  child,  if  it  only  received  a  penny — ^whether 
as  a  gratuity,  or  as  the  wages  of  its  own  labour  ; — ^was 
obliged  to  put  the  half;  for  even  if  so  disposed.  Lady 
Clairville  never  allowed  them  to  be  without  money, — as 
she  was  well  aware,  that  it  is  this  being  unused  to  money, 
that  makes  half  the  world  not  know  the  use  of  it, — either 
over,  or  under-rating  it.  In  short,  want  of  money  is  at 
once  the  germ,  both  of  spendtlirifts  and  misers.  But,  al- 
though there  was  not  the  slightest  control  exercised  over 
the  manner  in  which  they  thought  fit  to  spend  their 
pocket-money,  yet  they  were  obliged  to  keep  a  correct 
account  of  the  manner  in  which  it  %uas  expended ;  and 
those  too  young  to  do  this  for  themselves,  had  it  done  for 
them,  by  one  of  the  monitors,  or  elder  girls,  and  when  it 
was  proved  in  black  and  white,  that  they  had  spent  it 
foolishly,  their  only  punishment,  was  to  have  to  do  without 
something  really  useful,  that  it  would  have  bought,  or  be 
deprived  of  the  pleasure  of  contributing  to  some  case  of 
distress. 

Yet,  although  the  pro  bono  publico  money-box,  was  sub- 
jected to  the  same  system  of  interest  and  componnd* 
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Snterest^  as  the  individual  ones,  and  every  one  who  came 

%o  Mabesco,  and  wished  to  leave  a*  gratuity  for  the 

children,  was  requested  to  di-op  it  into  that,  and  not  give 

<o  any  one  in  particular,  or  even  to  all  collectively ;  yet 

tihere  was  no  other  species  of  commimism;  for  no  child 

dare,  on  any  account,  take  a  needle,  thimble,  scissors,  reel 

of  cotton,  or  even  a  pin,  slate-pencil,  or  bit  of  blotting 

paper,  belonging  to  another  child ;  for,  where  property  is 

not  strictly  respected,  even  in  the  smallest  things,  there  is, 

or  can  be,  no  such  thing  as — either  conscience,  or  its 

fruit — ^morality.    But  this  common  fund  for  illness,  or 

other  contingencies,  prevented  all  sordid  and  hardening 

feelings  on  the  one  hand,  and  all  humiliating  ones  on  the 

other.     The  day  of  course,  began  and  ended  with  prayer, 

and   Wednesday  and  Sunday  evenings,    Mr.    Langston 

expounded  the  Scriptures  to  them,  with  the  aidof  Josephus, 

and  the  best  Histories,  and  books  of  Oriental  Travel,  for 

as  he  truly  told  them,  if  they  were  not  good  historians,  and 

good  geographers,  they  could  not  understand  the  Bible. 

AU  kinds  of  useful  needlework  they  were  taught,  in- 
cluding lingerie  embroidery.  Those  who  were  too  young 
to  earn  money  by  their  industry  from  wiihouty  were  re- 
warded by  Lady  Clairville  with  a  daily  penny,  the  half  of 
which,  went,  of  course,  to  the  public  fund ;  from  the  earliest 
age  they  were  initiated  into  every  branch  of  domestic 
economy,  and  household  work,  at  first,  merely  as  specta- 
tors ;  and  it  was  a  ffreai  day,  the  first,  on  which  they  were 
(Me  to  turn  their  observation  into  practice,  and  do  any 
thing,  either  about  the  house,  in  the  kitchen,  the  laundry, 
the  dairy,  or  the  bakehouse  ;  for  one  of  the  strongest  lay- 
principles  inculcated  into  them  wa?,  to  think  nothing 
MENIAL  that  was  useful ;  they  were  taught  that  the  only 
cause  for  shame  in  a  woman  of  any  sphere  of  life ;  but 
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more  especially  in  theirs,  was  not  to  know  how  eve 
about  a  house  ought  to  be  done,  or  to  do  it  badly,  Bol 
thou^  compelled  to  learn  how  all  Jiouid  be  done^  m 
they  grew  older,  and  their  particular  bent  developed  itMl^ 
they  were  allowed  to  choose  their  own  department 

If  one  preferred  being  a  lady's  maid,  why  then,  she  mm 
more  especially  taught  dress-making,  millinery,  hair^raa- 
sing,  lace  washing,  &c.,  &c.  Or  ironing  and  clear-starchxDj^ 
or  cooking,  preserving,  and  confectionery,  as  the  case  mi^ 
be ;  for  it  is  an  undoubted  fact,  that  putting  brains  out  of 
the  question,  all  persons  have  not  the  same  talent  in  theit 
fingers  alone ;  no  one  with  a  heavy  hand,  for  instance^ 
will  ever  dress  hair  well,  or  without  a  correct  ejre,  for  the 
measurement,  and  the  almost  imperceptible  degrees,  in  tlie 
shades  and  tiut^  of  colours,  ever  make,  fit,  or  trim  a  dress 
properly.  And  alas !  as  every  day's  exeprienee  proveSk 
how  very  few  have  either  the  brains,  palate,  or  fingers,  to 
become  a  good  cook  !  for  to  be  that  great  culinary  chemist^ 
it  requires  this  triajuncta  in  uno,  and  the  bcUh,  besides, 
cleanliness  being  indispensable. 

Their  next  training-school,  was  a  sick  room,  where  tiiey 
were  taught  to  "do  their  spiriting"  noisdessly,  and 
promptly.  There  were  no  dirty  spoons,  cups,  nor  glasses 
left  about ;  but  all  were  immediately  washed  and  put  away, 
ready  for  the  next  time.  Everything  was  forestalled, 
nothing  forgotten ;  (for  memory  may  be  disciplined  to  a 
state  of  punctuality,  as  well  as  every  other  faculty)  all 
broths  and  beverages,  properly  prepared  and  ready.  No 
torturing  the  poor  invalid  with  questions  of  "would  yon 
like  this?  or  could  you  take  that?"  but  quietly,  and  gently, 
bringing  them  either  what  they  had  been  ordered  to  have» 
or  would  be  allowed  to  take.  No  sudden  flinging  back  of 
curtains,  and  letting  in  a  murderous  glare  of  light  upon 
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^leir  poor  languid  eyes  ;  no  jerking  a  pillow  from  under 
^iiaii»  in  order  to  ''  make  them  comfortable,"  just  as  tbeir 
^joor  weary  heads  had  at  length  found  a  few  poppies !  and 
'Uiey  were  £&lling  into  a  doze,  and  above  all,  no  coming 
&nto  the  room  after  a  three  hours'  absence,  and  saying  in 
^  town-crier  voice — 

"  Well,  how  do  you  feel  now  ? " 
Furthermore,  as  part  of   her  educational  plan,  Lady 
dairville  had  at  Mabesgo,  a  haberdasher  s  shop,  in  which, 
she  sold  either  to  the  parents,  or  the  children  themselves, 
cveiy  article  of  clothing  at  cost  price ;  and  to  those  who 
could  not  afiford  even  that,  she  gave  credit^  and  they  paid 
by  instalments ;  and  in  this  shop,  six  of  the  girls  served 
alternately  one  week  in  each  month,  by  which,  they  learnt 
book-keeping ;  and  to  be  shopwomen,  if  their  tastes,  or 
talents,  did  not  lead  them  to  choose  any  other  avocation. 
At  Maresco,  the  only  rewards  were  being  promoted  to  a 
hi  her,  and  heavier,  responsibility  in  household  work ;  for 
instance,  the  first  day  a  giii  arrived  at  dressing  the  chief 
part  of  Lady  Clairville's  dinner,  making  a  dress  for  her, 
spinning  some  sheeting,  or  getting  up  her  fine  things,  was 
indeed  a  proud  day !  for  all  such  aspirants ;  more  especially, 
as  all  such  days,  as  well  as  every  other  day,  that  they  had 
accomplished  an  extra  amount  of  work,  either  in  the  school 
or  in  the  household,  was  noted  in  a  beautifully  bound 
illuminated  vellum  book,  with  a  silver-gilt  clasp,  and  their 
names  inscribed  in  raised  gilt  letters  on  the  back  of  it ; 
and  the  day  they  left  Maresco,  to  enter  into  service,  or 
take  their  first  step  in  life,  this  volume,  containing  their 
ten  years'  aggregate  of  good  conduct,  and  usefulness,  in 
their  generation,  was  given  to  them  ;   and  no  wonder,  if 
through  life,  they  felt  more  justly  proud  of  it^  than  if  it  had 
been  the  Freedom  of  a  City  in  a  gold  box.    No  wonder 
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either,  that  the  tame  of  these  Maresco  girLs^  spread  i 
near ;  for,  added  to  their  perfect  and  uniyersal  nsef 
they  had  the  minds  of  gentlewomen,  and  the  manne 
as  far  as  the  absence  of  the  slightest  taint  of  vnl 
went ;  but  their  bearing  was  one  of  qniet,  modes 
candid,  not  cringing,  respect^  to  their  superiors  in  s 
Lady  Clairville's  libraiy,  a  most  charming  room  • 
brown  arras,  studded  with  brilliant  silver  specs  the  i 
a  pin's  head,  like  that  most  beautiful  of  all  manrd 
eye  of  a  fly,  seen  through  a  microscope,  with  browi 
silver,  low-backed,  broad  seated  Henry  the  Seventh  c 
and  brown  velvet  curtains,  trimmed  with  silver  to  i 
had  only  books  in  the  four  comers,  which  bookcasei 
made  in  the  semi-circular  form  of  round  towers,  ta 
at  the  top ;  of  good  brown,  not  black  oak,  and  c 
these  turrets  swung  back  as  a  door,  and  opened  ini 
school  room,  on  each  of  whose  four  walls  was  inscril 
large  (Jothic  letters,  on  a  marble  slab — 

"Do  UNTO  OTHERS,  AS  YOU  WOULD  THEY  SE 
DO  UNTO  YOU." 

While  over  the  mantelpiece,  were  these  lines  in 
red  capitals,  from  "  Fletcher's  Purple  Island:" — 

"  Envy  came  next,  envy  with  squinting  eyes, 
Sick  of  a  strange  disease,  his  neighbour's  health, 
Best  then  he  lives,  when  any  better  dies, 
Is  never  poor,  but  in  another's  wealth  ; 
On  best  men's  harms,  and  griefs,  he  feeds  his  fill. 
Else  his  own  maw  doth  eat  with  spiteful  will ; 
111  must  the  temper  be,  where  diet  is  so  ill." 

To  say  that  Lady  Clairville  was  beloved  by  bo 
t^ees,  would  be  but  to  convey  a  very  faint  ide%  < 
positive  veneration  in  which  she  was  held  by  them* : 
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qBieihe  seemed  to  hxre  canied  out  the  advice 
I  ffwok  if  Cyrus  to  his  son,  Cambyses,  so  ill  followed 
saii»  and  to  have  remembered  that  it  was  not  a 
\  seqitoBp  that  coold  render  her  govemment  secure, 
i  ftilhfiil  friends^  are  the  sceptre  upon  which  mlers 
vdj,  and  these,  she  had  in  all  that  came  within 
bsTC^  so  that  few  dynasties  were  based  on  sach  a 
ftmidation,  as  the  little  republic  of  Maresca  The 
viiio  completed  the  establishment^  were  taught 
there  were  two  weavers,  one  carpenter,  one  shoe- 
,  <me  tailor,  and  one  hair-dresser,  for  all  of  whom 
competent  instmctorsf,  and  commodious  work- 
,  till  the  age  of  fomrteen,  when  they  were  apprenticed 
at  persons  established  in  the  trade  they  had 
But^  till  then,  they  reaped  the  advantages  of  the 
I  moral,  and  educational,  training  as  the  girls. 
I  there  were  no  public  days,  no  committees,  no  news- 
r-puffs,  no  meetings,  held  at,  or  about,  Maresco; 
I  was  by  fiir  too  little  parade,  and  too  much  doing,  in 
I  proceedings,  to  excite  the  notice,  or  the  sympathies,  of 
L  religionists,  or  that  of  talking  philanthropists,  but 
Ik  fiu* easier,  and  surer,  to  reach  human  selfishness,  than 
taman  sympathy ;  and,  in  time,  the  servants,  or  the 
Hpientices,  that  issued  from  Lady  Clairville's  school, 
^pnto  be  as  celebrated,  as  the  apples  of  Schiraz,  the  pearls 
f  Balsora,  the  diamonds  of  Golconda,  or  the  blades  of 
Btauascus,  and  they  obtained  the  sobriquet  of  "The 
kUen  Girls  of  Maresco,"  and  fine  ladies  seemed  to  feuicy 
kj  could  not  exists  without  at  least  one  gem  in  their 
Mablishments  firom  that  mine,  and  made  pilgrimages 
Ik  the  end  of  the  season  down  to  Beechcroft,  to  dissipate 
ikifr  ennuif  which  would  have  been  an  insupportable 
MMBDce  to  Lady  Clairville,  had  she  not  set  apart  two  days 
VOL  IL  N 
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in  the  week  for  their  invasions,  and  had  they  n 
tributed  greatly  to  increase  the  capital  of  their  c 
fiind.  But,  before  they  entered  her  gates,  they 
opportunity  of  seeing,  and  saying,  "  What  a  very  6 
person  poor  Lady  Clairville  was,"  for  though  Tui 
Infidels,  make  it  a  point  of  conscience  to  help  i] 
possible  way,  poor  shipwrecked  human  beings, 
respect  whatever  property  they  may  have  saved  fr 
wreck  as  sacred,  we,  though  a  nominally  Christian 
view  such  matters  like  all  others,  in  an  exclusively  p 
and  profitable  point  of  view.  Consequently, 
notorious  and  disgraceful  fact,  that  when  wrecks  tal 
along  the  English  coast,  under  pretext  of  rescuing  1 
vivors,  the  fearful  plunder  of  their  property  that  goes  i 
may  be  commercial,  but  it  certainly  is  not  Christ 
which  reason  Lady  Clairville  had  the  following  a 
engraved  on  a  granite  tablet,  inserted  in  her  boi 
wall,  facing  the  sea,  so  that  all  who  ran,  might  rea( 
"  In  the  year  17^6,  when  England  was  enga^ 
very  fierce  war  with  Spain,  a  Captain  Edwards,  a 
called  'The  Elizabeth,  of  London,*  coming  thron 
gulph,  from  Jamaica,  richly  laden,  encountered 
violent  storm,  in  which  the  ship  sprang  a  lea 
obliged  the  Captain,  in  order  to  save  the  lives  of  tt 
to  run  into  the  Spanish  port  of  Havannah.  i 
Edwards  went  on  shore,  and  directly  waited 
(Jovemor,  told  him  the  occasion  of  his  putting  in, 
that  he  surrendered  his  ship  as  a  prize,  as  well  as  1 
and  crew,  prisoners  of  war,  only  requesting  good  i 
*  No,  sir,'  replied  the  Governor,  'if  wo  had  taken 
fair  and  open  sea>  or  approaching  our  coast  with 
intentions,  your  ship  would  tiien,  have  been  a 
prize,  and  your  crew  equally  lawful  prisooers;  M 
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^^fikrosfe  by  the  hand  of  Providence,  you  are  driven  into 

^Ui  port  for  the  safety  of  your  lives,  we,  being  men, 

^lid  Christians,   though   enemies,  are  bound  equally  by 

<)>Ur  creed,  and  by  the  laws  of  humanity,  to  afford  relief 

^nd  assistance  to  those  who  ask  them  of  us,  and  cannot^ 

^(ven  against  our  foes,  take  advantage  of  an  act  of  Ood. 

You  have  leave,   therefore,  to  unload  your  ship,  if  that 

be  necessary  to  stop  the  leak ;  you  may  re-rig  her  here, 

snd  traffic  so  far  besides,  as  shall  be  needful  to  pay  the 

diarges ;  and,  when  repaired,  you  may  then  depart     I 

will  give  you  a  pass  to  be  in  force  till  you  are  beyond 

Bennuda.     If,  after  that,  you  are  taken,  you  will  then 

be  a  lawfid  prize ;    whereas,  now,    as   you  are   only  a 

stranger,  you  have  a  stranger's  right  to  shelter,  and  pro- 

tectioa' 

"Here  was  truly  generous,  because  truly  Christian, 
bravery.  The  brig  *  Elizabeth'  departed,  accordingly, 
uid  arrived  without  further  mischance  (if  this  may  be 
called  one)  in  London. 

"Reader,  whoever  thou  art,  whenever  an  opportmiity 
occurs;  (fob  all  life's  weecks  aee  not  on  the  ocean) 
femember  the  good  Governor  of  the  Spanish  main,  and 

'GO  THOU  and  do  LIKEWISE  !'" 

But,  on  reaching  the  house,  the  conventionalities  of  May 
Pair,  and  Belgravia,  were  really  scandalized !  at  Lady  Clair- 
ville*s  more  than  eccentricity — ^her  perfect  impropriety,  in 
not  putting  her  servants  into  Sir  Fulke's  livery ;  and  they 
almost  wondered  that  so  very  respectable  a  looking  man 
as  Horton  (her  butler)  should  live  with  a  person  who  did 
such  extraordinary  things,  while  the  subject  of  these  ani- 
madversionSy  little  dreaming  of  them,  and  caring  still  less 

H  2 
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for  the  opinions  of  those  who  uttered  them,  was  so  hetero- 
dox, as  to  think  that  her  nominal  husband,  having  for  so 
many  years  of  the  existence  he  had  rendered  so  utteify 
wretched  and  hopeless,  deprived  her  of  the  means  of  keq[)- 
ing  even  a  femrfie'de-^^rnJbre,  she  might  fairly  dispense 
with  his  livery,  and  adopt  that  of  her  &ther,  though,  like 
herself  it  was  ''  rather  peculiar,*'  as  it  consisted  of  a  cin- 
namon-coloured coat,  silver  buttons,  stripes  of  black  velvety 
and  silver  lace  at  the  collar;  black  velvet  waistcoat^ 
trimmed  with  silver  lace;  black  velvet  breeches,  and 
black  silk  stockings,  with  silver  garters ;  the  light-coloured 
coat,  and  the  powdered  hair,  rendering  it  anything  but 
sombre-looking,  notwithstanding  the  predominance  ol 
black.  Those  who  knew  the  manner  in  which  Mr.  Thorn- 
berry  had  announced  to  Lady  Clairville  her  unexpected 
piece  of  good  fortune,  were  less  surprised,  on  driving  up 
to  the  house,  to  see  the  profusion  of  magnificent  double 
carnations  that  met  the  eye,  and  perfumed  the  air,  in  all 
directions,  for,  in  truth,  the  great  Cond^  never  cultivated 
this,  his  favourite  flower,  with  more  assidui^  and  mpjpiH^ 
at  Chantilly,  than  Beatrice  Clairville  did  hers  at  Maresco. 


CHAPTER  VL 


IN  WHICH  SOLOMON  SHOWS  HIS  WISDOM, 

AND  PAUL  "FOOLISHNESS," 

VOUOH  NOT  TO  THE  GBEEKS. 

WES  a  lovely  day,  warm,  with  diy,  sunny  warmth, 
widi  yet  a  light,  crisp  breeze  playing  and  nmning, 
as  it  were,  along  the  glade,  and  turning  up  the 
ted  sheen  of  the  grass,  |b  it  rushed  nimbly  through 
it^  and  dandng  on  the  waves,  with  the  sunbeams  for  its 
Ipirtzier,  and  kissing  the  waters  into  dimples  as  it  went, 
-'^iieD,  from  a  turn  in  the  road  leading  to  Beechcrofb,  at 
«boat  4  pja,  might  have  been  seen  Walter  Selden, 
iwnnted  on  Solomon,  and  Bobert  Bumpus  leading  him 
^jihe  rein,  with  Tatters  following  ;  but  Solomon,  ignobly 
"^~  tapped  in  a  side-saddle,  for  he  was  Miss  Eva's  pony,  and 
ftuae  was  no  other  saddle  that  fitted  him ;  but,  as  Mr. 
Rnnpos  sententiously  observed,  as  he  helped  Walter  to 
Boont,  "when  you  don't  exactly  like  things,  the  only 
W17  to  be  revenged  on  them  is,  by  making  the  best 
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use  you  can  of  them,"    and  he  forthwith,  pr 
tie  the  monster   kite   to   one  tree  of  the  saddle, 
pass  the  handle  of  a  basket,   contaimng  the 
"  The  Lady  Mary*s  quince  manchet,"  a  bottle  of  mi 
a  cup^  over  the  other,  observing,  as  he  did  so, 
wink  at  Walter — 

"  There,  Master  Walter,   whenever  I  meet  with  i 
person,    or  any  thing,  that's  stuck  up,  I  make  a ; 
of  taking  the  conceit  out  of  them ;  so,  though  this  \ 
itself  a   lad/s   saddle,  you   see  Fve  turned  it 
parcel's  delivery/' 

"Oh,  how  beautiful!"   exclaimed  Walter,  when 
reached  the  foot  ,of  the  hill,  down  which  Bob  had 
leading  Solomon,  as  the  sea,  for  the  first  time,  in  i 
boundless  magnificence,   burst  upon  his  view, 
with  many  a  gallant  vessel,  their  white  sails  spread,  i 
each  one  majestically  • 

"  Walking  the  waters,  like  a  thing  of  life.' 

What  enhanced  the  beauty,  and  the  wonder,  of 
panorama  now  before  him  was,  that  the  hill  they 
descended  was  so  thickly  ei^closed  with  leafy  green  i 
on  either  side,  that  it  was  impossible  to  catch  a  ^ 
anything  beyond  them  ;  and  this  affluence  of  fdHugt  \ 
landscape  on  the  one  side,  and  the  bold  outline  of  i 
and  dashing  sea,  on  the  other  it  was,  that  invested '. 
crofb  with  its  peculiar,  and  matchless,  scenic  attrac^NMi 

"Beautiful,  indeed,  Master  Walter,"  responded  Useoit^ 
panion,  "old  Neptune's  sea-horse  1  against  thewoiUt'^j 
winning  the  time  stakea'' 

As  he  spoke,  they  perceived  coming  up  &om  the  betek  ift 
dd  man,  miserably  thin,  and  much  bent^  with  a  bundle  tf 
sea-weed,  and  oiher  rubbish,  in  his  haadsi    Kb  dNSsUrt 
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Peculiar,  his  coat  consisting  of  an  old  dark-brown  camlet, 

Nearly  threadbare,  and  shining  with  age,   and  though 

^^^^ade  very  long,  down  to  his  ancles,  like  a  dressing-gown, 

l^  scarcely  concealed  his  stockings,  which  had  been  origi- 

^^ally  of  thick,  grey,  ribbed,  pepper-and-salt  worsted,  but 

"^"cre  now,  so  patched  with  square,  round,  and  oblong 

pieces  of  doth,  linen,  and  coloured-printed  cottons,  as  to 

^orm  one  of  the  most  curious  Mosaics  ever  seen ;  while 

his  shoes  were  bound  over  his  feet  with  pieces  of  twine ; 

otherwise,  he  might  have  left  what  remained  of  their  soles 

In  the  road  after  hua    On  his  head,  instead  of  hat  or  cap, 

he  wore  what,  at  a  distance,  appeared  a  Greek  cap,  but 

^vrhat  was,  in  reality,  the  half  of  a  calabash,  which  Tom 

Carew  had  given  him  on  his  return  from  one  of  his  West 

Txidian  voyages,  and  which  the  old  man  had  utilized  in 

tihis  unusual  manner,  for  he  was,  in  fact,  no  other  than 

I*aul  Windsor,-  the  Field-Fleury  miser,  old  Mrs.  Fowkes*s 

^€xt-door  neighbour,  about  whom,  Mr.  Warren  Hastings 

I^e  Musty,  had  made   such  anxious  inquiries  of  Terps 

Quirker,  at  the  Paddington  station.    He  had  been  a  re- 

^liarkably  handsome,  and  peculiarly  aristocratic-looking 

^^cian,  for  he  tma  a  gentleman  by  birth,  but  his  miserable 

^"^iling  vice,  had  eaten,  like  rust,  into  all  of  gentle  blood 

^liat  he  had,  had,  originally  in  his  nature  and  appearance, 

^d  left  nothing,  but  that  keen,  sharp,  cunning  look,  which 

^  the  joint  impress,  of  avarice  and  famine. 

Still,  despite  his  sordid  rags,  and  his  premature  look  of 
age^  (for  he  was  but  62,  and  looked  nearly  80)  there  tuas 
a  patrician  outline  about  the  old  man  ;  and  in  the  vague 
of  twilight,  or  the  darkness  of  a  coming  storm,  when  he 
was  80  often  to  be  seen  on  that  wild  sea-shore,  bending 
down,  looking  for  any  waifs  the  waves  might  have  cast 
cm  it, — ^his  thin,  long,  white,  hair,  floating  like  a  signal  of 
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distress,  in  the  wind,  he  might  have  been  mistaken  f 
of  those  fabled  Athenian  kings,  hnnted  from  exile,  U 
by  the  inexorable  Fates. 

"  Oh !  poor  old  man ! "  cried  Walter,  as  he  ss 
miserable,  self-created  Midas,  toiling  towards  them 
his  heavy  bundle  of  sea-weed,  which  was  intended 
any  stray  sticks  he  could  pick  up,  to  be  dried  fc 

''  Oh  !  poor  old  man  !  I'll  get  off,  and  let  him  rid£ 
on  the  pony?  may  I !  and  I'll  give  him  one  of  mj 
crowns." 

*'  Heaven  bless  you !  and  always  keep  your  heart,  and 
open ;  but  youTl  do  neither,  Master  Walter ;  for  that* 
Windsor ;  he's  as  rich  as  a  Jew,  but  the  greatest  old 
that  ever  lived." 

"  Oh  !  but  he's  so  old,  and  looks  so  hungry,  poor  i 
urged  Walter,  with  the  half-crown  already  in  his  ha 

"  Serve  him  right !  he  might  live  like  an  alden 
he  liked ;  and  have  enough  left,  to  feed  a  whole  ai 
cormorants  after." 

"  Ugh  !  ugh  !  ugh  ! "  coughed  the  subject  of  tl 
servation,  coming  up  just  as  it  had  been  made. 

"  Why,  I  scarcely  knew  you.  Bob  Bumpus  !  you 
splendid  !  I  heard  you  had  come  into  a  fortune 
every  one  gets  money  but  me." 

"I  don't  know  about  coming  into  a  fortune; 
spend  what  I  have,"  rejoined  Bob,  with  great  dignit 
marked  severity,  as  if  at  all  events,  he  did  **eatii 
cold,"  and,  as  a  natural  sequence,  knew  how  "  to  cut 
with  a  razor." 

"  Bad,  bad,"  muttered  the  old  man,  "  as  I  am,  i 
telling  that  extravagant  hussy,  Dorothy,  *  wantcD 
makes  woful  want !' " 

"  Ah  I  no  doubt ;  but  how  is  poor  Miss  Dorothy! 
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l>eing  the  penniless  sister  of  such  a  brother,  and  therefore 
dependant  upon  him  for  her  daily  privations,  Eobert 
Bumpus  pitied  the  poor  old  woman,  from  the  very  depths 
of  his  honest  soul,  and  many  a  time  had  he  laid  his 
Baoihei's  Jarder  under  contribution,  to  save  her  from  actual 

"Poor  Miss  Dorothy,  indeed !  She  ought  to  be  rich 
^tiss  Dorothy  !  to  see  all  the  expense  she  has  put  me  to, 
ttUs  summer.  She  fancied  herself  ill !  (women  are  always 
ftUl  of  crotchets  and  vapours)  and  so  must  needs  consult 
^^.  Arnold  up  at  the  Dispensary,  and  what  does  he  do  ? 
^^l5tead  of  giving  her  plenty  of  physic,  which  is  the  proper 
^i^ing  for  people  who  are  iU,  or  who  fancy  themselves  so  ; 
ti\it  order  her  a  generous  diet !  generous  diet,  indeed  !  but 
'^here  was  the  generosity  to  come  from,  but  out  of  my 
iHxsket  ?  Ah  !  it's  hard  living  now-a-days,  Eobert  Bum- 
Pus  ;  and  everything  so  dear !  and  Dr.  Arnold  and  his 
*  generous  diet ! '  have  well  nigh  ruined  me,  in  sheep's 
*leads,  and  small  beer,  for  Dorothy;  and,  like  all  pampered 
I>eople,  better  fed  than  taught,  she  grew  so  dainty,  that  she 
Actually  found  fault  with  the  beer  at  last,  and  said  it  was 
^ur ! " 

"The  luxurious  jade!"  exclaimed  Bob,  with  an  irony 
that  was  quite  lost  upon  the  gold-clogged  faculties  of  Paul 
Windsor.  *'  The  luxurious  jade  I  find  fault  with  sheep's- 
heads,  and  small  beer  !  then,  if  I  were  you,  Mr.  Windsor, 
for  the  future,  Fd  onli/  let  her  have  stale  sprats,  and  rain- 
water." 

"Ah!  my  dear  friend,"  said  the  old  man,  evidently 
charmed  with,  and  clutching  at  the  suggestion,  as  he  seized 
hold  of  one  of  Mr.  Bunipus's  buttons,  in  an  unusual  fit  of 
expansion  and  demonstrativeness,  '*  Ah,  my  dear  friend  ! 
the  rain-water  is  all  very  well ;  but  they  make  one  pay 


any  food  at  alL" 

"  Very  hard  indeed,  I  should  think,"  said  B 
thank  goodness,  I  never  exactly  tried  tliat  sort  ( 

Walter,  who  had  steadily,  and  compassionatelj 
eyes  fixed  upon  Paul  Windsor's  hollow,  fiirrowc 
and  keen,  dark,  sunken  eyes^  the  whole  tin 
speaking,  and  who,  notwithstanding  the  acooi 
wealth,  only  saw  fiEunine  graven  in  gaunt  chai 
every  feature,  opened  the  basket,  containing  the 
the  milk,  and  handing  it  to  the  old  man,  after  c 
a  huge  piece,  said — 

"  Do  sir,  pray  take  a  piece  of  my  cake  ?  I  ne 
nice  a  one,  or  any  cake  like  it>  before." 

The  temptation  was  too  strong  to  be  resia 
before  he  even  could  thank  the  child  for  his  c 
Windsor  had  transferred  the  bundle  of  sea-weet 
his  arm;  and,  darting  out  his  skinny,  talon-1: 
snatched  the  wedge  of  cake  off  the  point  of  th< 
a  macaw  would  seize  a  cherry,  and  began  devoi 
such  large  mouthfiils^  and  swallowing  them  » 
that  Robert  Bimipus,  reallv  fearinff  he  would  chok 
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^  he  had  actually  quaffed  a  cup  from  the  rejuyenating 
^i^tuitam,  and  at  length  found  his  speech  to  say — 

"  I  thank  you,  my  dear,  a  right  worthy  young  gentleman, 
^pon  my  word  ;  who  is  he,  Robert  Bumpus  V 

A  new  pupil  of  my  brother^s,  Master  Walter  Selden." 
''Indeed,  Selden,  Selden,  I  shall  remember  the  name, 
^V'alter  Selden,  I  think  you  said  ?  Excellent  cake,  but  how 
^ch,  too  rich  ;  must  have  cost  a  perfect  National  Debt,  of 
^"^eetmeats,  and  liqueurs,  to  maka  You  should  not  eat 
^=^ldi  rich  things,  young  gentleman ;  thqr  are  ruinous  alike 
*<^  property  and  digestion." 

"On  the  contrary,"  laughed  Bob,  "as  you  havfe  just 
l*lx)ved,  Mr.  Windsor,  of  all  good  things,  however  rich, 
^^oa  may,  without  detriment,  eat  any  given  quantity,  and 
*^^kat  cake  was  also  given  to  Master  Walter  by  Mrs.  Basket, 
't^p  at  the  manor  ;  but  we  are  going  on  to  Maresco,  and  I 
^^Ms  to  have  been  there  at  four,  and  it  is  now  five  minutes 
^iiast ;  so  good  day,  Mr.  Windsor ;  commend  me  to  Miss 
X^orothy,  but  not  a  word  about  the  stale  sprats  and  rain- 
"^rater,  if  you  please  ;  because,  in  case  of  cholera,  and  a 
fioroner*s  inquest,  I  might  get  implicated  you  know." 

"  Sprats ! — no,  no,  not  sprats,  too  dear,"  muttered  the 
old  man.  "  Anderson,  the  gardener,  up  at  the  manor, 
f>ften  gives  me  a  basket  of  rooks,  much  lighter,  and  better 
food,  if  she's  ilL  Good  bye,  good  bye,  young  gentleman, 
I  thank  you,  your  cake  was  excellent ;  but  too  rich — too 
rich." 

And  again,  taking  his  bundle  of  sea-weed  in  both  hands, 
he  toddled  on. 

** Basket  of  rooks,  indeed,"  rei)eated  Bob.     "You  old 
skin-flint,  I  don't  wonder  at  poor  Dorothy  so  often  having 
a  crow  to  pluck  with  you,  at  that  rate." 
But,  he  had  scarcely  uttered  the  words,  before  Old  Paul 
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niins,  and  wrinkles,  of  his  withered  fiace,  as  he 
into  Walter's, 

**  I  beg  your  pardon,  young  gentleman — Mai 
I  mean,  for  I  won  t  forget  your  name  ;  but  y 
kind,  and — and — as  I  said  before,  such  rich  thiii 
bad,  very  indigestible.  But  you  heard  me  tel 
Bumpus  that  my  sister  was  ill,  and  all  the  e 
had  been  to  me ;  and  sick  people  have  fancic 
dainty  things,  as  I  know,  to  my  cost  Since  th 
quack,  Dr.  Arnold,  stufiFed  her  head  with  'gen 
and  such  costly  crotchets,  full  three  and  sixp 
cost  me  for  sheeps' heads  since  Midsummer — ^thi 
pence  !  but  I  thought  she  might  fancy  a  bit  o 
cake  of  yours,  if  you  would  kindly  give  me  a  slic 

"Oh!  she  shall  have  it  all— at  least,  all  th 
said  Walter,  with  great  alacrity,  pulling  it 
basket  by  the  four  comers  of  the  jmper.  Bn 
wrapped  up  in  two  sheets  of  confectioner's  I 
papers,  one  of  them  fell  to  tlie  groimd  in  ta 
and  blew  away,  or  rather  would  have  done  so,  1 
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3ut  the  old  man  drew  back,  as  if  suddenly  stung  into 
aoxne  long  donnant  propriety  of  feeling,  and  something 
like  the  phantom  of  a  blush  passed  over  his  parchment- 
dieeks,  as  he  raised  the  calabash  from  his  head;  and,  bow- 
ing to  the  boy  with  a  stately  air,  said — 

''I  thank  you,  Master  Selden;  but — ^but — I  was  bom  a 
gentleman,  and  gentlemen — ca'nH — ^take  money." 

But  this  effort  of  self-conquest — this  sacrifice  of  '.\e 
ruling  passion,  to  pedigree,  was  too  much  for  him — es- 
pecially as  the  silver  snare  still  shone  before  him;  and  he 
uaamediately  added,  in  a  gasping,  tremulous  voice,  stretch- 
ing out  his  hand  for  it,  and  almost  snatching  it  out  of 
^^"alter's,  "But,  you  said  it  was  for  my  sister!  I  have  no 
right  to  refuse  for  her — and — and — women  are  different ; 

^herf ^are  not  gentlemen !" 

With  this  piece  of  indisputable  logic,  he  transferred  the 
Wf-crown  to  his  pocket;  and,  without  again  thanking 
Walter,  made  him  a  solemn  and  stately  bow,  and  moved 
on  as  if  he  thought,  like  many  greater,  and  reputably 
wiser  personages,  to  conceal,  by  the  haughtiness  of  his 
bearing,  the  miry  meanness  of  his  conduct." 

"You  are  a  scene  in  a  play — you  are,"  said  Bob, 
folding  his  arms,  and  looking  after  him — "  but  if  poor 
Dorothy  Windsor  never  suffers  from  indigestion  till 
she  eats  the  smallest  crumb  of  that  cake,  or  never  feels 
the  want  of  money  till  she  gets  that  half-crown,  why  she's 
lucky,  as  her  policy  of  insurance  wa^  paid  on  both*  For 
111  bet  a  sweeps-stake  to  a  sandwich  that  she  never  sees 
either.  Oh!  Master  Walter!  Master  Walter!"  added  he, 
shaking  his  head  very  gravely — "you  should  not  have 
done  it;"  and,  in  order  to  emphasize  the  "no^,"  he  brought 
his  clenched  hand  down  with  such  startling  energy  on  the 
plumpest  portion  of  Solomon's  back,  that  that  usually 
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steady   and  sedate    animal   kicked  up,   and  flung 
accompanying  the  unseemly  movements,  with  a 
"  Brindisi"  of  neighing,  such  as  he  never  before 
in,  since  he  had  occupied  his  serious  stall  in  the 
stables. 

"So,  ho!  steady  there! — ^that's  the  way  with  all 
saints, — only  give  them  an  opportunity,  and  they  are 
to  kick  up  their  heels.     I  wish  Madam  Momington 
see  you, — and  I  think  you'd  be  set  to  do  penance  at 
prayers  in  a  horse-pond  for  the  next  week.    Very 
very  well,  indeed,  Master  Walter;   you  held  on  liktt 
trump.    There  are  many  things  in  this  world,  that  nol 
can  stand  ;  but  once  on  horseback,  remember  always 
you  must  sit  it,  let  what  will  happen.     Horse  and 
like  man  and  wife,  should  be  always  one;  for,  when 
are  not,  the  beast,  in  both  cases,  is  sure  to  have  the  beat 
it. — He !  he ! — and  no  mistaka    But  I  was  going  to 
that  is,  to  prove  to  you,  Master  Walter — how  veiy 
you  were  to  encourage  vice,  by  giving  money  to  that 
miser,  when  Soloman  began  his  Atat  Polka.    For 
should  you  feel,  now,  if  you  were  to  meet  some  really 
starving  man,  woman,  or  child,  who  having  no  th< 
hoarded  up,  could  not  choose,  Imt  starve?    To  poor 
Nahemiah  Twigg,  yesterday,  it  was  all  very  well — ^for  he  ii 
poor;  and,  if  the  poor  are  not  actually  starving,  still,  dC: 
comforts  are  beyond  the  reach  of  their  hard  cold  haiid% 
poor  souls!   but,   to  go  and  waste  money  on  a  mm^ 
miserable,  wicked,  rich  miser,— oh!   for  shame,  Mi0i0r 
Walter.    Fm  sure  your  ancestor,  the  great  John,  wotU 
be  very  angry  if  he  knew  it, — and  I,  for  one,  could  not 
blame  him." 

''Oh!  but  I  have  two  more  half-crowns  left^" iqiliii 
Walter^  thinking,  with  the  financial  fallacies  of  cbildhM 
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^^  as  long  as  anything  was  left  in  the  exchequer,  it  was 
of  little  import  how  much  had  gone  ot^  of  it 

"That  don't  mend  the  matter,"  said  Bob,  quickly; 
"crowns,  even  as  daily  experience  shows  us,  won't  last  for 
e^er— much  less  half-crowna  Now,  instead  of  giving 
bim  money  forsoooth,  I  should  like  to  subject  Master 
Paul  Windsor  to  the  same  discipline,  that  King  John  pre- 
acribed  for  Big  Ben  of  Bristol,  with  this  improvement  on 
it:— That  old  Paul  should  sit  on  his  own  money-bags,  to 
undergo  the  operation." 

"What  was  that?"  asked  Walter. 
"  Why,  King  John — so  the  story  goes, — wanted  seven 
thousand  marks,  from  one  Benjamin,  a  rich  Jew  of  Bris- 
tol; but  he  said  he  would  rather  part  with  his  life,  than 
liis  money.  And  so  King  John,  very  properly,  in  my 
opinion,  ordered  him  to  have  all  his  teeth  drawn,  one  after 
tile  other,  till  he  paid  the  money.  But  the  Jew  stood  out 
till  it  came  to  his  seventh  tooth,  when  he  gave  in,  and  pre- 
ferred even  parting  with  his  monish,  to  losing  all  his 
grinders.  Now,  I  should  just  like  to  serve  Paul  Windsor 
in  the  same  way,  tUl  he  consented  to  spending  enough 
upon  himself  to  keep  body  and  soul  together.  I  would 
not  ask  him  to  spend  a  farthing  on  anybody  else,  because 
tta<,  would  be  enough  to  make  him  sign  his  death-warrant 
at  once." 

"But,  poor  old  man,  that  would  be  very  cruel,"  said 
Walter. 

"  Not  half  so  cruel  as  his  starving  his  sister  and  himself. 
You  have  read  about  Lazarus  and  Dives,  Master  Walter, 
in  the  Bible.  Well,  depend  upon  it,  misers  are  the  worst 
sort  of  Dives,  for  they  don't  even  spend  their  money  on 
themselves ;  if  they  did,  it  would  do  good  in  spite  of 
tbem ;  but^  if  one  half  the  world  were  misers^  th^  other 


we  get  opposite  Maresco,  wAen  we  can  get  u] 

causeway  again. 

*'So  this  Ls  the  sea;  how  beautiful  it  is!  and  ht 
like  to  be  in  one  of  those  ships  sailing  on 
Walter. 

"  Well,  I*d  rather  you,  than  me,  Master  Wt 
must  ship  it,  I  should  prefer  the  back  of  a  can 
comes  nearer  to  a  horse,  and  it  is  called  the 
desert  But,  as  for  those  sort  of  ships  out  yoni 
say,  as  the  old  maids  do,  about  children,  that 
in  their  place,  that  is,  out  at  sea,  while  I  am  saJ 
But  there's  an  old  chum  of  mine,  one  Tom  < 
comes  down  into  this  part  of  the  world  som< 
he's  the  one  to  put  you  afloat  in  first-rate  styl 
in  ship  or  boat,  and  1*11  take  care  that  it's  cnt 
log,  that  you  do  have  a  sail  sometimes." 

"  Oh,  thank  you,  thank  you,  but  I  should  ; 
go,  unless  you  went,  too." 

''Thank  you  all  the  same,  Master  Walte 
vocation  is  getting  over  the  ground  ;  and  thouj 
vast  deal  of  taUc  just  now  of  ''  the  best  wa 
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appdntment  as  punctually  with  the  poorest  person  in  the 
land  as  if  it  were  the  queen." 

Hus  well-bred  punctuality,  and  consideration  for  the 
feelings,  and  for  the  tivie^  of  her  poorer  fellow-creatures, 
it  was,  that  made  Beatrice  Clairville  venerated  by  ihem, 
in  proportion  as  her  good  deeds,  and  anticipatory  bene- 
Toknce,  made  her  beloved  ;  but  she  knew  that  to  the  poor, 
'KrM  is  bread,  and  that  even  to  the  rich,  it  is  a  conve- 
niaice — ^while  to  all,  it  is  mobe  or  less  Fate  ;  for 
she  had  studied  her  book  of  life  in  that  dearest,  qoid  most 
severe  of  all  schools,  (but  where  only  true  knowledge  of 
ooiselves  and  of  others  can  be  acquired) — the  School  of 
Adyirstty  ! — 

For  therein  we  have 


-the  detail  of  blank  intervals, 


The  patient  suffering,  where  no  action  is, 
That  proves  our  nature.    Many  are — who  act, 
But  oh !  how  few  endure  /" 

Because  the  stagnation  of  misery  is  so  much  more  op- 
pressive, than  its  dashing,  bounding  torrent !  But  she 
lad  goue  through  both  ordeals,  and  had  battled  bravely, 
4ad  endured  nobly !  The  first,  is  only  heroic  ;  the  latter, 
^  sublime  !  for  verUy,  endurance  is  the  eternal  adamant, 
out  of  which,  the  ladder  for  our  soul's  progi'ession  is 
Diade,  and  down  which  the  angels  of  God  descend — to 
ascend  with  us  back  to  Heaven. 

Yet,  oh !  adversity  it  is,  that  causes  us  from  the  inner- 
most depths  of  our  traviiiling  spuits,  to  utter  the  suppli- 
cation of — "  Let  me  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  living  God, 
zatber  than  into  those  of  men."    For  the  scourging  of 
mejn  drags  j]b  t)p:ough  t}ie  mire,  and  ruffles^  an4  sullies,  our 
vol.  u.  0      . 
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our  spirit's  wings,  while  the  chastisements  of  God 
ever  severe,  are  yet  tempered  with  mercy,  and  lift 
of  the  slough  of  earth,  nearer  to  Him  ;  and  we  at 
feel  that  this  very  breaking  down,  one  after  anot 
every  stronghold  in  which  we  have  garnered  our 
and  our  affections,  is  only  to  let  in  that  Eternal  \ 
which  will  never  set  or  fidl  us.  "  Even  in  this  n 
says  an  eloquent  modem  divine,  "  where  there  is  iw 
God,  how  sweet  is  the  Christian's  sense  of  His  pi 
and  love— and  we  are  told,  that '  whom  the  Lord 
He  chastenethP — ^what  then,  will  it  be,  in  that 
where  it  is  all  of  God  ?  if  even  the  foretaste  is  I 
what  must  be  the  fruition  ?  K  the  rays  of  the  Divin 
are  gladdening — ^what  must  be  the  ftdl  blaze  of  th 
itself!" 

"  Rejoice,  then,  ye  that  mourn,  and  are  heavy  h 
for  He  who  imposed  the  burden,  notes  every  . 
makes  ;  and  are  not  the  severest  wounds,  inflicted  1 
hand,  far  better,  than  the  earthy  exemption  fix)m  tri 
from  care,  ever  accompanied  as  it  is,  by  the  wit 
sentence  of  "  Ephraim  is  joined  to  idols  :  let  bim  al 

"  Here  we  are  at  Maresco,"  said  Bob,  leading  So 
up  upon  the  causeway ;  "  and  I've  no  doubt,  1 
Walter,  her  ladyship  will  let  you  see  all  her  little  i 
and  they  are  worth  seeing,  I  assure  you.  At  all  eve 
know  you  may  walk  about  the  grounds: — as  foi 
Tatters,  my  man,  you  must  remain  in  the  lodge, 
Peggy  Sykes,  because  your  style  of  gardening  is  ob 
to,  not  by  Lady  Clairville,  for  she  has  more  sens 
knows  that  dog-roses  are  pretty  innocent  things 
Frazer,  the  gardener,  is  a  Scotchman,  and  my  bd 
that  if  he  could  bottle  and  cork  up  the  air,  and  kei 
manure  under  lock  and  key,  he  would ;  but  as  bt 
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Iu8  scnping,  and  his  grumbling,  centre  in  one  points— the 
fcss he  makes  ''about  her  ladyship's  care-nations." 

Having  helped  Walter  to  dismount,  consigned  Tatters 
(much  against  his  will)  to  the  care  of  Mrs.  Sykes,  tied 
Solomon's  bridle  to  the  gate,  and  told  him  to  "  stay  quiet 
and  mannerly  there*'  till  they  returned, — ^Robert  Bnmpua, 
and  his  little  companion,  entered  the  beautiful  grounds  of 
Maiesco. 


0  % 


CHAPTER  VII. 


fjibn  ClairbiKe  iit  ^oinc* 


u^^MHAT  a  pretty  place!"  exclaimed  Wal 
f£^^  ing  admiringly  round  at  the  pa 
flowers,  and  foliage,  he  was  in ;  ; 
having  seen  more  of  the  placida  campagna^ 
smoke-steeped,  soi-disaiit  green  lanes  of  Pencrid^ 
naturally  surprised  and  delighted,  with  the  n 
capability  brown,  beauties  of  Maresco. 

**  Ah!  it  is  a  pretty  place,  indeed,  Master  Wa 
no  wonder,  for  *  handsome  is,  that  handsome  dc 
like  the  owner,  I  don't  believe,  whether  it's  fruit, 
leaf,  there's  a  thing  about  the  place,  but  what  doe 
gives  pleasure  to  some  one.*' 

"Oh!  oh!  but  do  look  at  those  beds  of  pin! 
Walter,  in  a  perfect  ecstacy,  as  they  approached  1 
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"•Oh!  yes,  you  may  thougli,"  said  a  beautiful  little  girl 
of  about  eight  years  old,  in  a  white  cambric  sun-bonnet, 
«nd  a  purple  gauze  butterfly-net  in  her  hand,  running 
tound  a  turning  of  the  lawn,  and  quite  out  of  breath  from 
the  pantings  of  the  chase  ;  as  she  suddenly  stopped  oppo- 
site Walter,  and,  stooping  down, — ^gathered  after  a  most 
St  Bartholomew  &shion, — a  handful  of  the  incarnadined 
flowCTs,  and  presented  them  to  him,  adding  :  "  For  I  may 
gather  as  many  as  I  like ;  and  so.  Til  give  them  to  you." 

"  Oh !  thank  you,"  said  Walter,  but  looking  with  much 
more  admiration  at  the  donor,  than  at  the  flowers ;  for 
though  one  way  or  another,  he  had  seen  plenty  of  little 
girls,  yet,  like  the  vegetation  about  Staffordshire,  tiieir 
common  day,  had  been  more  or  less  tarnished  by  the 
murky  atmosphere  of  the  potteries. 

"Tm  sure  the  young  Lady  is  very  kind,  Master  Walter," 
put  in  Mr.  Bumpus ;  not  only  taking  off  his  hat  to  the 
little  girl,  but  keeping  it  off,  as  he  rang  the  door-bell. 

"Is  your  name  Walter?"  she  asked,  looking  as  fixedly 
into  his  face  as  if  she  had  been  going  to  take  his  like- 
ness. 

"Yes." 

"Walter  what?" 

"Selden,"  replied  he,  in  a  low  voice,  blushing  up  to  his 

temples,  and  not  having  the  courage  to  ask  what  her  name 

Was ;  though  he  would  have  given  even  the  bunch  of  much 

coveted  carnations  to  know  it ;  for  it  is  an  indisputable 

fict,  let  physiologists  explain  it  as  they  can,  that  in  early 

life^  all  the  courage,  and  all  the  forwardness,  are  on  the  part 

of  the  girls  ;  all  the  fear,  diffidence,  and  mauvaise  hdnte, 

m  that  of  the  boys.     For  our  parts,  -  we  are  inclined  to 

think,  that  the  solution  may  be  found  in  masculine  vanity, 

which  shiinks  6#m  adv^ituring  itself  upon  any  unknown 
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or  debateable  ground,  where  it  is  not  sure  of  preoe 
from  ignoring  how  to  take  the  initiativa  While 
cence,  being  proverbially  without  guile,  and  conseq 
without  its  shadow, /ear  may  equsJly  account  for  jn 
feminine  forwardnesa  Be  Uiis  as  it  may,  and  Walt< 
daring  to  ask  Aer  name  in  return,  looked  down  at  the  f 
she  had  given  him,  and  then  fnrtivdy  over  them  i 
And  in  this,  at  least  to.  him,  embarrassing  interr^gni 
she  was  still  calmly  and  intently  continuing  her  scnri 
his  features,  Horton  answered  the  door. 

"  Bless  my  soul  I  Robert  Bumpus  !"  said  he,  evi 
taken  aback,  by  the  unwonted  splendours  of  Bob's  a 
ance,  ''  I'm  very  glad  to  see  you  looking  so  well" 
like  Mr.  Langston,  he  was  too  innately  well-bred 
''Tm  glad  to  see  you  looking  so  respectable"  whii 
the  formula  of  his  thought 

''  Thauk  you,  Mr.  Horton,  I  am,  thank  Heavca 
well ;  never  was  better  in  my  life.  Can  her  Ladyal 
me,  do  you  know  ?*' 

"  Oh,  yes ;  she  e3q)ects  you ;  and  ordered  that  yo 
to  be  shown  into  the  library." 

"  But  you'll  come  with  me  !  won't  you,  Walter  1 
the  little  girl,  securing  Walter's  hand,  and  draggin 
away  from  the  door  with  a  doiLce  violence ;  the  oniy 
ance  he  made  to  which,  being  an  uncertain  lod 
«  May  I  ?"  and  halt  "  J)o  let  me  ? "  at  Bob. 

"  Lady  Gemma !  young  ladies  shouldn't  make  ic 
said  Horton,  with  a  telegraphic  look  of  remonstxaiM 
then  turning  to  Bobert  Bumpus,  in  as  great  a  f 
conventional  alarm,  as  Lady  Fitz  Doodle  hersdf 
have  been,  had  Noodie  been  about  to  commit  m 
Anglo-Saxon  sin,  of  speaking  to  some  one  he  d 
know// /henaid,  ''whose  litdebqyii that f" 
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**He*8  a  young  gentleman!"  responded  Mr.  Bumpus, 
with  much  dignity,  and  not  a  little  pique. 

"Yes,  yes,  one  can  see  thai"  resumed  Horton,  sorry 
to  We  hurt  Bob's  feelings,  and  really  admiring  Walter. 
"I  only  meant  what  was  his  name?  for  you  know,  Robert 
Bmnpus^  it's  my  trade  to  ask  people's  names,  or  else  I  should 
not  know  how  to  annoimce  them." 
"  All  right,  Mr.  Horton,  his  name  is  a  good  one — ^Master 


"Do  the  young  gentleman's  parents  live  in  this  part  of  the 
world?"  re-probed  the  thoroughly  respectable  Horton,  not 
Hdng  the  responsibility  of  being  accessory  to  the  daughter 
of  ''the  Earl  and  Countess  o/Fortarjis/'  down  on  a  visit 
to  kis  Lady,  making  promiscuous  acquaintances  with  but- 
tons and  blouses. 

"No,  he  is  at  school,  at  my  brother's ;  but  not  as  a  day- 
scholar,  but  as  a  boarder.'' 

Horton  was  considerably  mystified,  not  knowing  how  to 
reconcile  going  to  school  at  Moses  Bumpus's,  with  his 
ideas  of  " gentility"  and  above  all,  with  the  boy's  own 
appearance,  which  had,  in  every  look  and  gesture,  the 
nnmistakeable  impress  of  the  patrician  Hall-mark ;  but 
Horton  had  stood  behind  the  chairs  of  too  many  Cabinet 
Ministers  in  his  time,  not  to  have  at  least  sufficient  diplo- 
macy to  conceal  his  thoughts,  and  carry  out  his  own 
designs,  by  appearing  to  be  solicitous  for  the  welfare  of 
others  ;  so  all  he  said  was, — 

"  Lady  Gemma,  my  dear  ;  now  you  won't  take  the  young 
gentleman  too  far  ;  because  your  ladyship  must  remember, 
that  he  has  come  some  distance,  and  has  to  return,  and  I'm 
sme  you  would  not  like  to  tire  him." 

"  Oh  !  .but  I  want  him  to  come  and  see  my  owls — the 
old  owl  is  so  funny,  and  has  such  big,  golden  eyes ;  and 


nity  that  would  have  been  considered  extrei 

the  ''  Atat/' 

Whilo  Mr.  Buinpus,  in  what  on  tho  the; 
called  "an  aside/'  was  enunciating  this  axiom 
De  Vere,  without  conunitting  lierself  in  a 
repljring  to  Horton's  considerate  sugges 
Walter  away  with  her ;  and  he,  nothing  1 
better  not  to  compromise  his  obedience,  by  a 
appeals  to  Bob. 

*' That's  the  age!"  said  Horton,  resting 
his  hips,  with  the  palms  turned  out,  as  liLs 
tensely  good-humoured  face,  gazed  admir 
two  children  racing  across  the  lawn. 

*'Ah:"  responded  Mr.  Bumpus,  "No  ^ 
levanting,  tlie7i ;  at  that  age,  youth  walks  c 
and  Nature  goes  in,  and  wins  ;  there  are  nc 
it's  Molly  Maybush,  or  the  White  Turk,  thi 
and  neck,  theny 

"Tlie  White  Turk/'  repeated  Horton,  pc 
his  conversation  to  Bob's  ruling  passion. 
tr>  mn  this  vf»nr?      Tdnn't.  rpmenibpr  sppintr 
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CwmwelL  IVe  always  thought  it  a  redeeming  point  in 
old  Noll's  character,  that  he  didn't  carry  his  hypocrisy 
jwiteso  &r  as  to  put  down  horse-racing,  and  suppress  ike 
stable  with  the  Prebend's  stalls.  But,  then,  to  be  sure, 
^9mg  brings  money,  and  catch  the  saints  giving  that  the 
cold  shoulder,  for  let  the  name  of  the  sect  be  what  it  will, 
yon  mark,  if  psalm-singing,  and  purse-filling,  don't  always 
go  together." 

"Or,  as  I  used  to  say,  in  my  line,  when  I  lived -with 
Bishop  Basen,  the  yellow-sealed  George  the  Fourth  port^ 
tod  the  double  X,  for  Exeter  Hall,"  laughed  Horton. 

"Of  course,"  rejoined  Mr.  Bumpus,  with  a  wink,  for 
which  there  did  not  appear  to  be  any  absolute  necessity, 
fleeing  that  there  was  no  third  person  present,  either  to 
mystify,  or  whose  animadversions  were  to  be  deprecated, 
"Of  course,  for  beyond  strong  waters,  or  at  weakest. 
Seltzer  and  soda  water,  well  brandied,  I  fancy  the  saints 
consider  all  water,  at  least  at  meals,  as  'the  waters  of 
Babylon,'  by  which  they  have  sat  down  to  weep.  But 
time's  up,  and  I  was  due  at  Maresco  at  4  p.m.  precisely, 
and  now  it's  4.15.,  and  I  am  afraid  I  may  be  keeping  her 
ladyship  waiting,  so  just  be  so  kind  as  to  let  her  know 
I'm  here,  will  you  ?" 

"That  m  do,"  said  Horton,  proceeding  with  his  usual 
portly  pace  down  a  passage  that  led  to  the  library,  which, 
for  its  more  sacred  privacy,  was  the  room  wherein  Lady 
Clairville  generally  saw  all  persons  who  came  about  any 
business  of  her  own,  or  connected  with  the  school  We 
have  already  described  this  room,  though  not  in  detail, 
for  it  was  about  forty  feet  long,  and  not  wide  in  propor- 
tion, which  gave  it  the  appearance  of  a  gallery,  more 
especially  as  the  ceiling  was  in  thick  cross-beamed  rafters, 
covered  with  a  Mosaic  of  light-coloured  leather,  purple 
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yermilion,  white,  gold,  brown,  and  straw-colour,  with 
armorial  bearings  in  bas^die/s,  picked  out,  in  their  proper 
heraldic  colours,  between  the  interstices  of  the  crossed 
beams. 

This  variegated  heraldic  ceiling,  considerably  lightened 
and  softened,  the  otherwise  sombre  and  somewhat  severe 
tone  of  the  room,  as  did  the  binding  and  arrangement  of 
the  books,  which  were  bound  alternately  in  red  Bussia  and 
gold,  like  the  arras  of  the  walls,  and  chairs,  (which  was 
also  of  real  Russia,  and  besides  preserving  the  books, 
diffused  a  most  delicious  odour),  while  the  other  half  of 
the  books,  were  bound  in  white  vellum  and  gold ;  and  as 
three  volimies  of  the  Russia,  and  three  of  the  white,  were 
placed  alternately  throughout  the  semi-circular  turretted 
book-cases,  the  effect  produced  was  a  very  harmonious 
and  agreeable  one  to  the  eye,  and  also  imparted  an  air 
of  additional  comfort,  to  tliis  pre-eminently  comfortable 
room. 

The  carpet,  which  was  a  veiy  thick  Axminster,  was  of 
a  brown  clay-coloured  ground,  with  small  white  stars  upon 
it,  and  a  border  consisting  of  a  white  ground,  upon  which, 
in  brown,  were  cavalcades  from  the  "  Canterbury  Tales," 
for  it  had  been  made  after  a  design  of  Lady  Clairville's 
own.  Besides  the  large,  carved-oak,  library-table,  and  one 
or  two  exquisite  Davenports,  that  had  "erst  of  old,"  been 
some  sleek  abbot's  stalls,  were  one,  or  two,  very  large 
round  tables,  covered  with  brown  velvet,  made  to  fit  them 
tightly,  and  falling  all  round,  like  the  housings  of  a  horse, 
trimmed  with  deep  silver  fringe.  On  these  tables  lay  a 
profusion  of  beautifully  bound  books  and  portfolios,  in  all 
the  gorgeous  perfection  of  typographical,  and  pictorial 
luxury,  that  modern  art  has  arrived  at ;  and  in  the  centre 
of  these  tables  stood  a  large  bronze  lamp,  the  subject  of 
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one  being  Don  Quixote  in  his  study.     Before  him  was 

a  table,  covered  with  dilapidated-looking  tames,  and  a 

broken  helmet^  which  served  as  a  real  inkstand,  while 

the  two  sconces  on  his  table,  had  jets  of  naphtha^  which, 

when  lit,  served  at  once  for  lamps  and  to  throw  a  more 

haggard  expression  into  the  Knight's  countenance.    As 

a  work  of  art,  this  lamp  was  a  chef-d'oeuvre.    Its  pendant, 

on  the  other  table,  was  Sancho  Panza^  equally  happily 

tt^eated,  but  with  a  nearly  emptied  wine-skin  on  the  table 

l>efore  him,  that  must  have  given  the  true  Boracha  flavour 

to  the  viiw  pwro  within,  while  his  head  was  dropping 

^pon  his  ample  bosom,  as  if  in  the  very  act  of  invoking 

^  celebrated  benediction  on  the  man  who  first  invented 

«ieep. 

Two  gems,  in  marble,  she  also  possessed,  the  one  was 
^^ndolfi  s   group,   that  exquisite  Christian  Cupid   and 
*^syche — the  meeting  of  Jacob  and  Kachael;  the  other,  an 
^Hal  chef-^^csuvre  by  Greenough — a  child  playing  on  a 
^^^aik  of  flowers,  and  looking  intently  at  a  butterfly  that 
^^^A  lighted  on  the  back  of  its  little  dimpled  hand.    About, 
^  all  directions,  were  to  be  seen  those  large  hat-shaped 
Chaster   Florentine   baskets,  filled  with  flowers,  more 
^^pecially  with  her  favourite  carnations,  and  also  silver 
Water-lilies,    filled  with  tufts  of    violets,   which  Fraser 
piqued  himself  upon  producing  all  the  year  round.     The 
mantel-pieces  were  high,  and  of  carved  oak,  to  be  in  keep- 
ing with  the  rest  of  the  room,  as  the  grates  were  made 
for  burning  wood  ;  but  hei^e  ended,  all  attempts  at  anti- 
dated  furniture,  for  Lady  Clairville  had  too  correct,  and 
critical  a  taste,  to  bestow  upon  a  modem  cottage  om6e 
anything  beyond  the  appropriate  appendages  of  chintz, 
eider-down,  and  modern  comfort.    But  her  own  snuggery, 
as  ahe  called  it,  she  had  a  right  to  do  what  she  pleased 
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with,  and  she  certainly  pleased  with  what  she  had  done 
with  it,  as  all  the  rose-water  pilgrims  from  Belgravia^  and 
beyond  the  Parks  exclaimed,  on  entering  it — ^"^  Ah  !  die 
piccolo  Paradiso!" 

Lady  Clairville  was  writing,  in  fact  finishing,  her  daify 
huUetin  to  Lady  Portaijis,  of  Gemma's  improved  health, 
when  Horton  opened  the  door,  and  coming  up  to  the 
Davenport  at  which  she  was  seated,  said — 

"Robert  Bumpns,  my  lady ;  but  of  course  if  ifs  not 
convenient  to  your  ladjrship  to  see  him  now,  he'll  wait" 

"  Oh,  no,  he  can  come  in,  unless  he'd  like  to  go  and 
have  something  to  eat  first  f 

**He  don't  look  as  if  he  wanted  either  food,  or  dotiies, 
now.  I  never  saw  such  a  change  in  a  man  for  the  better 
in  my  life.  I'm  sure  your  ladyship  will  be  quite  sur- 
prised, too,  when  you  see  him,"  smiled  Horton. 

"  Indeed,  I'm  very  glad  to  hear  it ;  tell  lum  to  oome 
in,"  and  Horton  withdrew. 

"Robert  Bimipus,  my  lady,"  said  Horton,  throwing 
open  the  door. 

"  How  d'ye  do,  Bimipus  ?  I'll  speak  to  you  in  one 
minute,"  said  Lady  Clainille,  finishing  the  direction,  and 
then  sealing  her  letter.  Having  done  which,  she  added, 
"  Now  I'm  at  your  service." 

"  I'm  very  glad  to  see  your  ladyship  looking  so  wdL 
You  never  can  be  better,  than  everybody  wishes  you," 
bowed  Bob  over  his  resplendent  new  hat,  which  he  held 
with  both  hands,  in,  towards  his  chest 

"  Well,  I'm  sure  I  may  return  the  compliment.  Rum- 
pus, for  you  arc  looking  most  exceedingly  weE  Mr. 
Langston  told  me  how  improved  you  were,  in  every  way, 
and  also,  that  you  were  married  So  that  I  hope  you 
have  permanently  ti»rneil  over  a  new  leaf?" 
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•Your  ladyship  is  very  good.  I'll  do  ]ny  best  to  be 
like  the  Norman  horses,  of  which  it  is  said,  that  there  are 
none  yery  good ;  only  that  some  are  less  bad  than  others  - 
and  m  go  in  for  the  comparative  degree^  your  ladyship." 

"WeD,"  smiled  Lady  ClairviJle,  leaning  back  in  her 
duir,  ''that  is  qnite  a^inuch  as  any  of  ns  can  do  ;  fiir  all 
eardily  goodness  is  merely  comparative." 

''Except  your  ladyship's,  which  is  both  positive^  and 
nfcrlative^"  said  Sob,  performing  the  work  of  supers* 
rogation  of  smoothing  the  crown  of  his  hat  with  his 

Tm  afiraid,  Bampus>*'  rejoined  the  object  of  this 
ooin]diment  with  a  langh,  "  that  all  your  good  fortune  has 
come  at  once,  that  you  have  been  promised  a  place  at 
Omt,  and  that  you  have  been  practising  for  the  part** 

"  No,  no,*  responded  Mr.  Bumpus>  gravely  shaking  his 
beid,  "  for  at  that  rate,  I  should  not  have  said  what  I  did ; 
as  I  nev^  heard  ih(U  truth  was  the  fashion  at  any 
Court." 

'*  But  what  about  yourself,  Bumpus  ?  as  yoo  wanted  to 
Mme^  I  suppose  it  was  on  business ;  what  can  I  do  for 

your 

"  A  worid  of  good,  if  your  ladyship  will" 

"Can,  and  will,  are  always  synonymous  with  me,  if  the 
iiMtter  be  to  serve,  or  to  oblige  ;  provided  only  the  *  can' 
iafeasibla'* 

"Ah!  I  know  your  ladyship's  goodness,  so  does  every 
^  who  ever  heard  your  name ;  "but  I  fear,"  continued 
Bob,  looking  round  wistfully  towards  the  door,  as  if  for 
ooondlor  for  help,  "but  I  fear  there  are  two  impediments, 
ifgainst  your  granting  my  request.'* 

''What  are  they,  Bumpus?  Luckily,  impediments  are 
not  always  insurmountable;   or  few  of  us  would  ever 
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kind,  which  your  ladyship's,  being  all  good  anc 

first  instance,  I  know  are  ;  and  I'm  quite  awa] 
never  have  more  than  four-and-twenty  girls 
and  that  they  are  never  entered,  I  mean  thai 
take  them  befoi'c  seven.  Now,  at  this  time,  ; 
vacancy,  and  the  child  I  wished  to  make  boU 
your  ladyship  about,  is  only  five  and-a-half,  a1 
be  rising  six  next  grass." 

"  With  i-egard  to  having  no  vacancy,  I  sha 

in  four  months ;  I  shall  have  six  indeed,  oi 

already  refilled  vrith  names  long  down ;   but 

months,  should  not  prevent  my  taking  the  chil 

would  be  a  greater  obstacle,  for  such  very  youi 

require  more  time  and  individual  care,  than  I 

i^cientiously  give  it ;  though  ONE  would  be  ax 

and  not  a  rule.     But  whose  child  is  it  ?" 

"My  wife's,  your  ladyship,"  said  Bob,  curtly  t 

"  Oh  !  indeed,  so  you've  married  a  widow?" 

"  No,  your  ladyship,  I  haven%  I've  shy'd  at 

my  life,  I — I — ."  And  Robert  Bumpus  stammei 

a  deep  claret  colour,  looked  down  into  his  hat 
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her  poor  mother's.  Ugh  !  the  villain !  if  I  only  knew 
who  and  where  he  was,  though  he  might  be  a  king  upon 
hs  throne,  wouldn't  I  roll  him  in  his  native  mire!" 
Clenching  his  hand  convulsively,  he  glared  fearfully,  as  he 
always  did,  when  he  discussed  even  in  his  own  mind,  the 
subject  of  Mary's  wrongs. 

"Don't,  pray  don't,  distress  yourself,"  said  Lady  Clairville, 
compassionately.  "  I  don't  want  to  pry  into  any  of  your 
«ecrets.  It  is  enough  for  me  to  know  that  you  wish  this 
poor  child  placed  out  of  hann's  way,  and  trained  into  a 
worthy  and  a  useful  member  of  society  ;  and  I  will 
willingly  take  her,  and  do  my  best  to  carry  out  your 
wishes." 

"Heaven  bless  your  ladyship !    But  you  ought  to  know, 
and  you  shall  know,  for  her  poor  mother's  sake ;  for  you 
are  not  one  who  thinks  misfortune,  and  crime,  are  one,  and 
the  same  thing,  like  Madam  Momington,  and  others  of 
her  kind,  whose  virtue  is  all  stitched  with  the  whalebones 
into  their  stays,  and  who  seem  to  think  the  preservation 
of  both,  depends  upon  strait-lacing.     But  Tm   afraid  I 
shall  be  taking  up  too  much  of  yom^  ladyship's  time,  for 
it's  a  cold,  dark  story,  of  gentlemen's  cast-off  vices,  such 
as  are  thrust  from  the  back  doors  of  great  houses  on 
stonny  nights,  a  mask,  and  a  mystery,  to  be  enacted  in 
two  parts,  (as  they  think)  between  their  Creator,  and  their 
fictim — for — " 

*'Pray,'*  said  Lady  Clairville,  interrupting  him,  not  only 
fifom  a  strong  impulse  of  compa^^on,  for  the  conflicting 
and  painful  feelings,  the  deep  and  warring  passions,   this 
uaoaDy  jovial  reckless  being,    was  evidently  labourite 
under,  but  also  from  a  sort  of  vague  fear,  that  she  ^^aa 
periiaps  aboat  to  be  made  the  confidant  of  some   £redi 
iniqai^  of  Sir  Folke's ;   one  of  those  deadly  flin%   and 
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c(do68al  enormities,  which  "moral  England,"  and  its  pe 
culiarly  moral  fashionable  society  have  agreed  to  homceo 
pathize  down  into  the  venial  appellative  globule^  of  "i 
little  affair/'  for  which  reason,  whatever  mountains  a 
misery  they  may  entail  upon  whole  fiEtmilies,  still,  (thanki 
to  our  highly  moral  social  code)  i*emain  "  trifles  light  at 
air,"  to  the  perpetrator ;  and,  so  long  as  the  game  of  verbal 
public  humbug  is  but  well  kept  up,  private  virtue  and 
morality,  are  acknowledged  neni,  con.  to  be  a  mere  fisu^ce ; 
for  to  use  the  words  of  Solomon,  ''the  same  thing  hap- 
peneth  to  him  that  sacrificeth,  and  to  him  that  sacri- 
ficeth  not" 

One  Edmund  Burke,  thought  "private  vice,  paralyzed, 
and  incapacitated  man,  for  public  virtue."  We^  wiser  in 
our  generation,  seem  to  think,  that  private  vice,  and  utter 
want  of  prbiciple,  seasons,  and  sbiews  men,  for  public 
HUMBUa 

*'It's  only  your  ladyship's  time  I  fear  encroaching 
upon,"  repeated  Bob,  abstractedly. 

"  My  time  is  my  o\\ii,  for  the  next  two  hours,  so  it  is 
at  your  semce." 

"  I  needn't  tell  your  ladyship  the  vagabond  life  IVe  led 
for  the  last  ten  years.  But  everything  is  of  use  in  this 
world,  even  the  worst  conii>any,  and  the  cruellest  circum- 
stances, or  no  doubt  Providence  would  not  suffer  the  scum 
to  be  ever  uj^permost,  as  it  always  is,  with  the  dregs  to 
bear  the  brunt  for  it ;  and  one  good  has  come  to  me  out 
of  nmch  evil ;  for  I  may  say,  wlio  knows  the  turf,  knows 
the  world ;  for  there,  as  in  that  other  great  race-course, 
the  world,  of  course,  noble  lords,  and  honoumble  gentlemen, 
are  all  fair  and  above  board  in  what  comes  before  the 
public  ;  and,  as  for  the  doctoring  and  the  jockeying,  and 
all  that  goes  on  when  tlie  stable-doors  are  closedi  tliejf  pf 
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coarse  know  nothing  about  that,  and  can't  help  what  their 
agents  and  subordinates  may  do,  and  we  all  know,  that 
such  is  the  disinterested  zeal  of  all  such  agents  and  sub- 
ordinates, in  every  department  of  life,  that  it  is  incalculable 
not  only  the  ceaseless  trouble  they  will  take,  but  the 
boundless  expense  !  they  will  put  themselves  to  (Whether 
they  possess  a  rap  in  the  world  or  not,  to  forward  their 
onployer's  interests,  or  designs,  even  to  sometimes  doing 
things  that  will  not  quite  bear  daylight ;  and,  when  at 
laigth  dragged  into  its  full  glare,  the  said  employers,  to 
prove  their  own  non-oomplicity  in  such  dirty  work,  and 
4eirhigh  honour,  and  rigid  sense  of  justice  ! !  allow  the 
«id  mibordinates,  or  tools,  to  bear  the  full  brunt  of  public 
obloquy,  and  jmy  the  just  penalty  of  their  misdemeanours. 

"  As  a  vagabond,  it  was,  tliat  I  saw  and  learnt  all  this ; 
but  seeing  it  in  all  its  enormity  it  was,  that  lyrevenied  my 
being  a  wgue  as  well  as  a  vagabond  ;  I  have  often  wanted 
a  meal,  but  never  did  a  fraudulent  thing  to  obtain  one — 
bnt,  I  certainly  have,  (Ijut  that  was  my  besetting  sin,) — 
but  never  unfairly,  which  I  might  have  easily  done,  as  on 
«^«ry  race-course  thei-e  were  i)lenty  of  gitjater  fools  to  be 
fonnd  than  myself — and — and — if  one  was  made  an  un- 
^tting  insti-ument  in  other  |)eo[»le*s  crimes — why  Provi- 
dwice  is  too  just  not  to  separate  the  wheat  of  the  in- 
^ntion,  from  the  chaff  of  the  act."  But  hei-e  his  voice 
per  so  husky,  that  he  was  obliged  to  j)ause  for  a  few 
seconds.  "But  I  have  no  i-ight  to  tit)uble  your  Latly- 
ship  with  all  this ;  and  I  come  now, — to  what  it  is 
only  right  you  should  know — about  the  child,  that 
yoor  goodness  may  nob  in  any  way  be  entrapped,  or 
deceived  into  be&iending  her.*' 

"That  wonld  be  difficult,"  interrupted  Lady  CJlairvillc  ; 
for  mitfertane  and  deetitation,  even  in  tho^  who  hfe^, 
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• 
entailed  them  upon  themselves,  through  their  own  follies 

or  vices, — are,  or  ought  to  be,  undeniable  daims  upon 

every  human  heart,  pretending  to  Christianity  ;  but  even 

if  its  parents  had   been  ever  so  culpable,  a  poor  child 

of  five  years  old  could  have  no  moral  right  to  dia&aa- 

chise  it  .even  from  the  most  narrow,  and  conventionaly 

sympathy." 

''  I  said  it  1  I  knew  it ! — I  told  Mary  you*d  think  ao  I 
— Heaven  bless  your  ladyship  ;"  and  Bob  pressed  his  eyeg 
tightly,  to  prevent  the  tears  falling,  which  he  could  not 
repress,  and  yet  was  ashamed  to  shed.  "  Well,  it  is  now 
^oing  on  six  years,  that  I  was  coming  up  from  Fields 
Fleury  on  foot,  for  the  St.  Leger  had,  had,  my  last  copper 
and  I  had  no  money  for  the  rail ;  when,  as  I  came  to  thi 
Paddington  canal,  I  heard  (for  the  night  was  too  fogg; 
for  me  to  see)  a  great  splash  in  the  water ;  the  cry  of  a 
child — and  a  woman's  voice,  saying  "  Mercy  on  me  1"  E 
sounded  to  me  as  if  some  one  had  flung  themselves  in 
from  the  opposite  bank — my  luggage  is  never  incon 
venient,  as  to  quantity —  so  I  threw  down  my  bundle  an- 
stick,  and  jimiped  in  ;  for,  though  in  a  general  way  I  fin-* 
it  difficult  to  keep  my  head  above  water,  Im  a  prett. 
good  swimmer — I  struck  out,  as  boldly  as  I  could,  in  th 
direction  that  the  noise  of  tlie  splash  and  the  cry  ha, 
come  from,  and  soon  I  felt  one  of  my  feet  entangled  in 
woman's  gown.  I  dived,  and  seized  the  body  to  which  i 
belonged,  and  found  she  had  an  infant  tightly  pressed  t* 
her  bosom.  There  was  no  cry,  no  sound,  no  struggle—- 
my  impression  was  that  they  were  both  dead — ^but  I  bor< 
them  to  the  bank  from  which  I  bad  jumped  in,  laid  them 
on  it,  and  scrambled  up  after  them. 

"While  J  was  wringing  the  wet,  out  of  the  woman's 
clothes,  a  policeman   came  up.    I  told  him  what  had 
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1M  Wpg  a  poor  naiv  and  a  vagabond,  of 

,lvw«at  lobetidisvQd,  ao  we  were  all  three,  the 

,^^|||U»a]id  xnyaelt  taken  to  the  nearest  police* 

ailAlpoiiBBdiipfixrthe  nic^t;  only  they  sent  for  a 

^li^iiaBdtbe  proper  means  for  zeyiying  the  woman 

llhafUUl  and  sgcoeedeA  Ibe  next  morning  we  were 

[  tdhmi  tfie  eittiiiig  magistrate,  when  I,  for  the  first 

^  pgpsiwd  that  the  woman  I  had  got  ont  of  the  canal 

a^  yupig  ofeatiini  not  more  than  twenty,  and  very 

,  90t  inth  a  eommon  beaaty,  bnt  &ii  and  delicate,  as 

IflfOfodier  gf  a 'better  daas.*    I  was  first  interrogated, 

ly  magistrate,'  no  doubt  prejudiced  against 

,  by  Msj  not  very  prepoesesong,  or  iespectable  appear- 

,thoii|^  fife  to  disbelieve  eveiy  syllable  of  my  'round 

I  tale',  and  said,  'Come  now,  tell  the  truth; 

not  yoii,  and  this  unfortunate  young  woman,  been 

together  in  vice,  and  did  you  not  seek,  by  an  addi« 

i  erime,  to  nd  yourself  of  the  incumbrance  of  her,  and 

rchildr 

'  *  I  have  told  your  worship  the  exact  truth,  and  that 

.  ]%as  Heaven  is  my  witness,  I  never  saw  that  poor 

;  Gceatnre's  fikse  before.' 

^mth  an  incredulous  shake  of  his  head,  the  magistrate 

I  tamed  to  examine  the  woman,  who  was  sobbing  so 

ly,  she  could  scarcely  speak,  but  she  stammered  out 

UVbat  that  man  says  is  quite  true,  he  saved  my  life,  and 

Ifhpfe  flf  my  poor  child,  but  I  never  saw  him  before,  nor  he 

The  magistrate  then  insisted  upon  her  giving  some 

it  of  herself  upon  which  she  said,  sobbing  as  if  her 

kkwt  would  break,  (though  indeed  I  believe  it  wa^abeady 

lMkea»  poor  soul)  that  she  had  been  lady's  maid  in  a 

I'a  fiunily,  that  her  mistress's  husband  had  done 

;.he  could  to  seduce  her,  and  not  succeeding,  had 
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one  evening  come  into  the  room  where  she  was  at  woilc, 
and  where  she  had  just  poured  out  her  tea,  and  told  her 
her  mistress  had  forgotten  her  opera-glass,  and  was 
waiting  in  the  carriage  for  it  She  ran  to  get  it,  and  take 
it  down  to  one  of  the  servants  to  give  her  ;  when  she 
returned,  her  master  had  left  the  room,  and  she  drank  the 
tea  she  had  abeady  poured  out;  but  had  scarcely  done  so, 
before  she  felt  ill  and  very  sleepy,  and  tottered  to  the  so& 
to  lie  down,  and  immediately  fell  into  a  deep  sleep,  from 
which  she  only  awoke,  to  find  that  her  inhuman  villain  of 
a  master  had  accomplished  his  base  designs.  The  poor, 
wretched,  ruined  girl  said  she  could  not  bear  to  meet  the 
eyes  of  her  mistress,  upon  whom  she  doated ;  and  she 
was  the  last  person  to  whom  she  could  disclose  the  cause  of 
her  affliction. 

"Being  an  orphan,  she  had  no  parents  to  return  to. 
Nevertheless,  though  her  kind  mistress  offered  to  raise  her 
wages,  or  do  anything  if  she  would  remain,  she  neither 
would  nor  could.  Having  no  i)lace  to  go  to,  she  supported 
herself  by  working  at  Madame  Marabouts,  the  milliner's, 
in  Grosvenor  Street,  till  her  hour  of  trial  came,  and  then, 
as  she  said,  she  gulped  all  her  indignation,  all  her  woman's 
pride,  and  wrote  to  the  monster  who  had  effected  her 
ruin,  saying  that  though  nothing  would  induce  her  to 
accept  a  sixpence  from  him,  she  hoped  he  would  at  least 
provide  for  his  child  better  than  she  could  do.  To  this 
the  villain,  who  was  too  crafty  to  write  such  an  answer, 
sent  one  of  his  infamous  tools  to  her,  to  say  that  if  she 
chose  to  live  with  him  openly  and  properly  as  his 
mistress,  he  would  furnish  a  house  for  her  at  Fnlham,  or 
any  other  suburb,  she  might  prefer  ;  and  she  might  live 
like  a  princess,  if  she  pleased  ;  but  that  if  not,  she  and 
her  child  might  go  to  the  workhouse,  but  not  to  presome 
to  trouble^him  any  moie. 
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^["Jlii  hjjBrtloM  hrutality^  m  yonr  kdjahip  may  sap- 
padded  topll,  the  rest,  quite  maddened  the  poor  soul, 
l.die  fizit  time  ahe  was  aUe  to  lea^e  her  bed,  it  was 
jTiO;  nMk  into  AecanaL  But  tfaoogh  Miaeiy'a  brand 
;tnith  iras  seared  on  her  every  look,  and  word, 
Wioctiv  Magiatnte'  affected  not  to  believe  her 
iHmp  ahe^  who  is  naturally  and  goierally  as 
^ju  A  lamb^  suddenly  glared  at  him  like  a  tigress 
from  its  lair,  and  said,  ''When  you  hear  the 
gpavdly -monstei^s  name,  petfaaps^  you  will  believe  it 

l«|.  Bis  Lord .' 

^"StopI  stop r  cried  'the  worthy  magistrate.'  'I 
i|A(ul  jRou  to  mention  any  nobleman's  or  gentleman's 
■ne;  I  cannot  allow  gentlemen's  characters  to  be  aspersed 
^creatures  of  your  dc«criptioa' 

.  "This  was  too  much.  I  could  not  restrain  myself  and 
Ifkoed  this  unfeftling  felloVs  words^  saying — 
f.  *"Greatures  of  her  description  !  if  you  mean  a  broken- 
^prted  maniac^  and  suicide !  Who  made  her  such  ?  But 
^  nobkman !  this  gentleman !  whose  name  must  not 
Is  mentioned,  whose  yices  must  be  screened  and  pro- 
jijjttsd.  Ah  I  this  is  the  real  plague-spot  of  England,  the 
dgF-rot^  that  is  rapidly  undermining  her,  and  she'll  find  it 
M,  when  it  is  too  late.  I  defy  all  the  Pharisees,  and 
Ibdduoees^  whose  hypocrisy  provoked  Gk)d  when  on  earth, 
i.ii  find  flaw,  or  blemish,  in  this  poor  victim  ;  and,  as  for 
.ftelife  she  .would  have  flung  away, — the  crime  be  on  his 
jitiA,  the  nobleman's,  the  gentleman's ;  whose  cha- 
JBpeter  iis  not  to  be  tampered  with  by  creatures  of  her 
kKripiionr 

^  *Ih]s  was  insolence !  and  for  it  I  was  sentenced  to  a 
iMth^s  nnmilitary  exercise  at  Brixton  :  but,  before  I  was 
ttttied  off, — and  Mary,  too,-^only  her   sentence   was 


muraeress  ana  a  sniciae.    x  was  mm;  as  yon 

may  suppose.    It  was  not  right  of  her.    I  did  : 
it,  and  told  her  so ;  but  I  must  say  it's  the  i 
thing  I  ever  knew  her  say  or  do  hy  me.     But 
was  all  for  the  best,  as  most  things  are,  if  at  th( 
beginnings,  we  could  only  see  their  straight  ci 
she  had  not  woimded  and  affronted  me  in  thi 
therefore  felt  that  she  owed  me  some  reparation, 
she  would  have  come  into  my  plans  so  tractably 
"  'Workliouse,'  said  I !     *  You  shall  never 
workhouse  as  long  as  I  have  work  hands,  to  ] 
and  it's  not  right  for  a  young  creature  like 
thrown  upon  the  world  alone,  without  a  sou] 
between  you  and  it.    I  had  better  have  left  j 
canal,  than  let  you  do  that.     I  lodge  with  c 
spectable  widow  woman  on  Tower  Hill,  one 
we  were  playfellows  as  children.     I  know  the 
made  of,  and  that  the  weft's  as  good  as  the  wo 
be  a  protection  to,  and  take  care  of  you,  and  as 
half  the  time,  my  two  rooms  are  empty,  it  will  be 
a  real  senice  to  keep  them  aired  by  livin<2:  in  I 


OK,  A  PERSON  OP  CONSEQUENCE.  215 

*'*Well,'  said  I,  trying  to  laugh  it  off,  as  I  pointed  to  the 
rags  I  tJicn  wore,  '  it  will,  certainly,  be  a  rise  in  life  to 
beT  when  she  takes  sach  as  me.  She  shook  her  head,  and 
si^ed,  *  Ah,  you're  a  man.' 

**  *I  hope  I  am,  for  there  are  not  too  many,  now-a-days ;' 
vnd  with  that,  we  walked  on,  and  scarcely  spoke  another 
"wrord  tiH  we  got  to  Eastcheap,  when  I  stepped  on  before, 
jxist  to  give  Martha  Eay  her  cue,  which  did  not  take  long, 
for  when  people  have  hearts,  it's  astonishing  what  volumes 
of  misery  they  can  learn  and  understand  in  no  time.  So 
tlie  little  woman  bustled  about,  and  lit  a  fire  up  in  my 
place,  and  nearly  put  it  out  with  her  tears  as  fiast  as  she 
lit  it^  and  put  on  the  kettle,  and  set  out  the  tea-things, 
^Bt  the  poor  soul  might  have  the  same  sort  of  dumb 
things  to  welcome  her,  that  people  do  have  at  home,  as 
*lxe  said,  and  she  even  brought  up  a  cradle,  that  had 
'^^  a  twenty  years'  rest,  and  set  it  rocking  at  one  side 
^f  the  fire-place  ;  and  I  told  her  to  try  and  find  out,  by 
^^grees,  where  Poll/s  clothes  were  pawned,  and  get 
^Hem  out,  and  I  would  settle  with  her  for  them.. 

"'Ah,*  said  this  worthy  creature,  Tm  glad  you 
Mentioned  about  the  clothes.  Bob,  for  that  reminds  me, 
^lic  luckiest  thing  in  the  world,  I  kept  all  my  Sammy's 
little  long  and  short  coats;  and,  they  mayn't  be  the 
fewest  fashion,  it's  true,  yet  they'll  keep  the  poor  child 
'Warm  as  well  as  the  finest.' 

"I  couldn't  help  it,  your  ladyship,  but  I  caught  up  the 
old  woman  in  my  arms,  and  hugged  her ;  and  it  wasn't 
80  difficult  as  it  might  have  been  in  a  general  way,  as  we 
had  been  practising  since  our  childhood.  After  this,  I 
returned  for  Mary,  whom  I  met  toiling  slowly  on,  aud 
looking  ready  to  drop,  just  at  the  entrance  of  Tower- 

m 
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Mabel's  1>eauty,  and  said  she  hopeil  she*d  mi 

<iiute  at  liODic,  and  a.sk  for  anything  she  wante 

soul  wius  quiU'  ovorcome.     I'm  afiaid  I'm  entn 

,  '  ^  your  ladyship  s  time  and  patience." 

'',  •'  •  i  I  ^  "  Not  in  the  least ;   I  am  deeply  intercste 

i^l' '.■";■■,  nan-ation/'    said  Lsidy  ClaiiTille,   wiping  her 

■JLii,.  vr|  *I  thank  your  ladyship,  but  I  coidd  not  1 

..    V't;.  you  about    Martha  Riiy,  Ix^cause  she's  a  F 

\:.,  'f.-^i  woman,  and  I'm  pi-oud  of  her.     Well,  for  tl 

\   .y'^y  years,  my  Polly  has  been  safe  with  Mailha  ;    ] 

■  '^Z.:  of  the  way  as  much  as  I  coidd, — first,  becau 

.  '    >  i'  liked  Mai-y  better  than  she  ever  she  would,  or 

i    k:{.  such  a  fellow  as   me;   next,  lieeause,  if  in  ar 

;..'  :V:  moment  I  had  jiiven   way  to  the  temptation 

i     '  '^  lier  I  love<l  her,  she  might  have  thought  I  y 

■■■''}  a<lvantage  of  the    soriy  sei-viee  I  had  i-endei 

;.!  getting  her  out  of  the  canal ;   and  l>esides,  wl 

1  have  been  suflicient  without  anv  of  the  other 

;;;  luul    not   then  whei-e^nthaK  to  keej)  a  '^rife,  ; 


OR,   A  PERSON   OF  CONSEQUENCE.  217 

awaio  that  talk  is  tlie  chief  .stock-in-trade'  of  both  neigh- 
bours and  friends.  Polly  got  unhappy  at  this,  antl 
want<?d,  right  or  WTong,  to  seek  some  other  place  of 
shelter.  This  I  could  not  stand,  and  would  not  heai* 
of;  so  I  promised  her  faithfully,  and  kept  my  promise 
for  thirteen  months,  that  I  never  would  come  near  the 
place. 

"At  the  end  of  that  time,  I  came  into  a  little  bit  of 
money — ^not  much,"  hesitated  Bob,  **but  enough  to  depend 
ttpon  as  a  certainty.     They  say,"  smiled  he,  '*  that  pro- 
perty brings  care ;    and  so  I  found  it,  for  Tm  sure  I 
wasted  above  a  quire  of  paper  before  I  could  hit  off  a 
letter  to  my  mind  to  Mary,  and  at  length  I  put  the  up- 
shot of  it  into  six  lines,  which  was,  that  now  I  had 
enough,  with  what  I  could  earn  besides,  to  keep  a  wife. 
Would  she  be  that  wife  ?  that  I  knew  it  wa.s  great  pre- 
^nunption  in  such  a  fellow  as  me  to  ask  it ;  but  though  I 
^ed  it^  I  did  not  hope  it ;  but  that  I  was  not  too  old 
to  mend  ;  and  that  if  I  had  her  to  cai*e  for  me,  my  whole 
care  would  be  to  study  her  wishes  ;  but,  for  Heaven's 
sake,  whatever  she  did,  not  to  fancy  she  owed  ine  any- 
thing, for  she  didn*t ;    and  I  would  mther  she  told  me 
honestly  she  hated  me,  than  many  me  dishonestly,  out  of 
what  is  called  'gratitude.'       Well,  your  ladyship  could 
hardly  believe  it^  if  you  could  see  my  Maiy,  for  there  Ls  as 
much  difference  between  her  and  me,  in  aj)pearance,  as 
there  is  between  one  of  those  alabaster  baskets  and  a 
stable  bucket ;  but  she  actually  wrot<j  back  to  thank  me, 
and  said,  if  she  had  the  choice  of  the  whole  world,  she 
would  rather  marry  me  than  any  one." 

"  Tm  not  surprised  at  that,"  said  Lady  Claiiville. 
"  Well,  your  ladyship,  I  confess  /  was  ;  but>  perhaps, 
what  balanced  the  surprise  was,  that  I  felt  as  if  I  could 
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she  did  'write,  a  few  weeks  before  omr  in 

another  nobleman,  who  had  the  name  of  bcinj 
man,  and  very  benevolent — entreating  his  int 
Mabel  into  St.  Anne's  School — but  of  this  lett 
his  goodness,  he  never  took  the  slightest  notic 
I  have  bought  a  partnership  in  a  Circus,  I  km 
break  Polly's  heart  if  Mabel  was  brought  np  ii 
and  that  is  the  reason  of  my  having  troubled 
ship,  and  I  fear,  trespassed  so  unwarrantably  on 

He  ceased — and  as  Lady  Clairville  (who  see 
in  thought)  did  not  break  the  silence,  he  misuitc 

"Your  ladyship  knows  all  about    Mabel 
though,  of  course,  I  neither  did,  nor  could  exj 
the  circumstances)  that  you  should  infringe  j 
niles,  for  her,  jwor  little  creature ! — stUl,  I  tha 
duty  to  make  the  application." 

Those  of  the  lords  of  the  creation,  who 
under  all  circumstances,  and    all   provocati( 
ought  to  preserve  the  inocuous  mildness  of  tep 
water,  would  have  been  greatly  shocked !  hai 
the  indicant  flash  of  Beatrice  Clairville's  eye« 


ftke  her  as  my  own  especial  property.     1  don't  'iTflj 

take  hor  in  any  way  from  hor  poor  mother,  but  '-\- 

shall  neither  ;2:o  into  any  trade,  nor  enter  any  "•; 

ut  mine  ;  for  her  poor  mother's  fate  will  make 
I  to  let  her  go  out  of  my  sight" 
^en  bless  your  ladyship  !'*  said  Eobert  Bumpus, 
actnally  cottrsing  each  other  down  his  cheeks. 
,"  resumed  Lady  Claindlle,  "  let  your  wife  bring 
!;  for  I  should  like  to  consult  her  as  to  any 
r  wishes  she  may  have  about  little  Mabel" 
ied  to  say  something,  but  a  choking  in  his  throat 
i  him  ;  the  tears  came,  but  the  words  would  not" 
'  I  am  sure,  Bumpus,  I  need  not  say  to  you,  that 
in  after  years — as    time    wears    on,    and  love, 
wears  out — you  will  never  reproach  your  wife 
past'* 

)roach  her  ! — I  lay  an  additional  straw  of  burden, 
I — lawr  bless  your  ladyship,  I  wouldn't  do  it,  if 
an  sentenced  to  the  galleys  for  life,  and  chained 
m  Momington  !  let  alone  to  my  Polly  !  No,  no 
are  an  unjust  handicapper  enough ;  and  always 
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a  right  one,  my  way  is  to  plant  it  firm  in  1 
()iie\s  conscience  like  a  winniiig-iK)st ;  then  a 
niay  sport  what  colours  they  plea.se  as  they  ^ 
but  it  won't  budge." 
*•  And  a  veiy  good  plan,  too,'*  smiled  Beati 
Hei-e  Mr.  Bumpus  di*ew  his  purse  from  his 
our  old  friend  the  stocking,  nor  yet  one  of 
signs  of  the  times, — a  modem  porte-momuii 
the  little  tliey  contain,  and  for  the  difficult; 
opening  them  to  get  that  little  out,  must  1 
vented  by  that  great  synonyme  of  tlie  ninete< 
some  miserly  millionmiire.  But  a  good,  ea 
fiishioned-looking  green  purse,  with  man's  nigl 
of  decorations  in  the  shape  of  fuzzy  silk  tassels 
— no  fine  steel  falals,  all  glitter,  instead  of 
truth,  Bob  s  purse,  nearly  empty,  or  quite  f 
have  been  steeled  agauist  any  one.  Even  tl 
curiously  cai-ved  out  of  a  cocoa-nut — at  once 
tlie  workmanship,  of  Tom  Carew.  Then  C 
itself,  it  was  not  netted,  but  woven  of  a  thick 


om  and  offices  at  Moraington  Manor  ;  l)ut  in  tlie 
II  of*' The  Top  Boot  and  Horns,"  and  boyoiid  \]\o 
hi.'  'White  Hart,"  as  an  ('XtreJiicly  einptj  ':o\\\- 
to  one,  wlio  like  Robert  Bumpus,  was  constitu- 
lavisli,  and  chronically  destitute  of  money.     But 

'  Coming  events,  cast  their  shadows  before." 

occasional  gift,  of  even  an  empty  purse  to  a  poor 
%y,perliap8,  put  fortune  in  mind  of 


"  What  she  ought  to  do 


f»» 


ie  depths  of  this  capacious  receptacle  for  itinerant 
:  the  realm,  Mr.  Bumpus's  hand  now  dived,  and 
raig  from  them  thi-ee  sovereigns,  he  advanced  veiy 
lUy  to  the  davenport,  at  which  Lady  Clairville  was 
iiid  gently  laying  them  down  upon  it,  said, — 
re  is  no  way  in  which  I  can  thank  your  Ladyship 
goodness,  so  there  s  no  use  in  trying  to  do  so. 
5,  your  Ladyship,  are  the  «£*3  for  Mabel,  as  it  will 
:  for  me  to  pay  every  six  months,  than  the  half- 


3ri.ui|!:ir.:;itj 


:  u  ? 


It  was  some  seconds  before  Robert  Bump 
and  the  glowing  panorama  of  a  Nineveh  su 
had  so  recently  piu'chased  in  Spitalfields  si 
Moses  and  Sons,  was  placed  before  his  eyes 
have  formed  a  beautiful  rainbow,  from  tl 
there  met  it,  during  which  interval,  Beatrice 
also  recourse  to  her  less  gorgeous  handkerchi' 
one  of  the  davenport  cU-awers,  took  out  a  i 
octavo  account  book,  and  dipping  a  pen  into  i 

*'  Wliat  did  you  say  the  little  girl's  ;name 

*'  Mabel,  your  Ladyship,  Mabel  B ; 

either,  in  this  neighbourhood,"  muttered  he 
usual  soliloquies.     **  Mabel  Marsham-" 

**  Mabel  Marsham ;  what  a  pretty  nan 
Lady  Clairville,  wilting  it  down. 

"Ay  it's  a  name,  like  any  other,  and 
again  soliloquized  Bob,  and  his  eyes  wandei 
the  opposite  border  of  the  carpet  where  the 
startijig  from  the  Tabaid,  till  particularlj 
Gyon's  hoi*se,  a  smile  of  mingled  admiratio 
"oasscd  over  his  face,  and  he  seemed  to  b 
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ftoqgh  evidently  a  good  judge)  with  an  uncommon!  olever 
fixrehand !  to  be  sure!  well  done!  worsted ! 

Having  entered  Mabel's  name  in  her  book,  Lady  Clair- 
iSk  had  begun  to  ask  Bob  how  soon  she  might  expect 
hff  little  proiUgie  ?  when  the  door  was  unceremoniously 
burst  open,  and  Lady  Gemma  De  Vere,  with  a  quantity  of 
iQignionette  cruelly  torn  up  by  the  roots,  in  one  hand,  and 
dogging  Walter  by  main  force  with  the  other,  while  he 
BBS  blushing  up  to  his  eyes,  and  making  a  desperate  effort 
to  remain  outside,  rushed  into  the  room,  her  pretty  little 
&ce,  glowing  not  only  with  exercise,  but  with  the  con- 
ffictiog  emotions  of  her  trying  to  persuade,  aud  being 
Utterly  unable  to  do  so ;  and,  as  children  are  terrible  aimers 
It  condensation,  and  generally  without  any  reference  to 
tacidity,  try  to  cram  a  whole  history  into  one  sentence, 
*he  now  poured  forth,  at  the  very  top  of  her  (luckily  musi^ 
cal)  voice,  the  following  verbal  Niagara : — 

^'I  took  Walter  to  see  my  owls,  and  he  thinks  them 
?ery  ugly,  and  Ive  given  him  one  of  my  guinea-pigs ; 
aud  oh !  Fraser  told  me  to  tell  you  that  the  Lord  CSian- 
oellor  (a  solan  goose  so  called)  has  laid  an  egg,  and  Flapsey 
(a  carrier-pigeon)  that  took  that  note  to  Exeter  yesterday, 
lias  never  come  back,  and  Cupid  bit  an  old  woman  this 
morning,  and  they Ve  tied  him  up  in  his  kennel,  and  won't 
kt  him  out,  for  I  wanted  to  take  him  to  the  pond  to  hunt 
the  ducks,  and  then  we  went  into  the  garden,  and  I  wanted 
to  give  Walter  a  peach,  but  he  said  that  I  must  not  pluck 
them,  but  I  may  now,  maynt  I,  Lady  Clairville  ?  and  ho 
JuUl  have  one,  Bhan't  he  /  it  was  I,  gave  him  the  carna- 
tions, for  he  said  he  mustn't  gather  those  either/* 

Stopping  at  last,  literally  for  want  of  breath.  Lady 
Clairville  rose,  and  holding  out  her  hand  to  the  blushing, 
lyKriTilriTig  Walter,  said, 


oimpies,  as  ae  mnuea  ui  ner  uux. 

"  But  Gemma,"  resumed  Lady  Glaiirille,  re-s 

self,  and  drawing  Walter  towards  her — **yon 
told  me  who  this  good  little  Walter  i«,  and 
met  with  him  ?" 

"Oh!  he's  Walter  Selden — ^aud  he  came 
man  there  ;"  and  her  little  ladyship  flung  hei 
upon  Lady  ClaiiTille's  shoulder,  pulled  her  und 
flinging  down  the  mignionette  with  its  miry 
the  snowy  writing-paper  on  the  davenport. 
Bob,  to  identify  him ;  which  piece  of  imjierti 
sation,  Mr.  Bumpus  (who,  as  he  himself  said 
much  among  horses,  knew  as  well  as  any  ou< 
thorough-bred)  endorsed  by  a  profomid  bow. 

"  Lady  Gfemma  de  Vere,  I  am  ashamed  of 
Lady  Clairville,  shaking  her  off;  "and  how  sh 
manmia  would  be  if  she  was  to  heai*  of  your  i 
pointing  at  any  one,  and  saying  '  that  man  thei 
woman  there!" 

"Well,  dan*t  call  me  Lady  Qeimna  de  Vere, 
know  you  are  angry  with  me ;  and  besides, ; 


uig  to  tnem.  ?ra 

.  have  I  liurt  his  feelings?''  whispered  (iemiiia,  .:j- 

her  beautiful   lari;e   blue   eyes   earnestly,  and  in-  "i 

y ;    "  indeed,    davley,    I    did    not    meau    to   hurt 

11,  you  should  go  and  tell  him  so." 
nth  great  alacrity,  the  little  girl  clambei*ed  down 
idy  Clairville's  lap.  and  taking  off  her  garden 
tiety  flung  it  on  the  sofa ;  and  this  taking  off  of 
net>  released  a  whole  forest  of  bright^  burnished, 
ringlets,  which  added  not  a  little  to  her  ex- 
hildish  beauty — and  walking  over  to  Bob,  some- 
wly  and  timidly,  as  children  are  wont  to  do,  when 
m  they  have  done  wrong, — she  held  out  her 
mpled  hand  t^)  him,  and  looking  up  in  his 
{POtesque,  good-natured  face,  very  seriously,  said, 
n't  know  your  name — ^but,  Mr.  Sir — I  am  veiy 
was  so  nide  to  point  at  you ;  and  I  beg  your 
or  calling  you  a  man." 

all  Bob's  respect  for  Lady  Clairville,  he  was 
70  have  recourse  to  the  Nineveh-sunset  to  prevent 
htffl*  being  audible  ;  and,  with  all  her  wish  to 
e  lesson  as  solemn,  and  impressive,  as  possible 
us  ahe  was  obliged  to  hide  her  face  on  Walter's 
conceal  her  laughter. 

m  as  Bob  could  regain  a  becoming  gravity,  he 
Idiig  his  best  bow,  *'  To  be  jjointed  out  by  your 
,  is  only  too  flattering  to  an  humble  individual  like 
certainly,  to  be  called  a  man,  as  men  go,  is  no 
X    ,  Q 


I 


barrassmentfl  ot  tneir  positions^  as  «8lie  pm 

hair,  aucl  looked  into  his  candid,  confiding  i 
know,  I  heard  from  a  gentleman  that  Waltc 
veiy  good  little  boy." 

"Me,"  asked  Widter,  blushing  and  smi 
don't  know  any  gentleman — Oh!  yes — excepi 

"Wogh! — ^pull  up  there,  Majster  Walter 
— "you  came  to  a  dead  wall,  when  you  sai 
know  any  gentleman.  The  exception  prov 
my  brother  Moses  would  say." 

Lady  Clairville  rose,  and,  taking  Walter 
while  she  addressed  herself  to  Eobert  Bumj 
* "  If  you  are  not  in  a  hurry,  Bumpus,  I 
over  my  school,  baths,  and  work-shops,  i 
know  aU  about  the  routine  your  little  Mai 
go  through." 

"  I'm  greatly  obliged  to  your  ladyship^"  sa 
ing,  as  she  drew  back  one  of  the  semi-circu 
which  turned  on  its  hinges,  and  then  pi 
baize  door  beyond,  which  opened  into  the 
when  up  rose,  but  quietly,  and  not  unjiprac 


eet  ot  satin. 

'- neither  stared  rudely,  nor  stood  awkwardly  abashed 
entrance  of  Lady  Clairville  and  lier  companions, 
•tseyed  c^uietly  and  lespectfully  as  she  2)assed  up  the 
xj)laining  as  «he  went,  to  Bob,  the  hours  and  routine 
ruction.  At  that  time,  five  o^clock,  they  were  all 
d  with  needlework  of  various  kinds.  An  hour 
bey  drank  tea;  and  after  that,  till  nine,  one  read  out 
Dthers,  or  told  stories,  as  they  felt  inclined, 
ing  arrived  at  the  other  end  of  the  room.  Lady 
lie  made  a  sort  of  circular  bow,  which  seemed  to 
each  individual;  and  this  courtesy  she  never 
I,  observing  it  as  if  she  had  been  a  perfect  stranger ; 
sn,  opening  another  door  at  this  end  of  the  room, 
pped  into  a  yard,  in  which  was  situated  a  row  of 
buildings,  but  only  two  stories  higL  The  first  of 
fTas  the  baths  and  wash-houses.  These  baths, 
simple  in  their  construction,  were  the  bedu  idial 
iry,  because  the  perfection  of  cleanliness,  being  on 
I  Bussian  plan  that  BusbequiiLS  describes  in  his 
some  five  hundred  years  ago, — the  first  being  the 


those  delicious  rough,  yet  soft,  mossy  Turidf 
use  of  which,  as  they  were  now  hanging  roi 
Lady  Claiiville  wa.s  explaining  to  Robert  ] 
was  lost  in  admiration  at  all  the  arrangenie 
expressed  by  saying,  "  No  wonder  the  chil 
healthy,  your  ladyship,  and  have  such  beau 
mean  complexions — ^when  they  are  so  well  gi 

"  But  there's  another  of  my  iiiles  that  I  ] 
of,  Bumpus — ^wliich  is,  that  the  children  ; 
linen  every  day — and  that  it  is  Ihien,  and  n 
or  calico;  for  I  bring  them  up  to  think 
economies  in  clothes,  and  in  washing,  are  t 
their  outer,  and  not  on  their  under  garment 
as  it  is  getting  late,  I  won't  take  you  into  al 
of  which,  indeed,  there  are  only  a  slioemake 
ter's,  a  weaver's,  a  tailor's,  a  hair-dresser's,  i 
dasher's,  or  linendraper's.  So  which  would 
see,  Walter?" 

"Oh!   I'm  sure  he'd  like  to  see  the  w« 
Gremma,  before  he  had  time  to  answer,  ' 

Vnmir  fho.  wnnl  nrmxjrs  firsit  m»  tlip  «bAPn«*  Kap1 


n 
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Kf  jMiised  fsx  %  momeiilv  and  took  off  their  square, 
■vii^Mq[wii^  capi 

^flo  on,  Danel — go  on,  Thornton,"  said  Lady  Chur- 
■e^  ''I  iVBat  this  young  gentleman  to  see  yon  at  i^oik' 
vhfle  Walter  was,  all  eyes  and  wonder,  at  their 
which  Gemma  was  explaining  to  him,  more 
dentificalty.  Lady  Oairville  pointed  oat  to 
;  Bmnpns  an  inscription  on  the  wall,  saying,  '*  I  pat 
of  this  sort,  applicable  to  their  particalar 
in  each  of  their  shops,  to  give  them  an  emola- 
ii  tb  ezod  in  it"     The  one  she  now  pointed  to,  ran 

iftDowB — 

( 

>^Fo(rmeriy,  the  wool  of  Great  Britain,  not  only  from 

b  nqieriority  of  the  breed  of  sheep,  but  from  the  skill  of 

b  mannfiustarers,  was  esteemed  more  precious  even  than 

fel  of  Spain.    The  Boman  emperors,  when  masters  of 

li.vinrldy  established  a  woollen  manu&cture  at  Winches- 

ji(  to  make  doth  for  their  own  peculiar  use ;  and  in 

noD*8  "Camden's  Britannia,"  page  118,  we  read  that 

lonysiiis  Alexandrians  asserts,  that  the  wool  of  Britain 

|H  span  so  fine,  that  it  can  only  be  compared  with  a 

lider's  draught     From  Madoc's  ''Histoiy  of  the  Ex- 

hequer/'  it  appears  that  the  Guild  of  weavers  paid  twice 

larach  to  government  as  any  other.      In  the  year  1213, 

he  customs  paid  for  woad,  the  principal  blue  dye  in  those 

Iqi^  amounted  to  i?10,831,  of  which  i?2,330  was  paid 

if  the  port  of  Southampton  alone,  which  shows  that  the 

iamifiiMnir  still  kept  its  ground  at  Winchester,  whei*e 

le  Bomans  first  established  it    Guicciardini,  who  wrote 


2S0  THE  WOBIJ>    AND  HIS  WIFE ; 

in  1470,  preferred  the  English  wools  to  the  Spanidi,  ciB- 
ing  the  former  lane  finissimey  by  which  it  would  seem, 
that  fineness  was  the  distingnishiiig  perfiection  of  the 
English  wool  at  that  tima*' 

"Very  good,  very  good,  your  ladyship ;  I  peroei?B-- 
the  pedigree  of  the  trade,  in  fiict,"  said  Bob,  stroking  hi^ 
his  chin,  approvingly. 

"  Exactly/*  laughed  Lady  Clairville,  and  then  tuning 
to  one  of  the  weavers,  the  elder  of  the  two  lads^  a  boyo^ 
about  thirteen,  she  said,  still  smiling,  "  how  gets  on  tli^ 
face.  Barrel?"  ^ 

"Oh,  hasn't  been  in  Holland  since,  your  ladyship/"^ 
laughed  the  boy,  taking  off  his  cap,  and  shaking  hi^ 
head. 

"You  don't  understand  what  we  are  talking  aboutga-s 
Bumpus,  but  Dan*el  shall  tell  you,  though  the  jest  i^ 
raiJier  at  his  expense,  or  was,  for,  I'm  happy  to  say,  it'^ 
an  old  story  now.  Come,  tell  us,  Barrel,  how  Mr.  Thorn — 
berry  shaved  you,  as  he  called  it." 

"Wliy,"  said  the  boy,  with  a  merry  smile,  especially^ 
addressing  himself  to  Bob,  but  glancing  at  Walter  from 
time  to  time,  "  I  always  tried  to  keep  the  place  as  tidy  as 
I  could,  because  I  know  her  ladyship  can't  bear  litter ; 
but,  somehow  or  other,  when  first  I  began  to  learn  the 
trade,  before  I  got  well  into  my  work,  I  always  had  my 
face  smudged  with  handling  the  wools,  and  one  tiling  or 
another  ;  so  one  day,  when  Mr.  Thomberry  and  a  large 
party  were  staying  down  here,  and  came  to  see  us  at 
work,  he  said  I  kept  my  place  very  nice  indeed,  but 
advised  me  never  to  go  to  Holland.  Her  ladyship  asked 
him  why?    '  Because/  said  he,  'two  of  a  tiade  can  never 


D  jAnMenuan,  ana  wno,  luce  most  jrrencnmen  ana 
leans,  was  in  the  habit  of  expectorating,  looked 
for  a  quarter  in  which  to  indulge  his  national  pro- 
y,  but  was,  for  a  time,  awed  and  cliecked  by  the 
ae  cleanliness  of  the  house,  till  at  length,  being  un- 
to lefiram  any  longer,  he  took  a  deliberate  and 
ng  aim  at  his  Dutch  landlord's  face,  and  then  said, 
my  dear  friend,  I  beg  you  ten  thousand  pardons, 
've  looked  and  looked,  and  really,  it  was  the  only 
spot  I  eottZtZsee.'" 

Hen^  iris  lien  narril'  laughed  Lady  Clairville,  whilo 
ivho  would  have  roared,  had  he  dared,  confined  him- 
0  what  he  called  an  easy  canter  of  a  laugh,  merely 
ring;  that  ^at  must  have  been  the  origin  of  the 
i;  Dutchman. 

'on  have  improved  greatly  in  your  way  of  teUing  that 
story,  Darrd,"  said  Lady  Clairville. 
fr.  Langston  taught  me  how  to  tell  it,  your  ladyship ; 
if  Mr.  Thomberry  had  told  it  as  I  now  tell  it,  I 
dn't  iken  have  understood  Imn.'* 
fr.  Langston  is  the  gentleman  who  told  me  he  had 


cuju  hucu   burimig  ui  umxy  i>iiurviii«  wia  m 
Stoop  down,  as  she  wanted  to  tell  her  soi 

added,  in  rather  a   sta<?e  whi8i>er — **for  I 
much  better  to  play  witli,  than  Clanhaven/' 

"  That's  because  Clanliaven  is  rude  and  i 
you  wish  Walter  to  like  playing  with  yow, 
must  be  neither,"  re-whispered  Beatrice,  and 
to  Walter,  she  said  aloud — 

"  I  hope  my  dear,  you  will  come  and  see 
Mr.  Bumpus  allows  you  ?" 

*'  Oh  !  yes,  I  shall  be  so  glatl,  only  I  was  i 
another  lady  that  came  down  in  the  train  wit 

Miss ,"  and  he  looked  at  Bob,  to  help  J 

the  name. 

**  Pooh  !  '*  said  the  latter,  *'  old  maids,  like  a 
tools,  are  best  not  meddled  with.  Master  Wal 

"Ai-c  they?"  asked  Walter,  not  quite  u 
the  drift.,  and  wisdom,  of  Mr.  Bumpus's  conn 

'*  Jetson,  out  of  Matchlock  House — taken 
that  gentleman,  still  more  hieix)glyplncally,  ui 
of  his  hand  ;  then  taking  off  his  hat,  and  ma 
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I  li^f  CUMlIe  was  quite  of  Bob's  way  of  fliinkiiig 
il  point,  bat  did  not  Uke  to  say  anything  against  her 
bonn^  but  not  firiends,  she  merely  replied — ''  yes,  I 
)e  ray  (^  to  see  Walter,  whenever  he  can  come ; 
m  have  not  told  me  when  I  am  to  expect  my  little 

r 

eas  your  ladyship^  fivr  that  one  word,  if  you  never 
other  Christian  act ;''  and  again  B6b's  eyes  overflowed 
B  heart ;  and  a  second  elapsed  before  he  conld  add 
wedk,  if  that  is  not  too  soon  for  your  ladyship  V* 
It  in  the  least,  that  will  dd  veiy  welL" 
I  cnoe  more  the  final  adi^pxof  Walter  and  Bob  were 
t ;  as  the  great  red,  glorious  sun,  was  bidding  his 
Q  to  day,  and  disappearing  like  a  pearl-diver  down 
h  the  deep  sapphire  sea.  Gemma  wanted  sadly  to 
jany  Walter  to  the  Lodge,  to  see  him  ride  away  on 
m  ;  but  though  Lady  Clairvillc  was  {slt  from  im- 
\g  upon  her  the  heinous  crime  of   *' speaking  to 

she  did  not  know,"  as  Lady  Fitz  Doodle  did  on 
\  still,  she  had  forbidden  her  going  down  to  the 
pte,  considering  the  sailors,  fishermen,  and  other 
srs  that  were  about ;   so  she  was  fain  to  content 

with  another  ''good  bye"  at  the  hall-door,  and  a 
re  you  come  again  very  soon,  Walter." 


CHAPTER  VItt 


'^dmng  \tAa  Sir  ||ttg^  ^t'^^m  cm 


^WO  years  had  come  and  gon^  since 
been  domiciled  in  Ms  two  old  shad 
Priory  rooms,  at  Field-Henry,  durinj 
Moses  Bumpus  had  done  his  best^  to  wedge  as 
and  Latin  into  him  as  he  himself  knew,  and 
Walter's  age,  and  inches,  conld  possibly  contaii 
he  had  steadily  and  conscientionsly  forbidden  ] 
the  mysteries  of  the  Atat,  Mrs.  Momington,  i 
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Liithcr  read;  and  IxiUity,  even  on  cliildliood,  (exercises  its 
omnipotent,  though  undefined  power,  bebig  Nature's  char- 
tered aboriginal  slave-trade,  from  which  there  is  neither 
emancipation,  nor  appeaL 

But,  above  all,  there  was  the  pretty,  gentle,  aflTectionate 
Eva,  about  his  own  age,  whose  nature  seentied  nourished 
with  the  honey  of  Christianity,  and  the  milk  of  human 
kindness,  uninflamed  by  the  ardent  spirits  of  Calvinism, 
and  the  fanatic  alcohol  of  The  Atat,  which  not  only  con- 
snmed  her  mother  and  elder  brother,  but  which  made  them 
try  to  consume  every  one  that  came  within  their  reach. 
Eva  Momington,  with  her  dark  brown  chestnut  hair,  her 
smooth,  ivory  forehead,  her  low,  straight  brow,  and  long- 
cut,  deep  blue,  darkly-fringed  eyes,  her  small,  regular,  and 
perfectly  chiselled  features,  short  upper  lip,  perfectly  oval 
&ce,  and  pale,  blush-rose  complexion,  was,  if  her  mother 
had  foiled  to  make  her  what  site  considered  the  beauty  of 
holiness,  at  least,  the  very  incarnation  of  a  holy  and  nun- 
"ke  beauty ;  for  the  delicately-moulded  clay,  since  it  had 
left  the  great  Maker  s  hands,  looked  as  if  no  darker  stain 
fl^  the  shadow  of  an  Angel's  wing,  had  ever  obscured  it« 
perfect  purity.  She  had  not  the  radiant,  sunny,  gushing 
Deauty  of  Gemma,  but  it  was  only  a  difference  of  style, 
not  of  degree — the  difference,  in  fact,  between  a  moss,  and 
A  blnsh  rose. 

Por  hours  in  the  long  summer's  daylight  and  twilight, 

Would  Eva  and  Walter,  wander  through  the  umbrageous 

darmilles  of  the  old  Manor  prardcns,  or  bask  on  the 

Wolet-stndded  greensward  of  its  sunny  plaisaunces,  and 

only,  perhaps,  because  Gemma  was  not  alwap  at  Maresco, 

£i  Walter  yearn  after  her  and  also,  perhaps,  because 

GemiDA  commanded  him  like  a   Queen,  with  the   per- 

Tersitj  incipient  to  the  "  manly  heart "  even  in  its  ein^i^to 
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for  Gemma.     Not  so,  when  oyerpowered  by 

buoyant  little  beauty,  he  often  turned  away 
a  si<rh,  in  the  direction  of  tlie  old  Manor 
wondered  what  Eva  wa*;  doing;. and  whei 
wandering  thi'ougli  the  maze  with  Phyllis  I 
spoilt  Blenheim,  now  moi-e  fat  than  &-olici 
ting  in  "  the  Bower"  alone,  acquiring  a  litera 
of  Dr.  Watty's  Hynms,  or  a  gastric  fever, 
master  the  crabbed  sentences  (so  as  to 
without  missing  a  word,  to  her  mother)  ( 
Rev.  Aminadab  Scuttledust's  mtei-minable  " 
During  these  two  years,  Walter  had  neve 
nor  at  least  back  to  Pencridge ;  neither  had  1 
his  grandmother ;  but  during  these  two  j 
ranibles  along  the  cliffs  at  Beechcroffc,  and  m( 
along  the  interdicted  east  cliff,  where  he 
round  the  open  windows  of  "The  Mennai 
breathlessly  to  the  tales  of  the  rough  sea&i 
smugglers  diinking  there,  about  their  ** 
scapes  '*  and  shipwrecks,  and  feel  a  strange 
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flf  hold,  or  tr^ea  a  aizpence  fi)r  DcroAy!  as  he  was 

fioni  the  old  miser  all  his  legendary  lore,  touch- 

sloniis  and  wrecks  that  had  taken  pkce  along 

eoaat  fiir  (he  last  fifty  years ;  three  different  times, 

■jyhad  his  grandmother  started  suddenly  from  be- 

iOBie  prqjecting  [nece  of  rock,  while  Paul  Windsor 

dnink  back  aflii^ted  at  the  apparition,  on  the  two 

he  hqypened  to  witness  it,  and  truly  it  was,  when 

with  the  wild  soeneiy  around,  veiy  like  the  meeting 

Witeh  and  a  Warlock.    For,  had  Mrs.  Selden  been 

into  a  glass-case,  firom  the  day  we  left  her  at  the 

terminus^  she  could  not  have  remained  more 

m  «to^  quo  tiban  she  had  done.    Still,  the  rusty 

dressy  and  the  thin  flowing  scarf  drapeiy,  the  black 

fim,  the  old  black  velvet  ba^,  the  same  intense 

of  demeanour,  and  the  same  measured,  and  tragic 

^  of  elocution. 

Ptol  Windsor,  who  as  we  before  stated,  having  been 
Ikn  a  gentleman  (to  say  nothing  of  a  certain  panic  that 
tind  him)  immediately  wished  Walter  good  bye,  and 
Maced  his  steps.  Thus  left  alone,  the  old  lady  embraced 
VllKgiindson,  and  he,  really  glad  to  see  her,  returned  the 
'  fdnice  more  cordially  than  he  had  ever  done  before,  and 
l|^  fiyr  the  second  time  in  his  life,  that  he  had  seen  her 
pBly  of  such  a  weakness,  she  wept !  and  sobbed  out, — 

*•  Walter !  my  poor  Walter  !" 
.  He  was  well ;  oh !  yes,  thank  Heaven  for  Ihat ;  she 
•»  that  he  was  well  Then  he  asked  her  to  come 
kdk  to  the  Frioiy  Close  with  him,  to  see  how  comfortable 
k  via  But  she  put  her  skinny  finger  to  her  lips,  and 
pad, ''Hush!"  in  a  voice  so  hollow  and  shrill,  that  it 


\    amided  like  a  message  from  the  east  wind ;  and  then, 
;    lAer  looking  round  to  see  that  no  one  saw,  or  overheard  ^ 


r 


m'^y^ 


terious  as  her  advent,  she  asked  to  see  the 

Jacobus  ;  and,  finding  it  quite  safe,  she  gave  1 
reign,  that  he  might  not,  as  she  said,  be  temp 
with  it. 

" Ha  r  cried  she,  pointing  upwards — "on 
these  meetingsi,  to  the  high  road  that  over-hon 
'  — I  hear  the  panting  of  the  iron  monster, 
the  train.    Good  bye,  Walter  ;  God  bless  you  ! 

"  But  grandmamma — am  I  never  to  go  home 

"  Home  !  my  poor  Walter  !  the  sooner  you  1 
better  :  children,  who  have  no  parents,  have  KG 

"  No  home  !"  repeated  the  boy ;  but  he  sj 
winds,  for  she  was  gone  ;  and,  sleeping  or  wal 
cold,  hard  words,  seemed  to  freeze  into  the  o 
heart,  and  blight  and  wither  all  around  it,  as 
done  in  so  many  hearts  before.  But  it  is  not  w 
and  his  sorrows,  hi^  hopes,  or  his  fears,  that  i 
do  just  now. 

A  very  uncivil,  civil  war,  had  beai  for  some  t 
between  Twaddleton,  Field-Fleury,  and  Beechcr 


x'xl .1 X. x-_ 


_  _-  .1     -  il.  . 


^  A  mwH  or  ooKBQuiircE,  t89 

^  ai  M  ii  imal  on  siich  occaitoni^  to  ''  be  eon- 
ifHnsfc  tlieur  wSl,'*  and  remaiii  ''of  the   same 

jwiceding  this  JPottmote,  Mi&  Momington'f 
i4(Q04iiint^  to  die  ''Atat"  sGhool-Ghildren,  irag 
place ;  wlien  tliej  mardiad  from  *'  The  Jtai "  to 
ieraes^  witli8tiek%  to  the  top  of  which  was  ap- 
a  triai^^nlar  atrip  of  Uue  calico,  with  a  text 
.  xxfou  it^  by  which  the  bearer  was  called  for  the 
kead  of  by  his;  or  her  name ;  and  marched  back 
flehoohmmi  at  five»  p.m.  —  to  oondode  upon 
i%  and  caiitioIe%  muffins,  and  milk  and  water ;  or 
id  te^-HUi  their  different  temperaments  might 

These  gatherings;  Hr&  Moniington  wonld  not 
illed  "pic-nics"  for  the  world,  though  each 
d  little  nrchin  brought  its  own  quota  of  bread 
dLberry  jam,  as  the  manorial  hospitalities  did  not 
loe  till  the  fesba  in  the  school-room ;  by  which 
he  lambs' "  shoes  and  appetites  had  been  pretty 
mped  But  she  called  these  annual  parties  h^ 
r^  IN  THE  WiLDEBNEBS ;"  and  it  is  but  justice 
that  they  were  considered,  by  the  local  Board  of 
and  the  parish  authorities,  to  set  more  effectual 

to  population,  than  any  Malthus^  orMartineau 
^  had  yet  done. 

ionaly,  however,  to  the  children  being  led  away  by 
itement  of  singing  hymns  all  day — ^accompanied 
ffchestra  of  native  talent^  issuing  from  a  pond  of 
«  which  "  the  wUdemess  "  was  £Bunous — ^they  were 
Md"  by  an  exhortation  from  the  Bev.  Aminadab 
Inst^  at  THE  Atat  :  and  he  was  expected  to  be 
larly  "impressive"  upon  this  particular  26th  of 
fling  that  Lord   Inishowen,  the   turbulent  and 
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heretical  landlord,  from  whom  Mrs.  Monungton  rented 
the  fi-devant  bam  (wliich  was  now  the  Atat) — had 
made  himself  doubly  obnoxious,  by  having  been  among 
the  most  clamorous  for  tithes,  and  church-rates — ^whkh 
Mrs.  Moniington,  on  the  strength  of  her  having  seceded 
from  the  Church,  steadily  refused  to  pay. 

The  Atat,  it  must  be  confessed,  was  neither  in  a 
picturesque  situation,  nor  was  it  a  picturesque  structure, 
being  perfectly  square,  and  fiat-roofed,  with  one,  not  vay 
high,  roiuid  chimney,  the  stove  being  placed  in  the  very 
centre  of  the  interior  of  the  building,  and  this  arrange- 
ment it  was  which  gave  to  the  exterior  of  "  The  Atai 
Ark  of  Salvation  ''  the  exact  resemblance  of  a  colossal 
tea-canister,  such  as  those  which  ai-e  iLsed  in  grocers'  shops. 
The  front  entrance  to  tlie  Ark  was  by  a  lane,  not  very 
wide,  and  not  very  clean,  and  immediately  opposite  to  it 
was  what  might  be  called  a  genius  shoj),  if  versatility  be  a 
proof  of  genius ;  for  the  front,  wliich  was  open  as  day, 
though  not  exactly  to  *' melting  charity,"  contained 
potatoes,  cabbages,  rags,  old  bottles,  i*ed  herrings,  tallow 
candles,  oysters,  and  pickled  salmon,  when  in  season,  while 
there  was  a  fine,  dark,  Eembrandt  backgioimd  of  coals. 
It  is  tnie,  that  the  effluvia  issuing  from  this  emporium  was 
not  quite  so  fragrant  as  the  perfumes  of  Araby  the  Blest, 
but  the  persons  in  the.  habit  of  suppljring  themselves  from 
this  cornucopia  did  not  perceive  it^  while  the  customers  of 
The  Atat,  if  they  thought  about  it,  concluded  it  was  the 
odour  of  sanctity  which  they  were  in.  This  lane  Mrs. 
Momington  had  re-christened  fix)m  Pill  L?ine  that  it  had 
been,  Noah  Lane.  So  that  it  became  a  pro&ne  jest 
among  the  lower  orders  of  Anti-Atatite.s  to  say, — 

"  Noah  smells  imconuuon  bad  to-day." 

And  Will  Catnip  had  once  had  three  hours  in  the  stocks 
/nr  aoggeating, — 
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**Periiaps  it's  the  beasteses  in  the  Ark." 

The  back  of  The  Atat  opened  into  a  field  leading  down 

to  "The  Wilderness,"  but  as  this  field  still  formed  part  of 

"the  farm  belonging  to  Lord  Inishowen,  it  was  bounded  by 

A  pigstye  on  the  right,  and  by  a  dunghill  on  the  left,  and 

many  were  the  complaints  that  Mrs.  Mornington  made  to 

her  unaccommodating  landlord,  that  the  devotions  of  the 

dect  were  cruelly  disturbed  by  the  gruntings  of  the  pigs, 

«id  the  crowings  of  the  cocks.    But  she  never  got  any 

other  answer  from  the  Irish  peer  than — 

"Upon  my  word,  madam,  I  am  very  sorry,  but  as  a 
landlord,  in  a  moot  point  between  my  tenants,  I  am 
obliged  to  hear  both  sides.  And  that's  exactly  what  the 
pigs  and  poultry  say  of  your  congregation.  The  pigs 
protest  that  they  can't  hear  themselves  grunt  for  the 
poanmg  that  goes  on  at  The  Atat  ;  and  the  cocks  and 
^^^  that  they  can't  see  daylight  for  the  constant  eclipse 
of  black  crape  and  broad  cloth.  So  it's  hard  to  please 
cveiy  one,  sweet  lady." 

A  kind  of  mock-chivalrie  epithet  by  which  his  lordship 
Always  addressed  his  sanctimonious  tenant,  when  he  haj 
done  everything  he  possibly  could,  to  thwart  and  annoy  her. 
Upon  this  memorable  25th  of  May,  the  moniing  broke 
slowly  and  feirly.      It  was   about  half-past  fom'.     The 
Ixmdon  night  or  mail  train  had  just  come  in, — a  gentle- 
man's gentleman  had  been  sent  on,  to  accompany  a  truck 
of  luggage  to  the  White  Hart — while  the  gentleman  to 
whom  both  servant  and  luggage  belonged,  jumped  out  of 
the  carriage,  and,  after  a  sonorous  yawn,  and  stretching 
his  arms  above  his  head,  to  finish  the  awakening  process, 
tamed  to  a  groom,  who  stood  respectfully  awaiting  his 
orders,  and  said, — 

"  Ah, — eh, — ah, — ^by  Jove,  it's  chilly !  but  we  had  better 
YOU  H  ^ 


"  Eh, — ah, — really.    Well,  perhaps  youY 

And  tlie  gentleman,  wrapping  a  shephert 
closely  about  him,  walked  into  the  refreshm 
followed  the  groom's  prescription.  But  t^ 
have  any  secrets  from  the  reader,  more  cspe 
must  so  soon  find  out  all  we  have  to  telL  \ 
was  Sir  Hugh  Dc  Byons.  For  two 
partridges,  and  pheasants,  had  flown  and 
had  made  inefFectual  attempts  to  get  down  ' 
Manor  under  their  wing.  But  Bowes  Men 
length  obliged  to  tell  him  that  he  dared  not 
80  ungodly  into  that  pious  house.  Sir  Hi 
posed  Mrs.  Delmai*'s  being  invited  to  Brig! 
or  St  Leonard's,  by  her  brother.  Any  whe 
away  from  what  he  so  irreverently  called, — 
"  That  confounded  conventicle." 
But  Bowes  shook  his  head,  and  said  that 
accept  any  such  Babylonish  invitation,  for  be 
on  her  mother,  though  a  widow,  she  was,  if 
in  leading-strings  than  she  had  been  as  a  gi 


OB,  ▲  FEBSOK  Of  OOKSEQUBKCK  t48 

beftlang  up  Exeter  HaH,  and  all  the  high^fays,  and  bye- 
vrays,  to  get  people  to  attend  this  meeting ;  so  why  the 
ioaoe  shonld^nt  you  go  down  ?  but  of  course  as  a  volun- 
beer,  to  join  the  Atat  faction ;  and  Til  lend  you  Spriggs; 
%e  knows  the  carte  du  pays,  or  rather  the  carte  du 
priehe,  and  being  a  clever,  sharp  fellow,  will  put  you  up 
h>  a  thing  or  two/' 

"Bowes,  you  are  the  best  fellow  in  the  world,"  cried  Sir 
Hi%h,  taking  him  by  both  arms,  and  shaking  him  tiU  he 
cried  out  for  quarter  ;  "  but,  hang  it,"  added  he,  "  on  the 
itage  all  that  sort  of  thing  is  very  well,  but  off  it,  Cap- 
bain,  off  it,  one  don't  exactly  like  making  confidants  of 
me*s  servants  in  matters  of  this  sort,  at  least,  for  anything 
but  a  corypMe,  or  a  lorette." 

**Ah!  well,  one  don't  exactly  like  having  one's  teeth 
mt,  or  one's  leg  amputated,  but  needs  must  when  the 
Icvil  drives,"  said  Bowes,  nonchalantly  flinging  himself 
nto  a  chair  in  the  bay  window  at  Boodle's,  where  this 
xmversation  had  taken  place  (they  having  the  room  to 
Jiemselves)  and  putting  his  feet  on  another,  he  slouched 
lis  hat  over  his  eyes,  and  opened  out  "The  Times." 

**  Qnd,  you  are  right  Bowes,  and  though  no  one  would 
nrer  suspect  it,  you  are  a  deuced  clever  fellow,  but  don't 
ei  US  lose  time  here ;  111  see  Spriggs  at  once,"  and,  linking 
us  arm  in  Momington's,  he  dragged  him  out  of  his  chair. 
leaving  the  club,  they  soon  reached  Bowes's  lodgings  in 
?all  Mall,  where  Spriggs  was  duly  summoned  to  the  council. 

•*  Ah  !  Spriggs  !  ah !  hum  !  that  a  chestnut  you  ride? 
Ui !  is — ah — a  very  cleverhorse,  and  admirably  groomed !" 

•*  Much  obleeged  to  you.  Sir  Hugh." 

**And — ^ah, — and — ah, — in  short,  ah, — Spriggs — ^you 
—understand  that  sort  of  thing." 

•^dl,  Sir  Hugh,  I  always  had  the  charac/er  for  it." 

2  E 
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*'Ah^'ustso, — clearly, — clearly — and  ah — the  feet  is 
ah, — Spriggs, — I,  ah,  am  going  to  many — ah  your  master's 
sister,  Mrs.  Delmar — ah,  that  is  ah,  if — ah  she  will,  ah, 
have  me,  ah  Spriggs." 

*'  Hin  course.  Sir  Hugh,  that  goes  to  the  bargain,  'cause 
many  a  filly,  as  the  sayin  is,  likes  to  canter  round  a  ring- 
fence,  but  veu  it  comes  to  the  cerimony,  they  can't  take 
the  leap." 

**  Clearly,— clearly, — now — ah,  as  you  know  all  the  ah — 

ways  of  Momington  Manor,  Captain  Momington — has ■ 

ah,  been  good  enough  to  lend  you — ah — ^to  me  Spriggs,  to^. 
go  down  there, — and  ah,  I  think  of  going  down  there  imw.^^ 
to  make  friends  with  the  keeper,  and  say  I  shall  take  out  ss 
license,  and  come  down  and  shoot  there  next  Septemberai 
What  do  you  think  of  that,  eh  ?  for  a  beginning  V 

"  You'll  IiexcMne  me,  sir,  but  it  haint  of  no  manner  <—» 
use,  for  youll  never  do  it  by  the  Partridges  ;  it  his  quit-^ 
tother  vay,  and  must  be  done  through  the  Parsons,  ttmc 
Black-birds;"  and  Spriggs   drew  himself  up  with   great 
dignity,  and  put  his  anns  a-kimbo,  with  the  palms  of  his 
hands  turned  outwards. 

"  Well,  I've  no  doubt  you  ai*e  right ;  Til  leave  all  the 
arrangements  entirely  to  you."* 

"  Then,  Sir  Hugh,  I  hope  as  you'll  hexcnse  me,  but  if 
I'm  to  avc  the  sponsibility  like  of  the  consam,  I  must  do 
by  youy  as  you  do  by  my  osses,  ven  hever  I  takes  a  new 
sitivation." 

"  Gad,  not  give  me  arsenic,  I  hope?" 

"  No,  no,  Sir  Hugh,  hain't  no  occasion  for  that»  but  give 
you  an  entirely  new  coat ;  for  di-essed  as  you  are  now,  1 
could  no  more  get  you  into  Momington  Manor,  than  I 
could  get  Merrythought  into  a  pint  decanter." 

"  Well,  I  leave  it  all  to  you.  I'll  give  you  a  note  to 
Sartorhausen.  my  tailor,  and  order  what  youlike." 


OR,   A   PERSON   OF  CONSEQUENCE.  245 

"  Wery  good,  Sir  Hugli,  and  Til  take  care  as  you're 
turned  out  fust-rate  V 

And  that  day  week,  Sir  Hugh  De  Byons,  Musprat>  his 
valet,  and  Spriggs,  his  largo  al  factoturq,  arrived  at 
Twaddleton  by  the  mail  train.  Having  drunk  the  brandy 
«nd  water,  and  lighted  his  cigar,  still  feeling  chilly  in  the 
«arly  morning  air,  he  tried  to  draw  liis  Glengarry  cap 
Jtnore  over  his  ears,  as  he  followed  Spriggs*8  lead  to  Noah 
XLane,  to  reconnoitre  the  Atat,  previously  to  going  to  the 
xjin.  But,  although  the  before-mentioned  emporium  of 
fish,  vegetables,  coals  and  candles,  was  not  yet  open, 
x-eminiscences  of  it  still  hung  stalely  and  strongly  about 
^he  common  air. 

"Good  Heavens!"  exclaimed  Sir  Hugh,  taking  the 
^igar  out  of  his  mouth,  and  burying  his  face  in  his 
J^ndkerchief 

"  I  told  you  sir,  has  the  smells  was  hawful !  enough  to 
inake  a  polecat  shy  at  them,"  Job's  comforted  Spriggs. 

"Is  this  infernal  ark,  or  whatever  they  call  it,  far?" 
asked  the  baronet,  his  face  still  muffled  in  his  handkerchiet 
"Far!  lawr  bless  yer  no,  sir,  hevery  think  in  the 
methody  line  is  near,  and  precious  near  too,  that's  it, 
right  afore  you,  and  I  think  you  can  safely  say.  Sir  Hugh, 
as  you  never  seed  for  hugliness  hand  redicklessness,  hany 
think  like  it  afore  ?" 

"Good  Gad !"  ejaculated  Sir  Hugh  De  Byons,  "  what  a 

place  to make  love  in,"  was  the  conclusion  of  his  un- 

uttered  thought. 

"Ah!    sir,"   said  Spriggs,   "catching  the  idea,'*  and 

diaking  his  head  with  a  degree  of  portentous  wisdom  that 

^ve  him  the  air  of  a  Burleigh  in  top-boots.     "  Ah  !  sir, 

iVe  seen  a  deal  of  courting  one  vay  or  another,  and  hit's 

ilways  so." 


shy,  a  jib,  a  wall  as  can't  be  deared,  or  i 

starting;  and  here  I'm  afeard  as  youTl  fin 
consam  particklar  restive  and  hard-mouth< 
hold  on  sir,  that  s  all ;  Eoom  wam't  built  in 
hexpect  has  ye  shant  be  hable  to  do  much 
hoff  like  ;  but  hit  'U  be  summut  if  so  be  has 
hease  the  bearing-rein ;  hand  my  hadwice  f 
Hugh,  hif  ve  can  git  things  hin  training  tb 
to  come  down  agin  and  bolt." 

"Bolt?*'  repeated  Sir  Hugh. 

"Yes  sir,  loop  hoflf." 

" Oh  I  ah  !  elope,  run  away?" 

"  But — ^but — the  lady  might  not  consent" 

"  Haint  no  need  of  consent  hin  loopmen 
vot  the/s  for  ven  consent  his  hout  hof  s< 
they*s  particklar  calkilated  for  vidders,  hand 
hof  time,  trouble,  hand  hexpense,  hin  the  vaj 
wisits,  hand  sich  like." 

"Ah  I"  said  Sir  Hugh,  consulting  his  ri 
which,  by  its  silence,  seemed  to  assent  to  S; 
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metbody  meeting  this  evening ;  for  you  see  sir/'  added 
lie^  jerking  his  right  thumb  over  his  right  shoulder  con- 
temptuously at  "The  Atat/'  hit  would  be  a  hinpossibility 
ioi  hany  one  but  an  hourangoutang,  to  think  hof  keeping 
ccnnpany,  bin  sich  a  cant  trap  as  that/' 

Am  Sir  Hugh  appeared  to  feel  the  cogency  of  this 
anmugement^  he  evinced  his  concurrence  by  silently  fol* 
lowing  Sprii^  and  it  was  not  until  they  had  reached  the 
Sigh  Stareet^  (in  which  the  White  Hart  was  situated) 
*vhere  the  morning  air  circulated  freely,  that  he  was 
fiofficiently  revived  to  respond  in  words. 

^  Quite  impossLble,  as  you  say,  Spriggs.  So  111  wait 
*ill  the  evening." 

"Here  we  hare,  sir,*'  said  Spriggs,  touching  his  hat,  as 
"they  reached  the  portico  of  the  White  Hart,  "  and  111  go 
lion  to  the  Manor,  hand  lay  hall  the  combvMerbaUs  has 
Idr  has  I  can  bin  the  hoffices  hand  lower  department^  has 
Ouy  Fawkes  did  bunder  the  Parliament  Ousea" 

"  But  with  a  more  successful  result,  I  hope,"  smiled  Sir 
HugL 

"  Hall  right,  sir,"  said  Spriggs,  again  touching  his  hat, 
bat  this  time  accompanying  the  proceeding  with  a  wink. 
"  Servants  bis  more  used  to  blowing  hup,  so  there  hain't 
no  fear  of  mistakes,  sir." 

As  the  baronet  turned  into  the  White  Hart,  received  at 
that  early  hour  by  the  only  inmates  stirring,  to  wit,  the 
boots,  and  a  pair  of  half-boots,  as  Spriggs  denominated  the 
two  boys  who  were  the  boot's  aides-de-camp  for  errands, 
and  bearing  the  blame  of  all  his  sins  of  omission,  and  com- 
nuasion. 

The  groom  stepped  out  down  the  street,  the  hitherto 
olent  pavement  of  which,  re-echoed  to  his  sonorous  foot- 
steps^ vrbik,  by  way  of  accompaniment,  he  whistled  the 


being  for  some  bridles  and  hoEse-dotlis,  of  lii 

take  back  to  town.  But,  in  his  way  to  the  st 
a  wistful  look  up  at  Miss  Patty  Carew's  win 
as  he  did  so,  "  Well,  hif  so  be  has  I  can  honlj 
loopment  for  Sir  Hugh,  she  can't  go  hoif  withe 
that's  sartin  mire.  Hand  in  coiu-se,  while  the 
is  a  going  lion  hinside,  the  rumble  must  be  '. 
So,  Spriggs,  my  boy,  look  out"  And  so  say 
up  the  latch  of  the  stable-door  and  entered,  n 
the  horses  with  a  general  **  How  d'ye  do." 
patting  each  individually,  and  calling  him  by 
ascended  the  hay-loft,  for  the  double  purpos< 
short  nap,  and  watchhig  the  precise  time  of 
rising,  as  the  said  loft,  was  immediately  opiMj 
room  window. 

Flinging  himself  at  full  length  on  his  fra^ 
extempore  coucli,  he  kei)t  his  eyes  fixed  oi 
lady's  window,  till  sleep  fairly  weigheil  thein 
was  not  till  the  clock  over  tJie  stable  had  stnw 
the  opiK)site  lattice  had  been  opened  wide, 
followed  the  example.     Springing  to  his  fee 


Ofi,  A  PERSON  OF  C0KSEQT7EKCE.  249 

if  her  young  mistress's  out  of  a  work-basket,  uttering  the 
bUowing  soliloquy  over  it,  as  she  took  a  pair  of  scissors, 
tnd  commenced  untrimming  it : — 

"  Oh,  dear !  How  tired  I  am  of  doing  and  undoing 
liese  dingy,  dowdy,  skull-caps,  and  what  a  shame  it  is  that 
mch  beautiful  hair  as  Mra  Delmar's  should  be  hidden 
mder  caps  at  all !" 

"Hit  is,  indeed,"  said  Spriggs,  coming  behind  her, 
»  he  entered  from  the  kitchen,  and  twitching  one  of 
E^atly's  own  dark  silken  braids  from  under  her  round-eared 
cap. 

"  La,  Spriggs!  how  you  frightened  me  !"  sci*eamed  she, 
re-adjusting  her  truant  hair.  "  Wherever  did  you  spring 
iomr 

"  Of  a  noble  race  was  Shenkin,"  sang  Spriggs,  gliding 
forward  in  a  pas  seuly  and  accompanying  the  movement 
srith  an  imitation  of  the  violin  on  his  left  arm,  his  right 
!iand  simulating  the  bow,  after  which  he  added — 

"  Vy,  Patty,  you  are  spring  and  summer  haU  in  vun, 
ind  blooming  as  the  flowers  in  May." 

"  Stuff — now  don't  begin  with  your  nonsense,  Spriggs." 

"Veil,  I  vont;  so,  to  talk  seriously,"  and  here  he 
[mlled  a  long  face,  *'  for  you  know  hevry  think  is  serious 
in  this  ouse ;  mvs  the  hold  duchess,  the  lady  of  the 
manor?  Avent  she  atched  herself  a  Cherrybum 
iret? 

"  For  shame,  Spriggs — I  never." 

"No,  you  never  did — but  you  can't  say  that  now;  and 
t>etter  late  than  never/'  added  he,  seizing  and  kissing  her, 
lespite  her  struggles. 

"  Be  quiet,  do,  you  impertbient  fellow,  said  the  irate 
nymph,  slapping  his  face. 

"Veil,  oo'd  have  thought,"   rejoined  he,  rubbing  his 


hand  hall  the  rest  hon  it ;  bnt^  for  my  put^  I 
good  hin  their  hinwentions,  has  long  has  the 
went  a  veathercock  for  sighs." 

"  Law,  Spriggs,  what  an  idea — ^what  on  earl 
that  be? 

"Use — the  wery  greatest  benefit  hever  y 
hon  the  human  race,  has  Professor  Gnllthefla 
he  comes  to  smoke  with  master  (he  meanii 
spose).  But  a  sigh  veathercock  vould  really 
greatest  use,  hat  least  to  mofikind,  for  then  ^ 
hable  to  know  in  vot  direction  a  gal's  sighs  I 
one  sigh  vos  for  claret  hand  corks,  that  is 
pantry,  of  vich,  in  course,  the  butler  his  the 
sequence.  Then  a  sigh  and  a  arf  for  behind  I 
hof  vich  gold-stick  hin  vaiting,  hand  plusli 
result.  Hand — ^hand,  'heigh-ho!'  praps  for 
and  here,  sticking  a  straw  in  the  comer  of 
standing  on  his  heels,  while  the  tips  of  his  1 
upwards,  as  he  glanced  askance  at  Patty. 
knows  but  Groom,  hout  of  Back,  might  chanc 
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Ik  Hm  door,  «d4  in  lier  snipriie  aiid  iiidigiiir 
Jel  kor  aamenkfi^  with  all  the  keyi  in  it^  drop  out  of 

Ihb  phe^  tidf  is  mote  of  it;  anotfaer  kin  of 

I  i  iHiiiM^  M  if  it  WB0  not  enough  to  hcfo  them 

about  one^  fike  Unebottka^  at  that  eie  fod  of  an 

tat  now  ire  imiat  haYo  the   nuisance  in  the 

Bat^  if  I  aee  ai^  more  such  doings  hang  me^ 

4om*%  ptifea  up  an  the  maidn^  moatha  with  flj- 

Ind  qoile  ii|^  too,  Mm  Buk^"  said  Spriggs, 

pagpoking  BmngJrmA,  ^tar  in  comae^  aa  a  ooae- 

MSfn  fmr  dooty  to  make  the  maids  tUck  to  their 

Ok,  so  there  fou  are,  like  a  bad  pemiy,  back  agam, 

Well,  it's  a  true  saying,  'a  rolling  stone  gathers 

and  yon  look  precious  seedy,  I  can  tell  yon." 

There  yon  go,  with  your  proverbs,  as  usual,  Mrs. 

Spriggs,  somewhat  piqued  at  this  bad  com- 

befoie  Fatty. 

I  cant  go  with  nothing  better,"  retorted  Basket^ 
about  the  cups  and  saucers,  as  she  arranged  them 
hteakfiMt-table,  "for  proverbs  is  the  wisdom  of  all 
nade  into  the  portable  soup  of  jnndence,  for  every- 
's  kmg  journey  through  the  world." 
'IprafiBTS  Manage  rolls,"  said  Spriggs. 
*  Ah !  no  doubt^  afore  you  got  to  be  a  stud-groom,  you 
lived  to  roUa    Is  the  detain  come? '' 
*No,  he  knows  better.    I  only  comed  down  for  some 
><(lfenythought's  tackle,  and  travelled  vith  a  serious  gent 
^ilcoma  down  for  the  tithe-fight.'' 
"]>mt  'em,  one  and  all,  say  I;  they're  nothing  but  a 
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pack  of  wolves  in  sheeps*  clothing;  and  ihefyi 
appetites  of  wolves,  for  the/re  enough  to  breed  a  f 
in  the  land/*  said  Basket 

"  Veil,  for  the  most  part,  the  Method/s  does  ea 
menjus,  and  that's  a  fact,'*  assented  Spriggs  ;  "but  tl 
as  I  come  down  vith  is  quite  on  a  new  plan,  self-su] 
ing,  without  spunge,  or  psalm-singing." 

**  What  on  earth  do  you  mean  by  that  ?  Then  he 
be  a  Methody ! "  said  Basket,  pausing  in  her  operation 
leisurely  rubbing  a  tea-spoon,  with  a  napkin  she  heli 

"  Shut  all  the  doors,"  said  Spriggs,  rubbing  his  h 
"  come  close  to  me,  and  take  your  Bible  oaths  as  yon 
breathe  a  syllable  hon  it  to  mortal,  and  Fll  tell  you  ! 

Law,  Spriggs  !  what  ever  is  it  ?"  cried  Patty,  dro 
her  work,  and  starting  to  her  feet. 

"  Eh !  what  have  you  got  to  tell,  Spriggs  ?"  said  I 
depositing  the  spoon  on  the  table,  and  though  wit 
haste  in  her  movements  than  Patty,  with,  quite  as 
curiosity  in  her  mind. 

"  Nearer,  nearer  still ! "  This  was  addressed  to  '. 
and  in  order  to  give  her  every  assistance  towards  aa 
to  his  request,  Spriggs  passed  his  arm  round  her  waisi 
drew  her  towards  him.  After  about  ten  nunutes  c 
strongest  consomnie'  of  whispeiing,  he  had  put  hi 
eager  and  delighted  auditors  in  full  possession  of  as  : 
of  Sir  Hugh  De  Byon's  feelings,  fortunes,  and  intern 
as  he  himself  was  acquainted  with.  Basket  cross-quesli 
him  as  follows  : — 

"  A  real  Barrowknight,  and  ten  thoasand  a  year,  y 
»urey  Spriggs  ?" 

"  Has  sure  has  that  boats  his  boats." 

"  And  fell  in  love  at  first  sight !  and  you're  tuf 
means  to  elope  T  said  Patty. 
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''Such  Aw  hour  hunlialt^rable  hintontion/'  respoiidtMl 
fjpriggs,  with  all  that  awe-inspinug,  my.sttrious  dijuniity 
vjiich  thd  plural  pronoun  never  fi&ilu  to  mspire,  or  at  lea^t 
Jpflflect,  whether  used  by  kings  or  critics. 
/-*Bdi  Uwrl  however  will  he  get  into  the  house?" 
jlil  the  more  practical,  and  less  romantic,  Basket 
"Ere  are  hour  crowbars  and  centre-bits,''  and  Spriggs 
from  his  pocket  a  bundle  of  Tracts,  which  he  had  had 
'tte|irecaution  to  provide." 

"Thb  Sinneb'8  last  Snore." 

"A  PiBffr-CLASs  Ticket  to  Canaan." 

"  Pocket  Handkeechiefs  fob  those  who  weep  by 

Watebs  of  Babylon." 
"A  Thistle  fob  Balaam's  Ass." 

"  PUKPKINS  that  NBVEB  PbBISH." 

''Hooks  and  Eyes  fob  the  gabments  of  Tbue  Be- 

JOVEBa'' 

That's  about  the  rubbish,  sure  enough,''  said  Basket. 
Now,  Patty,  if  the  vorthij  man  succeeds  in  getting  a 
.  fadng  in  the  house,  and  gives  a  lot  of  this  here  rubbish 
:  to  MrsL  Ddmar,  don't  yau  go  and  shoot  it  away  has  nibbish, 
fcr  who  knows  but  there  may  be  some  veat  among  the 
Aiff t"  winked  Spriggs. 

"  Ay !  Ay  !  I  understand,"  said  Patty,  with  a  knowing 
fide  nod  of  her  head. 
•Who'd  doubt  you ?    My  belief  is,  that  tliere  isn't  one 

F<tf  you  as  hever  was  bom,  heven  hif  you  vos  put  liinto 
diampagne-bottles,  hand  leaded  hand  %vired  down  till  you 
'^hof  age,  has  couldn't  buy  hand  sell  hall  Tattersall's  the 
^ment  has  you  vos  let  loose  ;  for,  like  the  champagne, 
Jtra're  up  to  hevTy  thijik,  hat  the  fust  pop." 


only  use  a  little  more  soap  and  water,  flian 

man  ;  for  the  quality  thinks  vice  is  as  mneh 
privileges  as  their  lands  and  titles.  Silly  n: 
by  not  only  screening,  but  indulging  and  enco 
sons  in  every  vice,  and  then,  opera-dancers, 
the  gaming-table,  does  the  rest ;  and,  so  mai 
a  poor  young  lady's  happiness  is  wrecked,  a 
drens  after  them.** 

"  There's  no  gainsaying  hon  it ;  hit*s  true 
vot  you  says  there,  Mrs.  Basket,  hand  hi'm 
fess  (has  they  says  hin  the  Parliament  Ouse 
compelled  to  say  something)  that  them  there 
puts  their  foot  in  many  a  appy  famly  ;  but 
them,  nor  heven  the  Clubs  has  does  haU  the 
his  the  mischief  hentirely  hin  the  dice;  1 
MoTHEBS-iN-LAW  I  hand  no  mistake,  Mr&  ] 
not  a  dumb  devil  I  promise  you,  sich  has  Mr 
his  always  a  dumb-founding  hon  us  vitL" 

Here,  a  bell,  or  rather  an  alarum,  rang  lo] 
enough  to  waken  the  dead.     This  was  to 
household,    to   what  Mrs.  Momin^n   call 
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bpgn^  nt  bitt  s  bcAoob  fiunily  vere  thej  sire  fomid  fer 
■B  fimr  times  a  day  (not  hincluding  hextras)  none  bnt  a 
pjgMimhij  hor  a  Ohaokee  Hii\jen,  could  stand  the  year 

KtBu;  lumd  heren  Chen,  bones  vonld  aye  to  giye  hin 

//  «Hiidi  I  make  haste  I ''  said  Basket,  hnnying  along  the 
pmg&  that  led  to  the  library,  where  all  the  other  servants 
IM  hy  this  time  assembled.  Bnt  Spriggs  came  to  adead 
iklp^  in  the  most  nmbrageous  part  of  the  corridor,  and 
Injposed  to  Miss  Garew  that,  instead  of  the  kiss  of  peace 
llliie  end  of  the  prayers,  they  should  haye  a  kiss  a-piecc 
IRm,  tot  which  he  receiyed  another  slap  on  the  faca 

Now,  witiii  r^aid  to  this  kiss  of  peace,  it  was  Mrs. 
pbenington's  theory,  that  there  should  be  no  distinction 
If  perwns  in  this  symbol  of  brotherly  loye,  as  she  called 
i^bat  somehow  or  other,  she  took  care  practically  so  to 
Aiuge  matters,  that  the  seryants'  caresses  should  only  be 
odianged  between  themselvea 

Slowly  and  solemnly,  Mrs.  Momington's  stem  cold  eye 
l^oed  at  Spriggs's  unr^enerated  tops  and  buckskins,  as 
heeling  among  the  serious  household  they  formed  a 
taUly  and  wicked  point  ds  mire.  And  no  sooner  was 
Ike  groaning  concluded,  in  which  Spriggs  had  most  suc- 
flBasfuDy  endeayoured  to  emulate  the  fine  stentorian  basso 
of  Lablache— ''  The  Sinner's  Last  Snore,"  bemg  the  libretto 
k  used  on  the  occasion,  than  upon  rising  from  her  genu- 
lections,  Mra  Momington  said  to  him  in  her  usual,  curt, 
goiDotine  tone, 

"Your  master  come?" 

*No,  *em — ^I  only  cum  down  for  some  horse-cloths,  and 
le^iecting  hon  a  brown  cob,  as  I  heerd  on,  to  be  sold 
at  Beechcroft,  as  I  thought  might  suit  the  Cap{)en" 

''What  haye  you  got  there?''  asked  the  lady,  holding  out 


vos  agoing  lo  nenauige  in  a  camu  nap,  ne 

thump  on  the  hoff  shoulder  has  I  shall  neve 
putting  this  hore  track  hinto  my  and,  he 
''Sleeper!  awake!  how  do  you  know  but  ; 
'The  Sinner's  Last  Snore.'" 

"  Did  this  holy  man  go  on,  or  remain,  at ' 
inquired  Mra  Momington,  casting  an  apprc 
"The  Sinner's  Last  Snore." 

"No,  he  didn't  go  no  further;  he  stayed 
Alt,  'cause  he  comed  doAvn  a-purpose  for  th 
ing,  and  said  as  he'd  heered  a  deal  about  Ti 
vot  an  hadwanced  Christian  you  vos,  and  ( 
to  know  more  of  you  in  faith/' 

**Do  you  know  his  name?" 

*'  Veil,  'em — as  veil  as  I  rickelict,  the  nai 
on  the  luggidge — least  vays  hon  the  carp 
has  he  said,  them  has  his  journeying  to  1 
land  don't  need  to  b«  cumbered  vith  vorL 
but,  the  name  hon  the  carpet-bag — Bunyans- 
yans,  or  vos  some  sich  name." 

"Excellent,  worthy  man!"  exclaimed  Mm 
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I  there  is  so  many  a  going  about  seeking  hon  whom  they 
lay  dewour/' 

Here  the  diplomatic  and  Jesuitical  Spriggs  leisurely 
irirled  his  thumbs  and  turned  up  his  eyes,  as  if  he  had 
em  sitting  under  the  Bey.  Aminadab  Scuttledust  at  the 
LXAT,  or  as  Spriggs  himself  irreverently  called  The  Ark, 
fks  HeU-fire  Clvh, 

"  No,  no — ^this" — said  Mrs.  Momington,  tapping — "  The 
Sinner's  Last  Snore"  with  her  right  hand — "  this  is  quite 
sufficient  to  show  his  is  an  awakened  spirit" 

"Silly  woman!"  exclaims  the  reader. 

By  your  leave,  reader,  not  one  whit  more  silly  than  you 
1,  and  the  rest  of  the  world,  who  tuili  go  on,  judging 
iriiole  cases  from  abstract  facts,  more  especially,  if  the  said 
Astract  fact,  or  sentence,  happens  to  strike  the  chord,  pro, 
>r  can,  of  any  one  of  our  own  peculiar  crotchets,  or  spurs 
flie  flanks  of  our  individual  hobby,  till  it  sets  off,  over  hill 
ttid  over  dale,  clearing  all  before  it,  and  only  drawing 
Wdle,  to  find  that  it  has  arrived  at  the  wrong  terminus. 
Here  are  a  few  abstract  facts,  with  their  erroneous  judg- 
nents  appended  to  them. 

Mrs.  Simpson  gave  Johnny  Jessup,  a  new  suit  of 
lothes,  and  a  loaf  of  bread,  yesterday. 

"Most  kind  and  benevolent  of  Mrs.  Simpson,  I'm  sure,*, 
lys  Snivel;  "and  most  abominable  of  Johnny  Jessup 
sd  his  grandmother,  not  to  express  more  gratitude  to  Mrs 
impson,  whose  kindness  I  happened  to  be  witness  to, 
hen  I  arrived  in  the  village  yesterday." 

**  Ay,"  says  Testall, — "  and  had  you  chanced  to  be  in  the 
Uage  three  years  ago,  you'd  ^have  known  that  Mrs 
impson  took  upon  herself  to  adopt  Johnny  Jessup,  and 
a:  whim  changing,  she  returned  him  upon  his  pauper 
■andmother's  hands.  But  still,  the  new  suit  and  the  loaf 
roh,  Jk  s 


she  would  not  do  to  help  her,  or  alleviat 
affliction,  and  yet  Mrs.  SeiTeall  always  seem; 
with  all  her  efforts." 

"  Very  likely,"  responds  Testall,  "for  Mrs. 
talks,  or  professes.  She  acta,  and  she  hsa 
rially  served  Mra  Talkington,  who  is  one 
dolent^  obstinate,  apathetic  people,  who,  if  tl 
another  a  thousand  years,  would  never  kna 
who,  being  very  obtuse  in  their  own  feelings 
treading  on  the  gouty  feet  of  other  people's^ 
lug  that  such  trifles  should  annoy  them,  and 
they  ought  not  to  do  so.  Such  persons  are : 
camate  blunderers,  never  speaking  but  wh< 
be  silent,  and  always  silent,  when  they  i 
saddling  their  friends  under  nominal,  tl 
obligations;  while,  in  reality,  they  eras! 
irremediable  injuries.  In  shorty  as  Mra  Ma 
that  very  charming  book  of  hers,  "Tea- 
speaking  of  well-meaning,  but  ill-judging,  per 
like  ill-regulated  clocks,  whose  hands  alway 
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It  is  tlie  services  lavi.shly  proiiiiied,  and  never  rendered, 
and  the  deep  wound  inflicted,  while  professing  to  heal  a 
small  scratch,  that  engenders  what  is  conventionally  called 
ingratituda  Pugilism  is  termed  ''the  noble  art  of  self- 
defenca"  The  art  of  knowing  how  to  defend,  and  serve 
oUwT8»  is  a  fiur  nobler  one,  in  which  there  are  few,  very 
few,  proficients^  and  therefore  it  is,  that  one's  soi  disant 
champions  (T) — ^to  borrow  another  simile  from  '*  the  noble 
art" — generally  "punish"  one  so  severely. 

And  whence  comes  the  "vaui  reasoning,  and  false 
philosophy/'  in  most  things,  if  not  in  all,  but  from  this 
eternal  arguing  firom  false  premises  ?  We  have  nearly  all, 
without  exception,  some  Kanifebstan  of  our  own, 
engendering,  from  whom  we  deduce,  and  to  whom  we  refer 
eveiything. 

"KKaniferstan?" 

^  Oh  1  I  forgot  You  were  not  acquainted  with  him. 
Allow  me,  reader,  to  detain  you  five  minutes  longer  by,  in- 
trodiucing  him  to  you." 

A  young  Parisian  gentleman,  travelling  to  Amsterdam, 
and  keeping  a  journal,  as  all  intelligent  travellers  do,  to 
enrich  the  world  with /octe,  was  attracted  by  the  remark- 
able beauty  of  a  house  near  the  canal.  He  addi*esscd  a 
Dutchman  in  French,  who  stood  near  him  in  the  vessel, 
with  a  "  Pray,  sir,  may  I  ask  who  that  house  belongs  to  V* 

The  Hollander  answered  him,  in  his  own  language,  "  Ik 
kan  met  versUianJ'  ie.,  "  I  do  not  understand." 

While  the  Frenchman,  not  doubting  but  he  was  under- 
stood, took  the  Dutchman*s  answer  for  the  name  of  the 
proprietor  of  the  house. 

"  Oh,  oh  V  said  he,  "  it  belongs  to  Mr.  Kaniferstan.  Well, 
Tm  80X6  he  must  be  very  agreeably  situated.  The  house  is 
most  chamiitg,  and  the  gardens  appear  delicious.  A  friend 

8  % 
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of  mine  has  a  ch&teau  on  the  banks  of  the  Loire  aoome* 
thing  like  it,  but  I  confess  I  should  prefer  thia" 

He  made  many  more  laudatory  remarks,  to  which  the 
Dutchman,  who  continued  to  smoke,  made  no  reply. 

When  they  arrived  at  Amsterdam,  they  saw  a  mart 
beautiful  woman  on  the  quay,  walking  arm-in-arm  with 
a  gentleman.  The  Parisian,  in  the  blandest  accents  of  lus 
native  tongue,  asked  a  person  who  passed  him,  "  Who 
that  charming  lady  was  ?" 

But  the  man,  not  understanding  a  word  of  French, 
replied — 

"  Ik  kan  nict  verstaan!' 

"  What !   sir ! "  exclaimed    our   tourist,  "  is  that  Mr.     | 
Kaniferstan's    wife,    whose   house   is   near    the  canal? 
Indeed  this  gentleman's  lot  is  enviable  !    to  posses  so    , 
lovely  a  wife  !  and  so  noble  a  house/' 

The  next  day,  when  he  was  walking  out — fact-hunting 
for  his  journal — ^he  saw  some  trumpeters  playing  at  th^^ 
door  of  a  gentleman,  who  had  got  the  largest  prize  in  the 
Dutch  lotteiy.  The  Frenchman,  still  thirsting  for  infor- 
mation, inquired  the  name  of  the  fortunate  prize-holder  ? 
when  he  received  the  eternal  answer, 

"  Ik  kan  nict  vei'staan!* 

*'  Diantre  ! "  cried  the  Parisian,  "  this  is  too  much  • 
Fortune  is  indeed  blind  !  Mr.  Kaniferstan,  proprietor  of 
such  a  fine  house  ;  husband  to  such  a  beautiful  woman ; 
and  now,  to  get  the  largest  prize  in  the  lottery ! — it  must 
be  confessed  that  this  man  h&^  robbed  many." 

About  a  week  after  this,  our  traveller,  in  his  walks 
through  the  city,  met  a  superb  funeral  He  inquired 
whose  it  was  ? 

" Ik  kan  nict  verstaan*'  replied  the  person  accosted. 

"  Ah  !    ciel !  "  exclaimed  the  Frenchman — slapping  his 
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brehead,  and  perspiring  at  every  pore— into  a  fine  strain 
if  philosophical  moralizing,  upon  the  vanity  of  human 
ife,  and  the  emptiness  of  human  happiness.  "  Ah !  ciel  I 
[K)or  Mr.  Kaniferstan !  who  had  such  an  angelic  wife ! 
inch  a  splendid  house  !  and  such  a  tremendous  prize  in 
flic  lottery !  he  must  have  quitted  this  world  with  great 
regret,  for  fear  that,  in  going  further,  he  should  fare 
worse — but   God   is  just,  and   I   always    thought   his 

HAPPINESS  WAS  TOO  GREAT  TO  LAST  !" 

And  thus  it  is,  more  or  less,  with  us  all ;  that  given 
a  Kaniferstan  !  the  Q.  E.  D.  should  be 

BOSH ! 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

IN  WmCH    LORD    INISHOWEN    BANISHES    THE    I> 
FROM  THE  ARK,  AND    THE  FACE   OF   THE 
WATERS  ABE  TROUBLED. 


^PEIGGS  had  resolved  to  avoid  "  The  Manni 
Wilderness  "  part  of  the  gala.  But,  findii 
Patty  was  to  walk  in  the  procession,  as 
bearer  to  her  mistress  (who  always  shivered,  phy 
as  well  as  morally,  at  these  rheumatic  revels  in  tl 
dank  grass,) — and  also  hearing  that  Lord  Inishowi 
the  Churchwardens,  intended  getting  up  a  strike 
Mrs.  Momington's  own  pew,  at  The  Atat;  req 
which,  there  had  been  a  sort  of  verbal  agreement  b 
her  and  his  lordship— that  he,  upon  his  rare  vi 
Twaddleton,  should  have  the  use  of  it ;  xmless  As 
to  buy  off  this  privilege,  by  paying  the  same  tl 
the  Rector  of  Twaddleton,  as  if  she  still  contio 
frequent  her  own  parish  churcL  But  this,  aM 
face  as  she  did  against  tithes,  and  calculatang  upm 
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Inishowen's  never  at  least  claiiuing  (Ids  privilege,  she  had 
never  paid  a  fraction  towards  her  right  of  excluding  him ; 
consequently,  independently  of  his  being  a  desperate 
Orangeman,  the  Irish  peer  thought  it  a  capital  oppor- 
tanity  of  at  once  supporting  the  Church ;  annoying  his 
Methodistical  tenant,  and  having  a  little  fun — so  selected 
this  eccasion,  of  all  days  in  the  year,  to  exact  his  privilega 

Therefore,  when  Spriggs  arrived  at  the  ark,  which  he 
did  full  early,  so  as  to  fall  into  the  line,  with  the  servants 
&om  the  Manor ;  that  is,  so  as  to  take  his  seat  at  the 
Atat  immediately  opposite  to  Miss  Carew,  in  order,  as  a 
matter  of  course,  to  pair  off  with  her,  when  they  came  out 
and  proceeded  to  the  wilderness — ^he  was  surprised  to 
see  marching  up,  and  down,  before  the  ark,  as  a  sentry,  a 
brawny  Hibernian,  shouldering  a  stout  shillalah,  instead 
(rf  a  musket,  his  hat  very  much  on  one  side,  and  altogether 
With  an  air  of  defiance,  intended  to  have  daunted  a  legion, 
had  a  l^on  assailed  him. 

"  De  top  of  de  morning  to  you,  sur,"  said  he  to  Spriggs 
^ery  civilly,  touching  his  hat  A  la  militaire, 

**  Hollo  I  my  man,  I  know  your  face,  vere  have  I 
leenyou?'' 

"MikeRnerty,  sur/' 

"MikeFinerty?" 

'^  De  boy  dat  had  a  bit  of  a  shindy  wid  a  black  thafe 
of  a  nigger,  Tibarius  Casar  Coofey  sur,  in  Astechape,  a 
matter  of  two  year  ago  and  mora" 

"  Oh  !  lawr,  ah,  to  be  sure,  I  remember  perfectly,  and 
you  was  a  going  to  git  married ;  veil,  did  you  V 

**  I  did,  sur — oh  !  but  de  Lord  has  been  very  good  to 
me ;  I  tuck  it  mildly  sur,  and  have  got  on  very  well  since, 
and  the  childer,  Patsey  and  Nora,  perwided  for,  gone  on 
tbe  stage  a  horseback  sur/' 
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"  And  your  vife,  vere  is  she?" 

"  Is  it  Judy,  sur  ?  Och !  perwided  for  too,  sur,  ^ 
pratees  at  home,  an  encoombered  eshtate  dat  me 
Jerry  Dooloughan  left  me  in  Tipperary,  all  ric 
coombered  wid  an  iligant  cabin,  bog,  poultry,  pi 
and  a  pig." 

"  Ah  !  indeed,  and  how  long  is  it  since  you  can 
this  property  V* 

"  How  long  has  Jerry  been  dead,  is  it  ?" 

"Veil,  yes." 

"  Oh  !  indade,  itsh  going  on  five  wakes  sur." 

"Only  five  weeks;  then  I  vonder  you  are  i 
mourning  for  him." 

"  Mourning  !    whisht  now,  listen  to  dat ;  why 
be  afther  blackening  meself  for  me  relations,  whin 
wan  of  dem,  ever  put  on  a  rag  of  mourning  for  me 
dey  do,  itsh  time  enough  to  return  de  compliment' 

"  Ha  !  ha !  ha !  veil,  that's  not  a  bad  hidear,  bi 
vos  you  hable  to  leave  your  vife  ?" 

"  Och !  thin,  indade,  sur,  whin  you've  been  tw 
marred,  you'll  find  de  able,  and  de  willing,  go  togeth 
a  pair  of  brogues  dat  are  fellows." 

"  But  vot  are  you  doing  ere  ? " 

"  What  am  I  doing  here  ?  shure  ishn't  it  mea 
liash  got  de  iligant  plache  of  it,  ash  own  man  t< 
Inishowen,  notting  to  do,  and  a  gossoon  to  help  me 

Here  their  colloquy  was  intemipted  by  the  arr 
his  lordship  hunself,  with  a  battalion  of  boys  an< 
tliat  he  had  collected  out  of  the  highways  and  byewi 
the'  amiable  purpose  of  peopling  Mrs.  Momington 
lier  own  pew  at  the  Atat.  At  sight  of  this  reii 
ment,  Mr.  Fhierty  shouldered  arms,  and  then  stood 
side,  to  allow  his  master,  and  his  ragged  staff,  to  a 
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b  Aw  has  attempted  to  drive  you  away,  have  they, 
ft"  inqmred  his  kordship. 

di,  they  did,  me  hrd ;  wan  or  two  of  dim  Methodies 
Bftrfajf  in  de  morning,  and  tonlt  me  to  dishpene ; 
itnd  me  groond,  '  I  won't,  eo  I  will,'  says  I,  and 
Is,  I  nps  wid  me  sthick,  and  made  mashed  pratees 

;  so  thin  de  spalpeens  knew,  me  lard,  dat  Mike 
'  wash  all  rights  accarding  to  de  articles  of  war ; 
diide,  tminty  of  dim  English,  wad  have  no  chance 
an  of  us," 

i,  Mr.  Ilnerty  winked,  and  wagged  his  head,  in  a 
It  left  no  doubt  of  the  &ct,  while  Lord  Lushowen 

mqestically  into  The  Atat,  followed  by  his 
it  brigade,  which,  with  himself,  he  forthwith  in- 
in  Mrs.  Momington's  pew ;  soon  after,  the  lugu- 
sounds  of — 

**  As  dying  saints,  let  us  rejoice," 

entoned  through  every  possible  key  of  the  nasal 
proclaimed  the  manna-in-the-wildemess  procession 
t  hand  ;  and  presently,  "banners'*  did  not  exactly 
the  breeze,"  but  the  little,  triangular  strips  of  blue 
with  different  texts  inscribed  upon  them,  fluttering 
he  top  of  peeled  osiers,  caught  the  eye,  entering 
he  Noah  Lane  side  of  The  Atat,  headed  by  Mrs 
tgton,  Mrs.  Delmar,  Luther,  and  the  Eev.  Aminadab 
lost,  walking  four  abreast.  AiS  the  rev.  gentleman 
down  the  aisle,  leading  to  the  pulpit,  and  the 
a  defiled,  to  ascend  the  gallery-stairs,  the  com- 
ig,  not  to  say  entangling,  of  their  respective,  flags, 
iflicting  texts,  seemed  almost  like  a  jocular  charade 
tm,  of  the  confusion  of  tongues  in  the  Tower  of 


296  TBE  WQBID  AKD  KB  WHS  ; 

Babel,  if  anything  so  profEUie  as  jocularity  could  ev 
had  the  temerity  to  penetrate  into  Ths  Atat.  T 
of  the  manor,  with  quite  as  much  dignity  as  di 
walked  straight  to  her  besi^ed  pew,  followed  by  1 
and  daughters;  and,  as  soon  as  the  dying  sail 
ceased  to  rejoice,  and  the  last  snuffle  had  subside 
Momington's  shrill,  crowing,  chanticleer  yoioe  wa 
booming  through  the  Ark,  in  parley  with  the  enen 

''How  is  this,  my  l<»d,  that  I  find  every  aea 
own  pew  occupied  ?" 

"  How  is  it?  the  easiest  thing  in  liE^  sweet  lad^ 
one,  and  half  a  dozen  of  the  other,  that  is,  ox  b( 
six  girls,  which,  with  the  humble  rndividual  who 
honour  of  addressing  you,  makes  a  baker's  don 
just  fills  the  seat" 

"But — ^but,  my  lord,  I  want  to  know  where 
sit?" 

"Sit  in  the  aisle,  sweet  lady,  sit  in  the  aL 
then  you'll  be  the  Lady  of  the  Aisles,  and  may 
on  the,  same  shelf,  with  "  the  Lord  of  the  Idea"' 

"  My  lord,  this  is  unbearable." 

•  **  Women  were  made  to  bear.'— SHABSWAMt 

Ahem! 

"Can  you  reconcile  such  conduct  to  youisd 
ffentieTnciii  V* 

"  Gentleman  !  oh,  then,  indeed,  sweet  lady,  yon' 
to  travel  the  wide  world  over,  before  you'd  find  a 
man,  or  anything  like  one,  in  such  a  place  as  Mil 

"Btit  your  promise,  my  lord,  that  you  wodU 
exact  your  right  of  occupying  my  pew,  in  n 
Tabernacle," 
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'ftandses,  Hke  pic-crosta^  or  egg-shells,  if  yoa  prefisr 
kk»  9freei  lady;  were  made  to  be  broken." 
"nun  joar  honour,  my  lord." 
^My  honour !  pooh,  tha^s  gone  long  ago — ^bought  in, 
r  vnder  its  value)  with  Monnt  Blarney,  when  it  got 
tb  the  Ebcnmbered  Estates  Conrt  Bnt^  if  yon  have 
fflMmght  of  competing  for  the  prize*  to  be  awarded  to 
B  diBdovgref  of  peipetoal  motion,  and  like  to  look  for 
f  lumoaTy  and  should  chance  to  find  it^  you  are  welcome, 
•eeft  lady,  to  pledge  it,  to  any  amount  it  will  bring." 
At  tiuB^  Spriggs,  with  his  handkerchief  crammed  into 
I  ttonth,  made  a  precipitate  retreat  from  The  Atat, 
Bkring,  as  he  himself  expressed  it,  that  he  was  so  weak 
tiie  haunches,  from  suppressed  laughter,  that,  if  he 
lited  to  hear  another  word,  he  should  not  be  able  to  turn 
i  Sif  Hugh  De  Byons  in  proper  style  for  the  meeting  at 
e  White  Hart  in  the  evening ;  also  to  see  what  had 
leome  of  Miss  Patty  Carew,  who  was  not  at  The  Atat. 
"Hello  !  SamSejeter,  where  the  deuce — ahem! — I  mean 
here  the  delft  did  you  come  from  ?  And,  as  you  hare 
one,  how  the  crockery  does  it  appen  that  you  hare  not 
op  at  the  Hark  a  closing  your  ooks,  and  heyes,  like  the 
Bit  on  'em  V  said  Spriggs,  nearly  knocking  down  Mrs. 
Ii^'b  sanctified  foreman,  as  he  turned  out  of  one  of  the 
Inmerable  narrow  passages  of  Twaddleton  into  die  High 
Meet. 

"Alas!  Thomas  Spriggs,"  responded  that  hypocritical 
ifividual,  turning  up  his  eyes,  and  twirling  his  thumbs, 
kng^  he  was  in  the  street.  '*  Alas,  the  spirit  is  willing, 
Iioagh  the  flesh  is  weak,  and  much  as  the  spirit  yearns  to 
»  in  any  house  of  prayer,  if  even,  peradveiiture,  it  is  not 
be  right  one,  still  the  flesh,  while  in  bondage,  must  do  the 
of  the  world ;  and  Martha  Bay  thinks  the  ol^^ 
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child,  Buby,  is  looking  ill  and  dull,  and  wants  change  of 
air.  So  she  sent  me  down  to  try  and  get  Dorothy  Windsor 
to  take  her  to  board  and  lodge  with  them  for  a  few  weeks, 
as  she  said  it  would  be  a  charity  to  give  poor  Dorodiy  an 
excuse  for  getting  a  little  food  into  the  house,  and  I  was  to 
offer  them  a  guinea  a-week.  At  first,  old  Paul  would  not 
hear  of  it,  'cause  his  thorn  in  the  flesh,  is  pride.  But  the 
Mammon  of  unrighteousness,  and  the  flesh-pots  of  Egypt^ 
were  too  much  for  him ;  so,  at  length  he  consented,  as  a 
favour,  and  to  oblige  Martha  Bay,  whom  he  knew  as 
Martha  Palfreyman,  he  said,  a  tidy,  thrifty  girl,  that  used  to 
bring  him  grist  cakes,  and  new-laid  egga  So  that  is 
settled,  and  I  shall  return  to  Tower  Hill  to-morrow,  for  L 
intend  to  stay,  and  hear  the  Gideons  that  are  to  gird  on— 
their  armoui*  to  figlit  the  good  fight  against  tithes,  at  the^ 
White  Hart  to-night." 

*'  And  you,  hare  in  luck,  I  can  tell  you,  for  the  celebratedB 
Benjamin  Makesure  Bunyan  is  down  ere ;  neither  mor^ 
nor  less!" 

*'  The  celebrated  Benjamin  Makesure  Bunyan?  Who  orx 
airth  is  he  ?"  repeated  and  inquired  Mr.  Samuel  Sejeter, 
in  his  most  deliberate  and  nasal  tone. 

'*  Not  know  the  celebrated  Benjamin  Makesure  Bunyan? 
Hand  you,  as  does  so  much  hin  the  tub  hand  hopen  hair, 
line  yourself,  Sejeter.  Veil,  you  do  amaze  me,  hand  that's 
a  fact.  Oh,  dear !  if  hit  comes  to  that,  I  should  jist  like 
to  know  vots  the  good  of  cerlebrity  ;  ven  you  never  heerd 
tell  hon  the  most  celerbratedest  Methody,  has  hever  shut 
hup  the  heyes,  and  hopcned  the  pusses  of  his  earers. 
Veil,  that  is  ago!" 

*'  Benjamin  Makesure  Bunyan  ?    No,  really,  I  never  did. 
But  then,  to  be  sure,  thei*e  are  so  many  Benjamins." 

"  Ay,  hand  so  many  messes,  too  ;  but  you  are  in  luck  ! 
has  Madame  Mommgton  didn't  ear  you  a  hexpodng  hon 
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I  can  tdl  yer,  hor  you  might  ave  said 

» to  ban  the  beef  hand  hale  hup  at  the  Manor,  hand 

[  take  a  tool's  hadwice,  hand  be  said  by  me,  yonll 

rlethon  among  the  Methodies, — voihever  sex  they 

rqppen  to  be  hof— and  ve  know  has  there's  prettynear 
lipidrpid.  and  fifty  different  sexes  among  them,  von  vay 
Ir  another.  Bat  yonll  never,  has  long  has  yonr  name  his 
i|A  Sqjeter,  let  him,  among  hany  hon  'em,  vot  hever  sex 
htf  may  be  hoC  has  yon  vos  hignorant  concerning  hof 
^  gieai  Beqamin  Makesore  Bnnyan  !  hnnless  you  vonts 
f  be  ihort  no  more  hon,  nor  a  midge's  hegg/' 
f-'Bot  of  nbat  persoasion  is  he  ?  Had  he  belonged  to 
b-Bniihnsn ;  I  must  have  heard  of  him.'' 
r"Ob!  yon  means  vot  sex  his  he  hof?  Yell,  it  haint 
Isaqr  to  tell  the  sex  hof  them  Methodies,  for,  as  I  said 
fan,  they'se  so  many  different  sexes  ;  but  I  heerd  him 
Ifii^  has  he-d  bin  hover  ead  hand  hears  like,  so  I  spose 
■she's  a  Baptist" 

And,  at  this  veracious  account,  Spriggs  pulled  one  of 
rii  own  ears,  and  looked  up  askance  imder  his  eyes  into 
It  Sejeter's  pale,  pitted,  Gruyere-cheese-looking  face,  to 
Ne  what  effect  this  intelligence  might  have  on  him.  But 
An  pious  individual,  who  was  walking  with  his  right  hand 
■  bis  bosom,  and  his  left  behind  his  back,  was  evidently 
{hnged  fieur  deeper  in  a  reverie,  than  the  great  Benjamin, 
Ihkesare  Banyan  had  ever  been  in  a  river,  and  to  Spriggs's 
keffidde  surprise !  replied  by  the  hugely  d  propos  de 
ku$  inqoiiy  of — 

"Old  Windsor  has  a  sight  of  money,  hasn't  he  ?" 

"No;,  tliat's  jest  vot  he  has  not,  as  nobody  hever  yet 
■od  a  sight  of  it ;  but  he's  a  deal  of  money,  so  they  say, 
*  least  And  Stump,  Mother  Fowkes  s  old  crow,  vich, 
i)  ooortesy  (as  they  say  of  lords  as  isn't  lords)  they  calls 
,  his  always  a  stumping  about  vith  ibai  ere  vooden 
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a  paralytic,  apoplectic,  or  any  other  sort  of 
speedily  recoveiing,  he  said — "Well,  Thou 
think  I  shall  say  farewell,  here." 

''  Pooh  !  nonsense,  vots  that  for,  man  i 
hafter  Mrs.  Bay,  and  my  sweetheart^  Baby, 
Turk  of  a  tower.  Hand  it's  no  reason  becacu 
mouth  it  at  The  Atat,  that  you  should  not 
come  and  munch  it  at  the  Manor ;  hand  I ; 
tap  is  much  better  this  month  than  I  have 
some  years,  more  like  one  of  the  old  bre^ 
used  to  be,  in  the  Squire's  time.'* 

This  last  argument  appeared  so  cogent,  tl 
yielded  to  it,  and  said,  with  less  of  euphoni 
nasality  than  ever,  "  Well  Thomas  Sprigga 
if  I  do  recruit  my  inward  man  at  the  i/laxLi 
Momington  is  a  godly  woman,  though,  aka 
of  the  brethren,  but  I  don't  despair  of  seeing  h 

"Veil  !"   laughed   Spriggs,  "no  doubt 
heasier  to  turn  her  hiuto  a  brother,  than  it 


Ten  hoor  void  to  thelfiiiw  is  the 
TOt  luffer  houUandiah  mjn  joa 
^tsgittoBmnby." 
*1h6  W9J  k  9tnif^  the  path  is  nanow,"*  said  Mr. 
flftK  tmo^  vp  Ua  ejei^  aa  if  the  msy  had  been 

IfVA  te  ooaehaa  hand  dz,  I  don't  doubt  but  it  may 
|M  trifle  namnr  or  80 ;  but  yoall  never  git  me  to  believe 
III  far  them  as  vaDoB  straight  hand  hnpright^  hit  haint 
Hseaoq^ivtivoabreas^  handhevenhif  it  waxnt,  vy 
tlMjeoold  fcUer?  yonegofbst^  handtother  oome 


Rniag  the  tittological  tone,  the  eonversatkm   had 
,  Mr.  S^eter  merely  replied  most  proeaioally,  and 
lOepoint^ 

r-  *I  wanted  to  go  through  Well-Olose." 
f^  "YeU,  Tm  agreeable;  Yot's  to  inder  us  going  to  the 
that  vayf    In  Cm^  ifs  rather  nearer  than  any 


^^  which  Mr.  Samuel  Sejeter  returned  a  locomotive 
jimak,''  by  recommencing  his  onward  progress  by  the  side 
mkk  oompanion.  But»  in  order  to  reach  Well-Glose, 
lltf  had  to  go  through  the  Market,  then  one  of  the  hand- 
■MSt  pubUe  buildings  in  Twaddleton.  Spriggs  looked 
pttto  the  right,  and  to  the  left,  for  his  ftmiliar  Mends, 
pmmgki dama§de  la  Salle,  md  the  Floras,  andPomonas 
if  tte  vegetabb  mackei  Not  so,  Mr.  Sejeter,  who  walked 
ftnugfa,  silent  and  stately,  as  befitted  a  man  of  his  serious 
indamations ;  tOl,  on  passing  out,  at  the  other  side,  he 
ihpped  at  tiie  last  butcher^s  stall,  and  bargained  for  some 
||mb  of  partieulaily  blue,  and  fly-blown  looking  scraps 
pf  SMt  and  liver,  with  which  he  had  a  passage  of  arms — 
lii  diws  wooden  skewers^  before  he  succeeded  in  running 


elegance,  or  refinement ;  bat  with  the  not 

a  man,  who,  having  provided  for  cats  anc 
to  walk  with  liis  head  erect,  as  if  biddi 
donkeys,  and  Dick  Martin. 

"  Veil  I'm  bloVd !  hat  hall  ewents,  hif  I 
meat  is,  but  I'm  bloVd  hif  I  knows  what  t/u 
the  Methodies  have  got  hinto  a  new  vay,  I 
mortifying  the  flesh,  they  takes  and  buys  i 
fied,"  said  Spriggs. 

"The  merciful  man  is  merciful  to  his  het 
Mr.  Sejetcr,  looking  down  upon  himself  v 
placency. 

"  Hat  hall  ewents,  the  beast  haint  mercif 
to  keep  sich  carrion  as  that  hunder  is  nose 
day.    So  my  politics  his  haltered,  and  1*11  ju 
if  you  please." 

As  Spriggs  did  so,  a  handsome,  bad  counU 
vagabond  passed  them,  his  fustian-jacket 
neck  by  the  two  sleeves,  his  arms  folded,  ai 
of  red  Marls  about  his  corduroy  trousers.    (J 
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*  I  ope  you  don't  mean  to  call  that  feller  von  of  the 
Brediren  ?"  said  Spriggs.  "  Vhy  man  alive  !  he  is  vone 
of  thewery  wust  keracters  hon  the  course  hat  Newmarket, 
hand  I  seed  him  vith  my  hown  eyes,  hand  so  did  a  lot. 
inore  hon  hus,  tookt  hup  for  picking  a  gemlin's  pocket  hon 
Tower-hin  the  wery  morning  hof  Bob  Bumpus's  wedding/' 

"  I  know  it ;  he  was  indeed  a  vessel  of  wrath,  but  I 
hope  soon  to  see  him  a  vessel  of  grace.  It  was  on  board 
the  Hulk,  at  Deptford,  I  first  fell  in  with  that  lost  sheep, 
and  endeavoured  to  poiu*  into  him  the  consolations  of  the 
spirit.'* 

**  Har !  veil,  honless  you  poured  the  spirit  hout  of  a 
gin-bottle,  I  don't  think  such  a  cove  as  that  vould  find 
much  consolation  in  your  style  of  talk.  Take  my  hadvice, 
Sammy  Sejeter,  and  leave  they  sort  of  cattle  to  Jail- 
Chaplains  ;  they  is  the  fittest  for  clipping  the  vings  hof 
jail-birds.  But,  depend  hon  it,  you  von't  do  them  no 
good,  and  to  be  seen  within  a  mile  of  such  fellers,  may  do 
you  a  precious  sight  of  arm." 

"  Not  so,  Thomas  Spriggs,"  drawled  Mr.  Sejeter,  "  the 
pitch  which  defileth,  is  that  in  which  we  participate — not 
that  which  wc  endeavour  to  remove  from  our  neighbour. 
To  publicans  and  sinners,  yea,  even  imto  them,  do  I 
endeavour  to  say  a  word  in  season." 

"Whew  !"  whistled  Spriggs.  **  'Hevil  communications 
corrups  good  manners,*  has  my  copy-book  used  to  say, 
ven  I  used  to  go  to  the  Naitional  Skule.  But  I  beg  yer 
pardon,  Sam  Sejeter,  for  hinting  hon  sich  a  thing  has  hif 
you  had  good  mannervS,  for  I  never  meant  nothink  of  the 
sort  But  all  I  do  mean  to  say  his,  lias  hevil  communica- 
tions never  does  nobody  no  good,  that  you  may  take  your 
Davey  hof" 

With  this  compliment^  truism,  and  apology,  chemically 

Vol.  n.  -s 


ago,  and  sold ;  and  its  place  was  now  sqipl 

of  cord  passed  tlirougli  two  holes^  left  by  1 
the  iron-screws  that  had  attached  the  knocl 
cord,  a  smooth,  heavy,  oval  stone,  with  a 
through  it^  was  appended ;  so  that  it  present 
the  appearance  of  an  oflScer  s  gorget — ^with 
left  out  Mrs.  Fowkes's  abode,  though  t 
door,  was  less  pretentious  ;  having  merely  a 
cottage-door,  divided  in  the  centre,  and  o] 
latch,  so  that- the  lower  half  formed  a  sort  o1 
over  which  she  could  lean  on  summer  eveni 
the  air ;  when  she  preferred  the  dolce  far 
stirring  from  home  in  quest  of  that  inexpens 
Mr.  Sejeter  now  stopped,  and  lifting  up  tl 
one  ponderous  thump  with  it,  upon  the 
which  had  once  been  painted  black,  but  the 
which,  had  long  departed,  and  left  the  wood 
and  weather-beaten — ^with  little  incipient  eruj 
and  red  iron-mould  coloured  looking  moss — I 
The  noise  returned  by  the  stone  against  1 
knob  of  the  former  knocker,  was  loud,  shrill. 


iitilli  witft  cfceciy  iwmd  of  dwydi-beai  hand  tU 

W«  flMter  aaked  the  oU  man's  thim   fteUa 

fttoA  Ana   WflMlnr.  a  friend  in  the  Lordr^ 
1:  Ife  fhjidkat ;  appioaohing  the   oigan  thiougli 
(jUa  noa^  to  the  k^ok  on  the  ontsida 
II  t{^l  i^k— afriandindeedl — ugh!  ngjil 
r  iribal  Ita  naanflL    Than  you  irant  aomethmg} 
High  I  tiba  tinaa  an   haid--irtfry  hard ! .  I  have 
f'-^^^ }  «|^  (--4mt  a  dainty  ahit  of  a  sister,  who 
t  Wnsas,  and  rainad  me  in  aheep's  heads  and  smaU 
no  yeaxs  ccmie  Jnne ;  TTe  nothing  for  you,  go 
)»  amqp-^ii^  I  n|^ !  ngh  r 
lead;  nud  Windsor,  yon  err,  as  the  nniegenerated 
prone  to  do ;  I  want  nothing  from  you,  nor  from 
Itti ;    my   wants,    temporal    and    spiritual,    are 
i«d  onto— I  am  Samuel  Sejeter,   from  London, 
la  with  yon  this  morning — Samuel  Sejeter,  Martha 
bfeman — and  with  me  is  Thomas  Spriggs,  Gaptain 
gtan's  groom,  and  he  want's  nothing,  either.    In 
Mme  not  to  g^  but  to  give,  Paul  Windsor ;  for 
haife  ottf  weaknesses,  and  mine,  I  confess  it^  is 
ilimalsL    And,  as  we  came  through  the  market, 
scraps  of  meat  (such   as  poor   housewives  who 
hS  waste  of  food,  buy  for  their  dogs  and  cats)  I 
At  me  of  your  cat,  Paul  Windsor — ^poor  *  Scratch,' 
iMr  foatboed  neighbour — 'Stump/  Mrs  Fowkes's 
And  I  iaid,  if  a  tree  is  known  by  its  fruits,  so  is 
[ly  Us  acts ;  Mid  I  will  e'en  give  the  poor  things 
lieftae  1  retom  to  the  great  Babylon  fix)m  whence 

a  Scgeter !  Thomas  Spri^ !  meat  for  '  Scratch !' 

T  2 


them.    Bat  I  know  what's  best  for  them, 

and  cats,  never  do  for  themselves ;  but,  bi 
old  man,  actually  smackin<^  bis  skinny  lips, 
gloatingly  at  the  disgusting  trophies  of  1: 
which  Mr.  Sejeter  held  out  before  him  on  the 
but;  isn't  there  something  in  the  Bible  ab< 
children's  bread  to  the  dogs  ?" 

"  Hall  right,  Mr.  Vindsor,"  put  in  Spri 
there  haint  a  word  in  the  Bible,  from  one  h* 
agin  giving  tainted  meat  to  cats,  hand  tl 
Sejeter  s  a-doing.  Ere  !  Scratch !  ScraU 
for  goodness  sake  come  !  for  the  sooner  as  j 
dainty  dish  the  l)etter,  for  the  less  chance 
its  breeding  a  pestilence." 

And  the  poor  skeleton  black  cat,  with  i 
arched,  and  its  wretched  ribs  nearly  in  a  stal 
lost  no  time  in  running,  or  rather  in  stal 
with  a  piteous  sort  of  Me-ow  !  to  accept  1 
invitation. 

*'  Stop !  stop ! "  cried  Paul  Windsor,  seizing 
morseL     "  Not  all  that ;  not  all  that !     I' 
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"Mrs.FowkesI  Mrs.  Fowkes!  jist  tell  Stump  to  fly 
this  vay,  vill  yer  ?  for  ere*s  another  serious  gent  arrived 
at  Twaddleton, — ^Mr.  Samuel. Sejeter — come  to  return  the 
ciwUities  hand  oq)italities,  has  Elijah  received  long  ago  from 
Stamp's  haxicesstoTS,  ven  they  seed  more  dinner  company 
than  they  does  hat  present." 

So  summoned,  Paul  Windsor's  witch-like,  and  in  his 
opinion,  wantonly  extravagant  neighbour  (for  she  denied 
heradf  n&iiheT  food,  fire,  clothes,  nor  indeed,  if  the  scanda- 
loos  chronicle  was  to  be  believed,  spirituous  consolation) 
nevertheless,  in  her  constant  endeavours  to  make  both  ends 
meet^  she  had  nearly  succeeded  in  making  her  nose  and 
chin  do  so. 

"  Eh,  eh .?  What  do  ee  say,  Mester  Spriggs  ?"  cried  the 
old  woman,  hobbling  to  her  door,  while  Stump  flew  on 
her  shoulders,  flapping  his  wings,  and  making  a  terrible 
cawing. 

"  Hafter  you,  Sir,'*  said  Spriggs,  taking  00*1118  hat  to  the 
clamorous  bird,  while  Mr.  Sejeter  stepped  forward,  and, 
with  his  most  dulcet  nasalities,  presented  it  with  his 
amiable  gift,  which  Stimip  seized  ;  and,  after  flying  back 
into  the  kitchen  with  it,  and  regaling  on  a  portion  of  it, 
he  went  and  buried  the  remainder  in  a  comer,  and  then 
careering  round  in  several  circles,  and  flapping  his  wings 
violently,  he  began  screaming  out, — 

"  I  know  where  there's  more !  I  know  where  there's  more  !'* 
**  More  what,  my  man  ? "  inquired  Mr.  Sejeter,  in  his 
most  insinuating  tone,  putting  his  head  in  over  Mrs. 
Powkes's  gate,  and  darting  his  little  sharp  ferret-like 
eyes,  round  the  room,  into  every  comer, — '^  more  what, 
Stump,  eh  V 

But  the  bird's  only  answer  was  to  describe  new  circles, 
flap  its  wings  more  violently  than  before,  and  repeat  in  a 
shriller  kqr, — 
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''  I  kneyw  where  there's  more !  I  kndw  where  tbere's 
more ! " 

"  Hanld  ee  tongue,  goose! "  cried  Mrs.  Fowkes,  atmixig 
a  pantomimic  blow  at  her  fevoorite,  with  a  hooked,  ash 
stick,  that  she  always  carried,  for  liie  treble  putpose  of 
aiding  her  perambulations,  clearing  Well-Close  of  llie 
swarm  of  boys  who  frequently  evinced  their  gambling  pro- 
pensities— as  far  as  marbles  and  p^-topwent — ^before  her 
door,  accompanied  by  the  still  more  dissolute  proceeding 
of  wishing  "  they  had  only  her,  and  old  Windsctt^s  money- 
bags to  play  for;  and  wouldn*t  they  pitch  into  the  maxbles^ 
and  make  both  tops  and  money  spin ! "  and  also  for  hook- 
ing down  the  large  pictorial  Bible  off  of  the  walnut-tree 
bureau,  of  which  her  nephew,  Jeremiah,  had  made  mention, 
on  tlie  first  day  of  his  introduction  to  the  reader  at  **  Thb 
Boar's  Head." 

"  Hauld  ee  tongue,  I  tell  ee,"  reiterated  the  old  woman, 
"you  knows  where  there's  more,  indeed!  more  what? 
more  trouble,  more  bad  debts,  more  impaid  rents,  eh? 
I  don't  want  no  more  of  they,  or  else  you*tt  have  to  go 
back  to  Momington  woods.  Stump,  and  get  your  own 
living  how  you  can  ;  for  I  shan't  have  no  money  to  keep 
even  a  raven  with." 

"I  know  where  there's  more!  I  know  where  there's 
more  !"  re-screamed  the  bird. 

"  Drat  you,  be  quiet  do,  or  I'll  split  ee  tongue  over  again 
for  ee,  I  will  I"  cried  his  now  really  irate  patroness. 

"Pretty  creetur!"  soothed  Mr.  Sejeter,  "how  in- 
telligent!" 

*'  Har — hain't  he  V*  added  Spriggs,  with  a  wink  "  He's 
a  halluding  to  the  barons  of  beef,  collared  eads,  and  goose- 
pies,  hin  your  larder,  Mrs.  Fowkes,  vith  vhich  you  fat- 
tened up  your  nevey,  Jerry,  till  he  wery  nearly  busted, 
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egottoLandoii,  (he  toUme  ao  luflNlQ  bonly  1m 
[  hat  a  cooper's  and  got  bonnd  vith  iron  oops^ 
|»  Urn  togedier  like,  till  aich  time  has  lie  got  to 
IB^  hand  then  Ida  fiiends  hadwised  him,  has  yon 
la  aich  a  ahow  onhim,  a-fbeding  hon  him  hnp  hin 
;  to  make  a  Axom  hon  hisself,  hand  go  abont  the 
to  Unra.  But  Iswr,  there  wam't  a  ^ran  has  they 
pn^ge  Um  into^  not  heren  von  has  had  contained 
Bfhnta  hand  a  fainfiyit  potimns.  So,  has  there 
bopenSng  for  cerlebrily,  he  thort  as  he'd  tend  to  his 
■nd  80  became  vaiter  at  the  Boar's  Ead,  Heast- 
fen^  Uhrays  a  mnning  arter  bother  people's  din- 
Bod  aving  no  time  to  heat  his  hown,  as  redoooed 
"file  aiae  of  hordinary  hindewidnals,  as  hasn't  no 
liamits  to  stnff  'em." 

yon  see'd  that  graceless  ne'er-do-well  in  Lunnon, 
*  inqtured  his  relative,  r^ardless  of  Mr.  Spriggs' 
cpertiflage. 

id ;  hand»  hon  the  contraiiy,  he's  a  doing  honkim- 
0.  Leastways,  has  yell  has  can  be  hexpected, 
(Bt  lie's  sa&ly  deliyered  from  your  stall-feeding, 
iwkes." 

,  and  I  dare  say  he'll  never  have  the  honesty  to 
B  a  penny  of  his  wages,  after  all  the  expense  Fve 
for  years  for  his  keep,  clothes,  and  eddicatioa" 
t  knowing,  can't  say,"  said  Spriggs ;  "  but  my  hap- 
bells  me  hit  his  one  o'clock,  hand  that's  a  time- 
has  his  never  bout  hof  herder.  So,  leaving  you 
inire  Windsor  to  your  more  sumpshus  &re,  I  shall 
HI  to  the  Manor,  hand  partake  hof  sich  wittles  has 
1  enough  for  servants.  Good  morning  to  you,  Mra 
;  good  day,  Mr.  Vindsor,  hand  may  your  happe- 
iqaal  your  dinner,  vich  his  the  best  vish  has 
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can  vish  you,  seeing  that  it  never  does  to  ave  the  1 
greater  than  the  latter." 

"  The  Lord  have  you  in  His  holy  keq)iiig,  and  m 
who  sends  mouths  send  meat !"  snivelled  Mr.  £ 
accompanying  his  valediction  with  a  wave  of  his  ha 

"  Ugh,"  grunted  Paul  Windsor,  as  he  slammed 
hall-door,  for  though  that  most  petrifying  and  corro 
all  things,  a  miser,  he  was  not  a  fool,  and  therefin 
ferred  Mr.  Sejeter*s  carrion  to  his  cant,  as  being,  (i 
sant  as  the  former  was,)  the  least  offensive 
two, 

'*  Now,  hif  you're  a  baiting  a  trap  for  a  l^acy  vi 
ere  catsmeat,  I  bet  you  the  Cappen's  blood  mar 
Methody  as  you  don't  git  it,"  observed  Spriggs 
Sejeter,  slouching  his  hat  very  much  over  his  eji 
scratching  the  back  of  his  head,  as  they  turned  out  ol 
Close  into  the  Common  at  the  back  of  it,  whic 
a  short  cut  to  the  Manor. 

"  Alack !  Thomas  Spriggs,  the  carnal  man  sees  aU 
with  a  carnal  eye.  Can  I  not  minister  to  the  hungi 
cat,  and  a  crow,  without  being  suspected  of  laying 
for  the  Mammon  of  unrighteousness?  What  ii 
Windsor's  filthy  lucre  to  me,  whose  treasure  is  1 
*  where  moth  cannot  comipt,  nor  thieves  break  : 
steal?" 

"  Har,  tlien  there  you  ave  decidedly  the  hadv 
hover  Paul  Windsor ;  same  time  heven  hif  robben 
as  highwaymen  his  gone  hout  hof  fasliion)  could  git 
igh.  Hi  don't  know  has  they  d  be  much  the  rksl 
you  much  the  poorer,  Sammy  Sejeter,  hif  so  be  hu 
vas  to  clear  hout  hall  the  treasure  as  you've  got  Iii 
in  your  celestial  premises." 

And  Spriggs  measured  his  companion  from  Im 
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foot,  out  of  the  corner  of  his  eye.  But  Mr.  Sejeter  merely 
groaned,  and  interlacing  his  fingers  while  his  two  thumbs 
met,  forming  a  sort  of  digital  letter  V,  said — 

"It is  not  for  me  to  bandy  blasphemies  with  you^ 
Thomas  Spriggs." 

"  Hin  course  not^''  retorted  the  other,  "  for,  though  you 
hare  rayther  bandy-legged,  yet  has  you  should  halways 
put  your  best  leg  foremost,  you'd  honly  put  your  foot  in 
ift^  if  you  come  to  hargufying  vith  me,  hon  them  pintSy 
Hi  can^tell  yer,  'cause  I  goes  by  the  book  hitself,  hand 
don't  care  a  pinch  hof  chaff,  hor  a  split-straw,  for  hall  them 
yams  as  you  Methodies  takes  hand  twists  hout  hof  it ;  Hi 
judges  Christians  same  has  I  does  osses,  more  by  their 
haction  than  by  their  mouth.  I  don't  vont  to  ear  vot 
men  say.  No,  nor  vot  they  writes  neither,  for  hevery  one 
is  a-spiling  reams  of  good  paper  now-a-days,  hin  the  fine 
sentiment  line  ;  but  you  jist  tell  me  vot  a  man  hor  woman 
doesy  ow  they  haves  their  selves  to  their  fellow-creturs ; 
hand  Hi'll  soon  tell  yer  vether  the  hinside  passengers  his 
hall  right,  hand  vether  hit's  honly  han  hexcursion-ticket 
they've  got,  or  one  right  through  to  the  hend  of  the 
journey.  But  ere  we  hai'e,  hat  the  Manor,  servants' 
dinner-bell  a  ringing,  hand  dinner  his  like  death,  hit 
makes  hus  hall  hequal,  by  bringing  hon  hus  hall  to  the 
same  pijd.  Eeligion,  politics,  rich,  poor,  you  never  finds 
no  fuss  hat  feeding  time,  honly  that  heven  there,  there  his 
a  difference  hin  the  hanimals  themselves,  for  there,  has 
helse  vere,  some  can  swaller  hany  think,  hand  bothers 
is  more  particlar,  hand  likes  to  know  vot  it  his  they  are 
hexpected  to  swaller,  hand  be  thankful  for." 

And  so  saying,  Spriggs  pushed  open  a  low,  heavy, 
gothic  door,  studded .  with  diamond-headed  nails,  and 
op^iing  into  a  high-walled  court  at  the  back  of  Morning- 


the  lattice  in  the  lady's  room,  Hie  dimiflp- 

laid  in  that  qnadrangle  of  the  enormous 
being  more  comfortable,  than  any  of  the  oti 
having  been  more  generally  inhabited. 

Mt&  Basket^  with  her  nsnal  dignity,  had 
place  at  the  head  of  the  table,  saying  | 
excellent  sirloin  of  bee^  with  its  attendi 
Yorkshire  pndding,  an  Irish  stew,  so  savor 
even  the  assistance  of  the  parricidal  sam 
might  have  eaten  one's  grand  pire,  a  pige 
nppcr  crust  that  would  hare  delighted  eve 
and  vegetables,  d  discretion.  Nearly  all  th 
there ;  Brown  the  coachman ;  Saul  the  ( 
Peter,  and  Abner,  the  two  semi-serious  fi 
they  could  be  called,  seeing  that  powder  1 
to  pomatum,  and  plush  to  the  hardest  an< 
velvet ;  Fanny  and  Fhcebe,  the  two  silly,  ai 
serious,  housemaids ;  Patty,  Mrs.  Dehnai^s  p 
unartistic  dairy-maid,  who  had  for  an  add] 
exacted  a  blush  on  her  black  nlhouette  done 


•  VM  fthsA  to  1m^  mind  the  Immmb,  not  to  wait 
dlijk  iran^"  In  Axai,  the  obHj  d^kolton  from 
feiUe  bond  irara  the  Janndry-mtid,  and  Dorcas, 
nipgl(m*a  tpmal  mmffrt  douimsTy  neithor  the 
)  of  whoee  bosea^  mir  the  ehimiic  oraeltiea  ef 
eoaU  obtain  for  her  a  diapeiiaation 
in  the  wfldemesa,*'  and  being  a  coat- 
lad,  eownum^plaee  sort  of  woman,  strange  to 
peer  tjmtuic  aetnally  prefened  servants'  five  to 
bod,*  and  would  now  ^bdly  ha;?e  exchanged  hsr 
be  dank,  waqia-nestod  grass  of  the  wilderness^  for 
al  one  a*  tiie  dinnei>table  in  the  oomfiyrtable 
b  tbe  manoir. 

^gs  and  Mr.  Scjeter  entered,  the  fbrmer,  making 
uptn  toOetv  and  hastily  adjusting  his  hair,  irid  a 
mb,  and  tiie  latter,  fiiyourably  acted  npon  by 
1  atmosphere  of  the  place,  and  the  savory  smdl 
lads,  Telazing  into  something  like  a  natmul  and 
ipression  of  comitenance,  Mra  Basket  held  tlie 
nafe  suspended  over  the  sirloin,  like  the  sword  of 
^  though  not  exactly  by  a  single  hair,  and,  throw- 
If  bade  in  her  chair  exclaimed — 
heart,  Sam  Sgeter,  is  that  yon?  How  is  Mrs. 
1  Imw  is  Baby,  and  Polly,  and  Smudge,  and  all 
f  f  Phoebe,  my  dear,  be  so  good  as  to  sit  a  little 
am,  and  make  room  for  Sam  Sejeter  near  me,  for 
)  hear  all  his  London  newa" 
i  obeyed,  and  Mr.  Sejeter  showed  no  i^mptoms 
A,  but  quietly  dropped  himself  into  the  proffered 
9  a  plummet,  and  bending  forward,  as  if  about 
A  sirloin,  groaned  out — "For  these,  and  all  other 
nthily  and  vilely  undeserving  as  we  are  of  t)iem, 
make  us  truly  thankful !" 
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"Hallo,  Sammy/'  cried  Spriggs,  winking  roim 
table,  as  he  forcibly,  but  gently,  pushed  Fanny  Co 
second  housemaid,  lower. down,  and  coolly  inductee 
self  into  her  place,  next  to  Miss  Patty  CSarew,  ** 
Sammy,  my  man,  as  fur  as  'filth'  hand  'wUenem, 
sich  like  his  consamed,  I'll  trouble  you  to  speak  foi 
self,  hand  let  the  ladies,  han(l  gents,  present  speak  &i 
selves,  for  I  begs  leave  to  say,  has  there  hainti 
things  at  Momington  Manor,  hor,  hif  there  his,  hat 
presents/  as  the  lieyers  say,  blessed,  hif  they  haii 
has  himported  by  you  from  Tower-hilL*' 

The  kitchen  and  scuUery-maids,  Anne  Tone,  anc 
Melhuish,  who  were  standing  by  the  fire,  acti 
guardian  angels  to  the  rice-pudding  in  the  ove 
the  apple-dimiplings  still  boiling  on  the  fire,  had  g 
from  ear  to  ear,  at  Spriggs's  advent,  for,  whal 
Alvanley,  Sidney  Smith,  and  Luttrell  were  to  dull  I 
dinners,  in  their  day,  (since  every  wit,  like  every  oth 
provided  he  is  only  a  lucky  dog,  h<is  his  day),  5 
was  to  the  serious,  moral  fog,  at  Momington  Ma 
once  the  vivifying  sunshine,  and  sparkling  chani 
consequently,  a  great  fluttering  of  cap-ribbons,  andn 
of  petticoats,  was  there,  always  on  his  arrival ;  an* 
at  his  fiist  shot,  his  charge  to  Mr.  Sejeter,  not  m 
kitchen  and  scuUery-maid,  but  the  whole  table  m 
roar. 

**  Miss  Carew,"  said  Spriggs,  as  soon  as  the  lau( 
subsided,  while  Mr.  Sejeter,  disdaining  the  paltrinesfl 
crimination,  gulped  down  his  ire  with  his  beef  and  pa 
''Miss  Carew,  vile  I  admires  your  good  sense,  ( 
nothink  hof  bother  small  matters),  my  curosUy  his 
ted,  so  may  I  make  bold  to  hask  how  liit  comes  hi 
harenot  a-doingyour  shiverings  down  hat  the  ViUa 
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« Why,  ni  tell  you  how  it  is,  Spriggs,"  said  Basket^ 
answering  for  her,  '*  she  preferred  a  sham  headache,  to 
a  real  rheumatiz,  and  I,  for  one,  don't  blame  her." 

"  Headaches,'*  said  Spriggs,  taking  off  Sam  Sejeter  in 
sach  photographic  style,  as  he  twirled  his  thumbs,  and 
tamed  up  his  eyes,  that  the  table  re-roared,  all  but  the 
original  of  the  portrait,  *'  headaches,  vether  sham,  or  real, 
his  nothink ;  hit  his  ven  the  baching  gits  hinto  the  ^eart, 
hand  can't  be  got  bout  hof  it,  has  the  dishorder  becomes 
witaL" 

And  here  he  groaned,  with  a  vigour  that  might  have 
been  mistaken  for  the  united  Jeremiads  of  the  whole 
"Atat." 

"Come,  I  declare,  Spriggs,  you  are  too  bad,"  said 
Basket,  her  portly  bust  shaking  with  laughter,  like  a 
shape  of  her  own  jelly,  or  rather  blanc-mange,  for  she 
was  a  comely  woman  was  Rhoda  Basket,  with  a  goodly 
modicum  of  well-blent  red  and  white,  like  a  full-blown 
bien  panache  York  and  Lancaster  rose. 

"  Amen,"  responded  Spriggs,  making  a  second  descent 
on  the  pigeon-pie;  "to  my  mind,  and  for  my  money, 
hanythink  is  better,  Mrs.  Basket,  than  being  too  good." 

And  here  he  flung  another  look  at  Sejeter  that  again 
considerably  endangered  the  gravity,  if  not  the  gravitation, 
of  the  table,  which,  however,  Basket,  with  a  woman's  feel- 
ing and  a  woman's  tact,  (which  is  only  feeling  in  action,) 
repressed  by  a  counter-look,  and  then  prevented  all  farther 
kinnishes  on  the  part  of  Spriggs,  by  engrossing  the  con- 
ersation  in  the  form  of  cross-questions  to  Mr.  Sejeter 
bout  Martha  Ray,  her  sous,  her  business.  Ruby,  and  all 

98  belonging  to  her,  till,  towards  the  end  of  dinner, 

idding-time,   in   fact,   wlien   Spriggs   was   observed  to 

dsper  with  Jenkins,  and,  indeed,  as  the  two  housemaidB 
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thought,  (whose  eyes  were  sharper  than  the  rest  fin 
«pecidiiit^i]igyiiuiasticsj  to  slip  something  into  hii 
for  the  lout  grinned  firom  ear  to  ear,  wagged  Ua  hei 
his  tongue  ui  his  cheek,  and  muttered  ^'eea.'' 

Shortly  after,  Spriggs,  devating  his  beer^^ass  i 
Brindiai  style,  said,  looking  full  at  Mr.  Sejeter  aon 
table,  **  Sammy,  my  boy,  I  looks  towards  yon,"  am 
turning  sharp  round,  added,  "  Jenkins,  fill  Mr*  S( 
glass,  and  minditispike  the  huffliotions  hof  the  rig| 
hof  which  he  is  the  chie^ — full  to  hoyerflowing.'' 

''  Ee2,"  again  responded  Jenkins,  and  forthwith  vq 
with  the  large  japanned  beer-can  behind  Mr.  Sqjc 
holding  it  high  in  mid  air,  with  a  sort  of  Gkmymedi 
done  in  dodpole,  poured  accidentally  on  purpose^  a 
portion  Of  the  contents,  over  that  pious  individual'! 
and  down  his  back,  vid  his  neckcloth  and  shirt 

"  Qood  Lord,  deliver  us ! "  exclaimed  that  n 
starting  to  his  feet,  and  rushing  from  the  table. 

''  Oigh,  ax  ee  pardon.  Oigh  did  not  mean  to  soi 
It  was  all  along  of  the  can  a  being  so  full,  and  you 
I  suppose,  so  empty,  as  it  reared  up  and  Idoked  <m 
traces  loike.  All  a  accidense  any  how.  I  hnm^j 
your  pardon,  aur." 

''  dome,  never  mind,  Sejeter,"  put  in  the  traitor,  Bf 
"itB  honly  the  hover  ospitality  of  Momington  1 
You  knows,  Sammy  Sejeter,  has  hall  flesh  his 
(leastways,  sooner  or  later,  hafter  hits  hey-day,)  80f« 
hall,  sooner  hor  later,  go  to  hour  biers,  and  to  save  ji 
trouble  the  beer  thort  has  hit  vould  go  to  you,  hoi 
my  badvice,  make  the  beer  matter  heven.  Yot  Js 
have  a  bin  hand  done  for  vot  you  calls  your  houtnod 
you  take  and  do  for  your  binner  man,  hand  thea 
immt  be  no  hodds,  but  hall  vone  hunifomiy  moiateno^ 

day,  hinaidQ  bmd  bout," 


0B»  ▲  rasaoif  OP  cossBQiniicB.  SST 

*'  Thomas  Spriggs,''  responded  the  meek  and  foxgiyiiig 
8qetar;  le-seatixig  hiiuBel^  «iid  putting  the  now-foaming 
I^MB,  whieh  Jenkins  had  rqpkniahed,  to  his  lipe^  ''  I  bear 
no  maliee^  and  ao  pledge  you  in  a  loving  cup." 

^Har,  that's  a  deal  better, — ^leastways,  more  j(dly, — ^nor 
taking  the  pledge/'  said  Spriggs,  accompanying  the 
awqilion  with  another  circular  wink,  which  included  all 
present^  without  taking  in  any  one.  And  the  rice-pud- 
di«|t  and  the  apple  dumplings,  having  by  this  time  not 
only  been  discussed  but  removed,  Spriggs  turned  to 
Qeoffiray  Saul»  the  butler,  and  said — 

"  *  Saul !  Saul !  vy  persecutest  thou  me  V  Vere  is  the 
pcHTt?  Vere  his  the  biscuits  ?  Vere  his  thenuts  ?  Vere, 
hin  aborts  his  hall  has  makes  life  endoorable  arter  dinneri 
hand  renders  [it  opeful  afore?  Hegh,  QeofiOrey  Saul, 
vere?" 

''Well,  well,  Spriggs.  Nothing,  for  nothing,  in  this 
world.  Tou  give  us  a  song,  and  I'll  produce  the  vnne  and 
deasert" 

''  Weiy  good.  Ear,  ear,  ear  !  has  they  cries  out  hin 
the  Lords  and  Commons,  ven  some  noodle  says  summut 
baa  his  neither  '  ere  nor  there.'  But  hi  tell  yer  candidly, 
Master  Saul,  never  aving  been  hin  the  navy,  and  crossed 
a  aea  oss,  hi'm  not  vone  of  those  has  says  hany  port  hin  a 
storm.  Therefore,  afore  I  gits  hup  my  vind  for  a  song, 
there  his  two  conditions  to  be  hobserved — fast,  I  must  see 
aherxy,  has  veil  has  the  best  port,  hand  halso  hascertain  hif 
so  be  as  my  honourable  (ahem !)  friend,  Hester  Samuel 
Sigeter  there,  happroves  hof  sing-ging,  merry-making,  and 
sichlike?" 

Mr.  Sejeter,  who  was  in  a  considerable  state  of  beer,  if 
not  beatitude,  by  this  time,t  twirled  his  thumbs,  and 
drawled  out— 
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"  If  any  be  merry,  let  him  sing  psalma" 

"Yell,  I  don't  zacly  know  about  psalms.  Ym 
Sejeter,  they  haint,  haltogether,  hin  my  line.  Bntthi 
has  hi  shall  sing  being  about  a  broken-arted  lovier, 
got  a  groaning  chorus,  hin  yich  you  can  jine,  with  ] 
safety,  Sejeter." 

At  this,  Gfeoffi*ey  Saul,  vanished,  and  soon  retume 
a  basket,  containing  three  bottles  of  port,  and  th 
sherry.  No  more ;  for  he  had  a  scruple  of  com 
about  takmg  claret,  burgundy,  or  champagne ;  1 
thought  port,  and  sherry,  very  good  kitchen-wii 
indeed  they  are. 

On  the  evaporation  of  Saul,  Mrs.  Basket  gave  he 
to  Patty  Carew,  and  told  her  to  bring  some  almon 
raisins,  oranges,  brandicd  cherries,  dried  apricots,  am 
cakes,  from  the  store-room.  Here  Patty  whispered 
thing  to  which  Basket  returned  the  following  a 
reply : — 

"  Creme  de  any  ass,*  indeed.  Well,  I  never  !  Q 
is  not  in  a  general  way  allowed  such  things.  Ho" 
once  in  a  way,  and  in  the  hope  of  better  times^  on  lu 
of  this  morning's  noosCy  I  don't  mind  if  I  do.  You' 
it  on  the  left  hand  shelf  as  you  goes  in,  in  a  squats  t 
black  bottle,  between  the  box  of  red  guava  cheese,  an 
jar  of  tamarinds." 

And  Patty  tripped  away  with  the  keys,    and 
returned,  bearing  a  tray,  laden  with  the  before-ment 
fruits,  in  the  centre  of  which  like  the  Paruiche  I 
d Henri  Quatre,  in  the  battles  of  his  day,  figuret 
black,  Dutch-built  bottle,  as  a  rallying  point. 

*    Supposed,  by  a  great  linguist,  to  mean  that 
delicious  of  all  Martinique  liqueurs,  Creme  d^Anmm 
of  Fine-applefl4 


Ig  pheed  the  dessoit  on  the  taUe,  F^tty  reseated 
nd  flsd  mtfOomwAj  ditm  the  eofks  of  his  six 
biflos  to  tfae/Mfa^  theApkian  ''dick''  of  which 
tt  eoiM  as  pleanantty  tmd  "tiraiigiBgly  off"  on 
•mun  of  Mr.  Sijeter^s  ear,  as  the  kiss  did,  on  that 
DaaOmnaeh. 

,  Spriggfl^  if  you  please,''  said  Sanl,  placing  the 
I  battlo  mn^i  ''the  song  firsts  and  the  wine 

as  yon  lifca^  fnr  tl^  Hester  Saol ;  but  hif  so 
if  s  a  true  aayiog;  that  '  ven  the  Tine  is  bin,  the 
oat,'  the  song  yonld  be  a  deal  better  arter  the 
owaever,  haqrthink  in  my  small  yay,  has  I  can  do 
ceeable  to  the  company,  bi'm  sure  I  shall  be  most 
ind  i^py," 

[vringing  to  his  fi^et^  and  seizing  a  gridiron  that 
jpng  up  OTer  the  kitchen  mantel-piece,  Spriggs 
nself  into  an  ApoUine  attitude,  and,  looking  up 
fomington's  closed  lattice,  began  preluding  pan- 
ny,  upon  his  sable  lyre,  adding,  **  Youll  please  to 
choms,  ladies  and  jemlin,  jist  the  same,  as  if  you 
ng  on  your  repentance  hat  The  Atat/' 
irhich,  to  the  air  of  "  Oh,  no,  we  never  mention 
Bong,  in  a  most  lachrymose  voice,  with  a  bevy  of 
nymphs  gathered  round  him,  the  following  lyrical 
which  he  announced  was  called — 

MARY  HANN! 

Har  I  under  a  veeping  viller, 
I  sits  most  hall  my  days — 
Nights  likevise,  'cause  on  my  piller, 
I  can't  git  rest  no  vays. 
L  U 
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n. 

Though  I  vith  my  feelings  stmi^lefly 

Hall  hever  as  I  can; 
Still,  that  'ere  great  Sergeant  Noggles 

I  sees  with  Mary  Hann! 

Chorus. — Groan!  groan!  gro 

m. 

It  yos  at  Brook-green  Fair,  as  fust 

I  met  vith  Mary  Hann ; 
A  fire-halloon  ad  bin  hand  bust — 

Lawr!  ow  the  females  ran. 

IV. 
Some,  into  vhere  vild  beastesses. 
Hand  dwarfs,  yos  to  be  seen — 
Vith  yax-york  Turks,  and  priestesses. 
Prince  Halbert,  and  the  Queen. 

Chorus. — Groan, 

V. 

Vhile  bothers  thort  hit  better  fun 
To  see  the  calf  as  ad  tv>o  heads; 

'Cause  some  calyes  asen't  heyen  one — 
Thof  hall  as  got  sweet-breads. 

VI. 
But  bin  a  booth,  yhite,  blue,  hand  red. 

Before  a  lot  hof  carts; 
Coyered  with  goold,  yos  gingerbread 
Nuts,  usbans,  hand  sweethearts. 

Chorus — Groan, 

vn. 

Agin  this  booth,  leant  Mary  Hann ! 

A  trembling  hall  to  shiyers; 
For  she'd  mislaid  her  friend's  young  man. 

Whose  name  yos  Halfired  BiTersi 


Thb  ftiorit  dietos  cdM  BMiey  Long. 

Thoiigh  dio  TOB  weiy  ibort; 
TImfd  kt  go  HaUM  in  the  timmg. 

irieh  ttm^  Omj  Imdeiil  ort. 

Chonis. — Groan,  &c. 

DC 
S09  Mwi§{  two  flidi  jpratty  giiil8» 

Hdl]o8tliln»]iaidaloii»- 
I  stifipei  kqp  to  the  TOM  hm  cnrlsy  . 

Hie  talleit  hind  bait  grown. 

X. 
<  Hallow  MO,  IGaa— do  pray?*'  says  I, 

^  To  take  your  faiunberlMlier;"— 
'Lawrl  Bety'*  she  ybiiperBon  the8ly— 
'*  Yot  a  faimperent  Mer!'* 

Chonu. — Groan,  &c. 

XL 
'  Dear  Miafl>"  says  I,  "  yon  air  sewere 

In  that  ere  Irabaerwation; 
Hit  hain't  himperence  has  brought  me  here, 
Bat  aheer  hadmirationi 

xn. 

The  TOBden  of  the  fiur  to  see — 

Thehnrlybosltook: 
The  fidreat  hof  the  fiur  gou  be, 

Hor  I  am  moch  mistook. 

Chorus. — Groan.  M 

xm. 

Then  Mary  Hann !  she  smiled  hand  said, 
''  Betsey,  did  you  herer?*' 
Betsey,  she  jiat  tosa'd  her  bead, 
Hand|Mqrs»  «<Vei!  Ineyerl" 

u  8 
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XIV. 
The  08868  in  the  merry-gO'toimd 

Yob  jist  about  to  start; 
Think!  I,  ''That's  hit— I'll  stan  my  ground;" 
So,  pinting  to  my  art-^ 

Chorus. — Groan,  Ac. 

XV. 
I  says  to  Mary  Hann,  says  I^<- 
"Lawr!  ow  I  pitch  and  toss; 
JDo  take  a  round.  Miss — ^yoa  and  I-^ 
Upon  the  foremost  oss." 

XVI. 
So  hup  ye  jumped,  and  round  to  Tent, 

Has  merry  has  two  griggs; 
Vhile  Betsey  Long  came  arter,  pent 
In  Tone  of  them  there  gigs. 

Chorus. — Groan,  &c. 

xvn. 

Then  squeeging  Mary  Hann  the  yhile. 

Hall  round  about  her  vaist; 
The  osses  going  hiu  fiist-rate  stile, 

As  far  as  vind,  and  aste. 

xvni. 

Soon  arter  setting  hoff— my  heye! 
Jist  didn't  I  get  hon? 
'Tor  life,  I  says,  to  ride  hand  tie, 
His  Yot  I'm  bent  uphon." 

Chorus. — Groan,  &c 

XIX. 

But  vhen  at  last,  they  made  us  stop, 

The  gurls  vos  looking  pale; 
So  Mary  Hann,  hand  I,  ad  pop, 

Hand  Betsey,  she  ad  hale. 
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XX. 
^-^•nd  vhen  ve'd  seed  the  fair, 
AHiy  then  ve  tried  the  fowl; 
the  old  oi  they  gire  ve  there, 
Toe  tough  hes  hany  howL 

Ghoms.— Qroan,  Ac 

XXI. 
.  love  makes  hall  things  pleasant — 
^0  Mary  Hann  hand  I, 
^^tnrt  it  good  has  any  pheasant, 
^or  Christmas  week's  goose-pie. 

xxn. 

^cind  on  it,  ve  hall  three  did  sup, 

Has  jolly  has  prize  pigs; 
^and  Bet's  young  man,  at  length  tamed  up, 

Yith  happles,  nuts,  hand  figs. 

Chorus. — Groan,  Ac. 

xxni. 

*I^en  ome  ve  vent,  yith  pleasure  spent, 

TTin  the  hus  together; 
Hall  four  quite  appy,  hand  content. 
Sitting  close  has  leather. 

xxiv. 

Bar!  from  July  to  December, 

Ye  company  did  keep; 
Hand  yell  does  I  remember 

Them  kitchen  stairs  so  steep  I 

Chorus. — Groan,  ftc. 

XXY. 

F«r  hit  yos  there,  I  heer'd  strange  boots, 

Sand — ^I  ad  no  peace,  man —  I 
Till  by  his  ears,  and  yisker  roots. 

Hat  length  I  cau^t  a  pleeceman ! 


XXVIL 

Hin  fac,  bit  vos  not  to  be  stood — 
Hand  so,  I  did  not  stand  it ; 

But  buppM,  band  left  tbe  onse  fur  ( 
Has  they  might  hunderstand  it. 

xxvni. 

But  tbo'  I  vitb  my  feelings  struggle 
Hall  bever  bas  I  can; 

Vitb  tbat  ere  tall  Sergeant  Nuggles 
I  still  sees  ^lar}'  Hann  ! 

Cbonis 

This  ditty,  thanks  to  Spriggs's  histrioni 
dering  it  a  scena,  was  received  with  great 
applause,  by  all,  save  Mr.  Sejeter  and  thi 
maids.  The  former,  proved  an  exception, 
the  discomfort  exi)erieuced  between  the  Sc] 
bath,  and  the  Charybdis  of  his  anxiety 
justice  to  what  had  been  so  celebrated  1 
county,  hi  the  old  'Squire's  time,  to  wit 
Momington  Manor  ;  and  the  two  latter, 
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that  there  might  be  no  more  **  veeping  villers  "  for  that 
day,  or  he,  for  one,  should  be  too  much  mildewed,  to 
attend  the  meeting  at  "  The  White  Hart'' 

The  conversation  then  became  genial,  and  general ;  till 
Spriggs,  despatching  an  ocular  telegram  to  Basket  and 
Fkt(y,  after  Mr.  Sejeter's  speech  had  become  very  thick 
and  inarticulate, — got  up,  and  placed  a  whole  bottle  of  the 
£Eur-fiEaned  Burgundy  Port  beside  him,  saying  that  "  Hif 
Hengland  hezpected  hevry  man  to  do  his  dooty,  Madam 
Momington  hexpected  heviy  Methody  to  do  his  drinking; 
hand,  therefore,  he  begged  to  purpose  the  'ealth  of  the 
great  Benjamin,  Makesure,  Bunyan !  hand  may  he  vin 
hall  'arts,  hand  lead  captivity,  captive,  hat  Momington 
Manor!" 

"  With  all  my  heart !  Fll  drink  that  toast,  Spriggs," 
said  Basket 

"And  I,  too,*'  said  Miss  Carew. 

Both  of  them  accompanying  the  declaration,  by  thump- 
ing on  the  table  with  the  handle  of  a  knife,  in  a  manner 
not  only  unfeminine,  but  that  went  to  the  very  ne  phis 
uUfXL  of  being  even  more  like  weak-minded  men,  than 
strong-minded  women. 

On  the  other  hand,  Mr.  Sejeter  did  not  say  much  ;  he 
could  not,  but  he  seemed  to  consider  the  black  bottle 
before  him,  as  a  mere  alias  of  "The  Pierian  Spring ;"  of 
which,  in  self-defence,  he  was  bound  to  "  drink  deeply," 
from  a  conscientious  conviction,  that  "a little''  knowledge 
of  its  contents,  was  "  a  dangerous  thing." 

The  consequence  was,  that  the  last  bumper  his  tremb- 
ling hand  endeavoured  to  convey  to  his  mouth,  slipped, 
and  broke  against  his  chin ;  while  he  himself,  fell  from 
his  chair. 

**  That 8  your  sort !"  said  Spriggs,  as  he,  and  Saul,  the 
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butler,  rose  simultaneously  to  go  to  his  aanfltttntia 
"  That's  your  sort !  that's  the  vay  has  hall  ireflsd^ 
vhether  of  wrath,  hor  hotherwise,  his  christened  ?-^bf 
dashing  a  bottle  of  vine  agin  their  figure-head.  Bo 
here's  *  The  brig  Hypocrite,  of  London/  and  no  mistttker 

"  Dear  heart !  undo  his  cravat,  Spriggs,  or  hell  choke,^ 
said  Basket,  in  great  trepidation;  "you  shonldil't  havd 
plied  him  so  with  drink,  Spriggs — a  pretty  job  if  lie  dies 
on  our  hands ! " 

**  I  didn't  ply  him,  I  honly  supplied  him  ;  hand  I  deQr 
hany  one,  heven  hissel^  to  have  made  a  beast  hon  him, 
'cause  as  how,  he  vos  ready-made,"  retorted  Sprigga 

"  Well  !*'  said  Gfeoflf^ey  Saul,  brushing  a  tear  from  tk 
comer  of  his  eye,  and  looking  down  with  a  sort  of 
maudlin  tenderness,  on  the  disgusting  object  before  him. 
"  It  seems  nat'rel,  too  !  and  like  old  times ;  for  since 
the  poor  squire's  death,  this  is  the  first  I've  seen  under 
the  table — ah  !  there  was  some  use  for  a  butler  and  cork- 
screw in  those  days,  in  this  house  ;  but  now !  a  pump- 
handle,  and  a  tumbler,  are  quite  butler  and  cork-screw 
enough,  for  Momington  Manor." 

"  Hallo  ;  you  Jenkins  !  bear  a  and  here,  hand  elp  me 
to  carry  this  here  piece  of  piety,  hand  perfection,  hinto  the 
hopen  hair,  hin  border  to  re-wive  him,  though  he  Af9  a 
bachelor,  hand  likely  to  remain  von,  hif  the  women  his 
honly  'arf  as  sensible  has  HI  thinks  'em — ^pretty  dears. 
Hand,  Mr.  Saul,  hi've  von  hobservation  to  make  to  you, 
vich  his,  (though  you  might  not  think  hit)  there  his  a 
difierence  heven  bin  Methodies ;  hand  hif  so  be  has, 
Madam  Momington  should  hinwite  the  great  Benjamin 
Makesure  Bmiyan  to  the  manor, — look  to  your  bins-^for 
I  can  tell  yer,  he  knows  vot's  vot,  so  brush  the  cobwebs 
hojQf  the  '45  claret ;  break  them  old  church-bpires  of 
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,  hand  get  hont  the  large  ameer  Tone, 
feM  yot  wee  rm  the  Oeppen  is  heie ;  hand  mind 
he  ClMllHiagini  hie  hieed  solid,  hand  grad'eOy  left  to 
pbokndl  left  legging  tin  near  the  eecond  conrse,  but 
tamA  immqfet  moet, — leaet-vays,  yithin  Ton  glaae 
the  eonp." 
'"A  MeHiolfy,  drinking  claret  and  champagne  I  and  still 
,  Inowilighoir  thejr  on^t  to  be  drank ;  well,  you  do 
tt^  Bpriggp,*  said  Saul,  flinging  np  both  his 
Hke  Us  iQKMtedic  namesake,  preaching  at  Athens. 
d,  I  ham  a  surprising  yonng  man,  hand  that's  a 
,  hat  least  hall  the  gals  says  so,"  said  Spiiggs,  looking 
tMf  CSareir  before  he  added,  '"hand  them  has 
it  MCtjf  so,  iMiib  hit,  rich  I  perfera;  silent  vomen 
:  iileiit  vater,  being  both  on  the  same  plan,  yon  runs 
[  tother  Ums,  deep/" 
*Hoir,  Jenkins,  look  diarp !  you  take  this  here  hani- 
c^il  by  the  shoulders,  hand  I  take  him  by  the  right 
m^  hand  then  by  the  left  leg;  but  not  to  throw  im 
Sinm  stairs,  for  that  vos  Daddy  Longlegs*s  punishment, 
[^eanse  he  vould  not  say  his  prayers,  vhereas,  this  von  his 
'^tBvi^  a  praying — ^leastvays,  he  pertends  to  ;  but  yer  see 
'■^ot  his  practise  his  ;  so,  has  I  thinks  hit  his  a  pity  has 
talents  should  be  vasted,  I  hintend  a  conwaying  hon 
to  his  proper  spear"  and  with  this,  he  lifted  up  the 
r  of  the  mass,  of  which  Jenkins  had  the  shoulders,  and 
it  out  at  an  opposite  door  to  the  one  by  which  he 
lad  entered,  and  which  opened  into  a  sort  of  farm-yard 

"Where  be  ee  a  going  to  car  un  <ti>  zur?  to  the  styble, 
be  HI"  aaked  Jenkins,  as  soon  as  they  had  got  him  out 
-    'Hie  stable  I  you  blockhead — did  you  hever  ear  hof  a 
pig  being  put  in  a  stable  ?  no,  no,  straight  for  the  pigsty ; 
Unhia  present  condition,  he's  best  hamong  hishown 
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people,  hand  vill  feel  more  at  home  lika"  So  saying  Spi 
proceeded  with  their  joint  burden  to  the  abode  of  Mesgi 
les  Cochons,  where,  in  a  low-walled  compartment,  bet^ 
two  very  stout  individuals,  of  the  Bacon  fiunily,  vi 
comfortable  litter  of  clean  straw,,  that  had  been  vw 
by  the  late  occupant,  three  hours  befora  Into 
Spriggs  now  shot^  rather  than  laid,  his  unintere 
load,  while  the  others,  on  either  side^  resented  thii 
wonted  intrusion  on  their  domestic  privacy,  by  pa 
their  fore  feet  up  upon  the  low  wall,  looking  ot( 
aud  grunting  energetically,  at  this  biped  variation  of 
species. 

**  There,"  said  Spriggs,  **  hit  haint^  by  no  means,  j 
before  swine,  has  I'm  flinging,  but.  quite  the  cantrai 
that,  for  though  veVe  heerd  so  much  hof  '*  the  right 
hin  the  right  place/*  this  here,  his  the  fust  gsn 

SPECIMENT   hof  THAT     HARTICLE,    HAS    AS     REEH 

HIN  England — hoorah  !" 


%. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

mXSBL  00CUB8  AN  BXLSSCAL  BIBIHG^    BKTWSIK 
Zm^  AH9  XUHBB,  NOT  FOJOETOLD  IN 
ANY  ALMANACK. 

(  toon  as  Spiiggs  had  left  Mr.  Sejeter,  not 
eiactiy  a  ''miite,  in^kxAms  Milton,"  bat  a  mndr 
hn^  ingbrions  "Methody*'  in  the  pigsty,  ^diich 
liad  been  accompanied  by  a  loud  guffaw  from  Jen-; 
mggs  repaued  to  his  own  apartment,  to  make  his 
srevious  to  going  down  to  "  The  White  Hart,"  to 
tend  that  of  Sir  Hugh  De  Byons ;  and  certainly, 
dazriing  polish  of  his  white-topped  boots,  the 
^duteness  of  his  Parian-looking  buckskins,  the 
mowiness  of  his  linen,  and  cravat,  the  latter  oma- 
with  a  chef-d'cBUvre  in  bijouterie,  such  as  Cellini 
vofnio  had  never  dreamed,  as  it  consisted  of  a  pin 
bllowing  charming  dimensions  and  design,  namely, 
oare  plate  of  gold,  on  which  was  a  burnished  gold 
rampant,  with  a  red  cornelian  ring  on  the  little 
if  the  said  hand,  and  a  piece  of  thick  locket-glass 
to  protect  this  gem,  which,  probably,  was  worn  in 
of  Sir  Hugh,  or,  it  might  be  even  a  hieroglyphical 
f  intimating,  that  Mr.  Spriggs  himself,  had  latent 
ns  o(   one  day  or  other,    degenerating   into  a 
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as,  added  to  all  the  rest,  a  sprig  of  lily  of  th 
his  button-hole,  while  another  decorated  th( 
mouth,  as  if  to  guarantee  the  floweriness  of 
like  those  good,  old-fashioned  signs,  that  m 
over  some  continental  shops,  giving  ^a  taste 
of  the  traflSc  within.  Thus  equipped,  Mr.  T 
made  a  point  of  passing  through  the  house 
although  it  was  the  longest  way  out ;  but  1 
much  as  male  coquetry,  is  always  fifty  pc 
than  female  coquetry.  Upon  entering  1 
which  he  did,  with  a  nonchalant  air  (as  if  ; 
as  Miss  Patty  Carew  had  been  in  the  world 
slouched  over  his  eyes,  et  le  movndre  saupfc 
he  found  Patty  laughing  over  her  work,  an 
had  just  strained  her  veal  and  chicken  stoc 
of  nice,  thick  cream  for  her  white  soup, 
sticking  long,  pointed  halves,  of  blanched 
into  a  well-rasped  French  roll,  like  pins  vain 
leaving  off,  to  hold  her  sides,  while  a  village 
to  the  Atat  School,  one  Richard  Dunston 


m,  ▲  mmw  or  oommmmm.         loi 

■fa  JMi  iMk  votTs  tha  ticket^  e«iM  I  likoi  to  Jptow 
iMrmboobdftrf 

*0h!  the  Toioe^— tiie  rciodr^isrying^"  hog/m  Badut; 
rifag  Mvand  iiboftm  attempts  to  epeak 
^fba  woiea  efyMigf  /  indeed,  I  think  hit  hia  the  woiea 
Ik  anTl  gei  hoiil^  for  hofing  r  pot  in  8i«igga 
^Ii4  iromn^^hegm  Bitty,  hoi  giggled  into  perlect  ipir 
IdEgibaitjr. 

'ne  WQJoe  ciying  sat  down,  did  it  indeed  ?  Veil, 
rifs  amnethink  new,  hand  pioYsa  ImI  kast,  has  the  woice 
(Bt  a  ehenybiun,''  said  Spifggs,  at  which  Mra  Basket's, 
ilGsa  CSarew's  knghter,  having  been  considerably  ang- 
MBd,  he  dumgged  his  shoiiIdflv%  and,  taming  to  Dick 
ifMoo,  and,  "  Hallo  I  jou  sir  I  has  you  seem  the  cause 
I  hall  these  Tower  guns  being  let  hoff,  vots  the  noose  ? 
t  hroogfat  you  here^  eh  f " 

'Please,  sir,''  fesponded  Donston,  pulling  his  fore  lock, 
A  giving  a  fling  backward,  of  his  thickly-booted  right 
1^  ''please  sir,  Madamjwnt  me  to  Missus  Basket,  to  ax 
r  aome  white  lily,  and  elder-flower  intment,  and  some 
■0  blue^  cause,  if  you  please  sir, '  a  voice  dying  in  the 
i'  has  been  and  sat  down  on  a  waps^s  nest,  and 
.  all  to  pieces,  and  he  is  a  crying  dreadful  in  the 
Bdemess  now  sir,  if  yon  plsase,  sir.*' 
"Ha  I  hal  hal  Yell,  hin  course,  he  thort  has  he  or^  to 
at  his  part^  and  that  vos  ^e  vay  to  do  hit  heffectually ; 
tl  forgets  who  the  wx4ae  crying  in  the  Vildemess  is  ; 
bs  the  bo/s  rale  lumar  asked  Spriggs. 
** Sniggers,  sir,  BiH  Sniggers;  the  by  as  walloped 
Imny  Garter  last  week  on  Twaddleton  Common,  and 
Iter  give  he  a  black  eye  for^t  So  Madam  Monington 
i,  as  Garter  shouldn't  have  no  pleasure  this  year,  and 
nddn't  go  to  the  Manna  in  the  Wildemess;.n0r  the  tea 


SOS  TBI  WOBLD  AND  HIS  WIFB  9 

at  the  ihtde,  nor  nothing ;  but  that  Bill  Sniggevs  ^ouU 
go  in  his  stead.  So  that's  the  way  as  he  corned  to  be  tbs 
*  voice  Giying  in  the  Wilderness '  to-day." 

"You  see,  Dickey  Dunston, — ^Dickey  Dunston  you  aee^'' 
said  Spriggs,  speaking  through  his  nose,  turning  up  Ids 
eyes,  and  twirling  his  thumbs,  in  the  exact  imitation  <tf  the 
Bey.  Aminadab  Scuttledust,  ''  tihat  has  Mr.  Scuttledust  his 


THE  REV.  AMINADAB  8CUTTLBDU8T,  RRTUBNINO  FROM 
THE  WILDERNESS,  AND  PROCEBDINO  TO  THE  TITHl- 
MSETINQ. 


iQllg  toUmpmB  upon  yon,  pkisiire  is  sore  to 
rifag  beUnd,  and  so  'WUHam  Bniggefs  m  finmd 
Mt  to-day,  llioiif^  I  donbt  the  wspses  luiTe  made 
lAvmofe  keentytlum  even  tiie  Ber.  gent's  hezor- 
--«Hise  rjl  The  Ber.  Aminsdsh  hasij  give  the 
iliowii,  iriierafl^  EQI  Sniggers  give  the  wspses  a 
1^— hand  no  mistake." 

ise  sir,  be  I  to  say  that  ere^  to  Mr.  Scottlednstt" 
wj  good  hidear  hof  yoom,  that^  Dickey ;  to  be 
ihaie^  and  there's  sixpence  for  you,  hand  mind  has 
t  spin  a  word  hon  it  by  the  way." 
inr»  thank  ee,  sir,  mndh  ofakeged  to  ee^  sir." 
1^  after  the  .gentie  admonition  of  ''get  ont  with 
nsense^  do,  Spc^;gs»  or  yoall  be  the  death  of 
ent  to  a  press,  and  getting  on  a  chair,  took  from  a 
f  a  cold-eream  jar,  fall  of  the  lily  and  elder-flower 
b,  and  caDing  ont  **  Anne, — ^Anne  Tone,"  to  one  of 
^  through  the  door  that  stood  igar,  opening  into 
hen,  "  you  bring  a  bhie-bag  here  of  stone  blua'' 
ooording  to  custom,  instantly  obeyed,  she  jumped 
r  the  chair,  and  cutting  a  thick  slice,  off  a  plum 
t  was  on  a  side-table,  presented  it  to  Dunston  with 
i,  and  the  blue-bag  and  ointment  with  the  other, 
"  there,  Dickey,  ran  for  your  life  back  to  the 
ess!  asif  half-ardoaenwaqM'  nests  were  after  you." 
r  Dunston  crammed  the  lily  ointment,  and  blue- 
o  his  pockety  where  they  became  like  poverty, 
ed  with  strange  bed-Mows,  and  then  obeyed,  tUl 
Bleared  the  Tennis-court,  and  got  out  upon  the 
I,  when,  stopping  to  eat  the  lump  of  cake,  and  gaie 
D^ed  wonder,  and  admiration,  on  the  sixpence  ! 
Bile  Caligula  exclaimed,  with  that  intensity  of 
flace  selfishness,  which  is  the  idioi^craiy  of  all 
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yards  and  a  quarter  of  masculine  huuuuuty,  emniDfid  jstp 
three  quarters  of  a  y acd,  of  separated,  but  not  ^igntijVfjL 
brown  corduroy. 

''  My  eye  I  don't  I  wish  as  Bill  Sniggers  would  sit  down 
upon  a  wapse's  nest  every  day,  that's  all !" 

''What  have  you  done  with  that  pig,  Sam  S^^, 
Spriggs?"  asked  Mra  Basket,  as  soon  aa  Dunaton  l^d 
disappeared. 

"  Vy,  restored  him  to  the  bttzsum  hof  his  fandjf,  vhere 
he  can  go  the  whole  hog  hat  his  hease, — ^hin  plaiii  Heog- 
lish,  chucked  him  into  the  pig-sty." 

"  Good  gracious !  Spriggs  !"  cried  Patty;  "  you'ye  never 
done  such  a  thing  as  that,  surely  V 

"  Hand  vhy  not,  pray  Miss  Carew  ?  He's  only  vhere»  if  I 
might  persume  to  give  hinto  persumshus  vishes,  I  sincerely 

opes,  vone  hof  these  days,  to  see  his  betterers, 

hin  the  strawr ! " 

*'  I  can't  think,"  said  Basket,  who  having  had  her  laugh, 
had  now  resumed  her  avocations  with  all  the  care,  and  rVJH, 
she  usually  bestowed  upon  them,  and  was  then  carefuUy 
blending  two  tablespoons  full  of  sherry,  with  the  yolks  of 
three  hard  eggs,  and  some  pounded  almonds,  and  Bayonnfi 
ham,  and  celery,  preparatory  to  thickening  the  cream,  and 
stock  with  them ;  and  these  it  was,  that  made  her  saupe  d 
la  Reine,  celebrated  far,  and  near,  for  its  diplomatic  smooth- 
ness, and  gave  to  it  that  delicious,  and  undefin^ble  under- 
flavour,  which  is  the  culinaiy  Delphic  oracle,  that  suggests 
all  things,  without  revealing  any, — "  I  can't  think  how 
such  a  genuine  Christian,  and  thoroughly  good  soqI,  as 
Martha  Bay,  can  put  up  with  such  a  canting,  wbiniog, 
self-seeking  hypocrite,  as  that  Sejeter." 

"  That's  alvays  the  vay  hon  it,"  fiatized  Spriggs^  **  i^th 
hall  you  femaiehaleties — vhether  maids,  hor  viddeySi^^has 


m,  bailiff,  steward,  netcy, — hor  heven  lie-babby  in 
otlies.  as  yoiiVe  0(^11  <'  hand  luidhoptt-d — hand  suontr, 
ot  1)1'  Ijullit'd,  hand  ])Ut  hiijx'n.  Vy,  lawr  bless  yor,  a 
it  becomes  master  liuf  the  oiise, — you  may  believe  hit 
•t,  has  you  please.  But  I  can  tell  you,  there's  nothink 
usban,  for  keeping  hoff  hall  the  hother  varmint*' 
li  I"  said  Basket,  with  a  sigh  and  a  smile,  the  former 
)ectiye,  to  all  the  trcicasseries  she  had  endured  during 
ign  of  defunct  David  Basket,  the  latter,  in  honour 
'  present  emancipation.  "  All !  as  the  gout  keeps 
other  diseases,  by  being  worse  than  them  all  put 
er. 

ell  now,  that's  vot  I  call  pussonal  to  my  whole  sect,'* 
priggs. 

Tiy  how  long  liave  you  been  married,  Spriggs  ?" 
i !  Har !  Hi  take :  hif  the  bachelor's  ham't  hin- 
,-hin  that  ere  kick  has  you  give  the  male  sect,  with 
jouty  foot  just  now,  Mi-s.  Basket,  vy  hin  course, 
18  Spriggs,  Hesquire,  haint  no  occasion  to  take  hup 
uurel ;  more  hespecially,  has  he've  to  go  hand  make 
is  nacket  of  contraband  backv/' 
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hor  halley,  vith  em,  tries  the  backy,  finds  hit  Iqpl  nte^ 
sure  enough, — ^forks  hout  your  fonr  hand  dxpenoe,  tat 
three  pound  hov  it,  vich  hin  a  reglar  vay,  vovld  oost  ihm 
hor  four  guineas, — ^takes  hit  ome,  hand  begins  a  hemptgnoDg 
hoy  hit  hout  hinto  a  jar,  yen  you  finds  that  for  your  four 
hand  sizpence,  youVe  got  about  a  bounce,  that  his,  about 
a  shilling's  yorth,  hof  the  real  stufi^  hall  the  rest  being 
vool,  bran,  hor  bother  rubbidge." 

*'  Senre  you  right,  for  buying  smuggled  things,*'  snapped 
Basket 

*'  HaU  a  matter  hof  hopinion  that,  like  heyery  tiiink 
helae,"  resumed  Spriggs;  ''but  that  ere,  his  my  model 
Fm  going  to  make  hup  a  packet  hof  fust  rate  Methody  fcr 
Madam  Momington,  surface  prime,  hand  to  hall  hap- 
pearance  the  genuine  harticle,  but  hundemeath,  lawr  bless 
yer!  nothink  but  gentility,  ten  thousan  a  year,  hand 
hother  rubbidge,  honly  fit  to  be  throwd  avay  by  them  as 
has  been  used  to  smoke  the  real  Methody,  but  didn't 
appear  zactly  to  smoke  this  speciment.  But  mind,  Patty, 
heven  hif  the  trick  should  be  diskivered,  has  you  don't  go 
hand  chuck  avay  the  hundemeath  rubbidge." 

"  I  wont,  you  may  depend  upon  it,  Spriggs,"  laughed 
Patty. 

"Cause  you've  no  hidear  vot  nice  soft  pillow-stuflSng 
that  there  sort  of  rubbidge  makes,  hand  so  I  hadwise  you 
to  make  your  Missus  hunderstand,  Patty." 

"  Well  I'm  sure  I  wish  you  success  with  all  my  hearti 
Spriggs,"  said  Basket. 

"And  so  do  1 1'*   chimed  in  Patty,  clapping  her  hands. 

*'  Humph  !  hand  hif  I  succeeds,  now  say,  vithout  chaf- 
fering, vot  vill  you  give  nie  ?"  and  he  sidled  up  so  closely 
to  Miss  Carew,  that  she  had  not  room  to  draw  out  her 
needle. 


r 
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•Onre  you,  why — give  you  joy !  to  be  sure." 
^(A I  joa  tD],  vin  you?   then  hits  haU  right  ;*  and^ 
■taBg  ids  aims  round  her,  lifting  her  out  of  her  dhair ; 
fIfmBttg  'a  leaomifling  kiss  upon  her  cheek,  and  replacing 
a  ki  her  aeat^  he  rushed  out  of  the  room — ^whisU&ig 

^  "  Otct  the  TOter  to  Charley  I" 

Oboflar  at  Fhaisalia ;  LeonidasatThermop^;  Marshal 
l|Bi^  6jiDg,  and  dictating,  at  the  battle  of  Fontenoy; 
VflKam  Pitt,  shaking  off  the  effects  of  port  at  a  momenf  i 
Ikee  Id  wlatdh,  and  meet,  Fox  in  Parliament;  andNapoleon 
:  the  field  at  Marengo,  are  all,  but  fcunt  and  fisebte 
tat  the  look,  and  air,  of  Mr.  Thomas  Spriggs 
:  the  hotel  of  ''The  White  Hart^"  Twaddleton,  at 

i^taL,  an  the  25th  of  May,  18—. 
f&HaUo!    Musprat,"  cried  he,  relaidng  a  little  of  his 
l^rfty,  is  he  spied  that  functionary,  about  to  ascend  the 
jiifc  staircase,  with  a  brown  surtout  of  his  master's  hanging 
fir  Us  left  arm. 

H^Ah  I  Spriggs,  that  you?  ^ad  you're  come,  for  hang 
ki^  if  I  eren  know  how  to  lay  out  the  toggery,  in  the  black 
ikftmanfeau,  never  having  seen  anything  like  it  before." 

■  Vot  hever  you  do,  be  particklar  hin  your  languidge ; 
A^  murder,  swindle,  drink,  forge,  game,  Ue,  sefetice,  crim 
lb  il^- (that  his,  perwided  has  you've  tin  enough  to  pay 
ke  paper,)  hall,  UuU  haint  no  matter  to  nobody,  '  men  viU 
t  men,'  that's  hall,  has  his  said  habout  sich  little  hin- 
oeent  pranks  has  them,  hif  hindeed  they  haint  the  igh 
ki^  to  being  Lord  Chancellor,  or  Prime  Minister,  cause 
^t  they  shows  '  cleysbkess,'  hand  that's  the  one  thing 
Mfiil  now-a-days ;  but  for  eaven's  sake,  or  rather  for 
ll  sake  hof  tother  place,  mind  your  languidge,  take  care 
ot  yon  9ay8^  cause  vords  his  the  honly  things  hevef  looked 

2  X 


"  Up !  why  he  rang  for  his  chocolate 

was  stirring  myself ;   he's  been  up  these  t 
at  dinner  now.*' 

**  Dinner,  ho  !  that  will  never  do,  liif  lu 
a  Methody,  hand  having  has  sich,'*  said 
more    than     Burleigheanly    portentous 
head. 

"  Why  not  V  asked  the  unapt  Musprat 
lady  don't  know  he  has  dined ;  I  am  awan 
m  love,  arc  su])posed  neither  to  tat  nor 
know,  Sjuiggs,  tliat's  all  gammon,  much 
and  independence !  on  a  hustings,  and  e^ 
what  they  mean,'* 

"  Lawi- bless  yer,  hit's  nothink  about  t 
lady,  hand  making  believe  to  be  hoft'  his 
the  coutrauy  to  that ;  hit's  because  them 
tremenjus!  liand  hif  so  be  has  Sir  Hugh 
a  five  o'clock  dinner,  I  don't  see  ow  he's 
o'clock  supper,  hin  tnie  ARK  style,  has  hif 
hall  the  beastesses,  had  stowed  hiteelf  ava 
basket,  vich  his  honly  vot  vill  be  hexixctC' 
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I  beg^  to  imdavtand,^  smiled  the  gentleman's 

Mr.  Mnsprat,  there's  vhere  yon,  and  Hi,  differs, 
t  to  hnnderstand  to  begin,  for  time's  a-getting 
»Ve  hall  heered  teQ  hof  trying  to  scmb  the 
oor  Thite,  bnt  kwr,  that  ere,  vos  honly  like 
;  a  paper-boat^  compared  vith  laying  down  the 
ine  teU-ee^rapkt,  by  the  side  hof  turning  h<^  a 
nd  Time  hof  the  most  fiushionablest  gents  hin 
into  a  Meihody !  So  now  letme  know  vhere  he's 
sanse  Hi  mnst  stop  thai" 
y,"  said  Mnsprat^  not  a  little  alanned  at  the  idea 
m  mipreoedentedfy  vnlgar  breach  of  domestic 

**  yon'd  never  think  of  intruding  upon  a  gentle- 
is  dinner?  Recollect,  it  is  not  even  a  mes»-room, 
groom  once  in  a  way  might  venture  to  enter. 
idded  he,  imitating,  as  nearly  as  possible,  the 
tore,  and  explicative  of  his  master,  now  that  the 
I  safely  out  of  hearing.  "  Gad,  it  would  be  as 
my  place  is  worth,  to  be  accessory  to  such  a  con- 
lemocratic  movement  as  that*'  Musprat  was  in 
t  of  reading  Sir  Hugh  to  sleep,  md  the  news- 
x>  wean  him  from  Morphine,  and  moreover  at- 

Bebating  Society,  so  that  in  his  conversation, 

'  he  wished  to  carry  a  pointy  or  produce  a  sensa- 

aiher  affected  the  politico-historico  style. 

but  vot  number  is  he  dining  hin?" 

k,  down  that  passage." 

p  who,  like  all  average  minds,  had  no  idea  when 

in  a  little  brief  authority,"  of  bearing  his  facid- 
teekly,  and  not  making  the  most  of  his  dictator- 
''made  a  stride  forward,  but  Musprat,  taking  him 
It  forcibly,  by  both  arms,  pulled  him  back,  saying — 
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"  No,  no;  come,  I  really  can't  let  you  do  that  1*11  go 
and  tell  Sir  Hugh  you  are  here,  and  that  you  wiahed  me 
to  say  the  meeting  began  at  seven." 

"  Oh,  veil,"  rejoined  Spriggs,  scratching  his  head,  and 
obliged  to  yield,  but  still  not  a  little  crest-HeJlen,  at  having 
his  supremacy  invaded,  **  in  course  you  knows  your  hown 
cattle  best^  honly  I  assure  you  has  there  haint  no  time 
to  lose." 

Musprat  turned  down  the  passage,  and  opening  the 
door  of  No.  4,  walked  quietly  up  to  his  master,  who  was 
disconsolately  turning  over  with  his  fork  a  piece  of  an 
SngUsh  provincial  hotel  fricandeau  !  which  he  had  been 
obliged,  in  order  to  help  himself,  to  cut  with  a  knife,  and 
which  looked  more  like  a  segment  of  petrified  porcupoie^ 
tjum  en  entrSe  at  a  human  dinner. 

"Spriggs  is  here,  Sir  Hugh,"  said  Musprat,  in  his  usual 
low,  bland  voice,  "  and  he  desired  me  to  remind  you,  sir, 
that  the  meeting  commenced  at  sevea" 

"  Oh !  ah  !  by  Jove !  yes,"  said  Sir  Hugh  De  Byons, 
instantly  rising,  pushing  back  his  chair,  and  flinging  his 
napkin  upon  the  table. 

"  Hadn't  you  better  finish  your  dinner  first,  sir?"  sug- 
gested Musprat,  who  was  in  the  habit  of  "  valeting'  the 
baronet's  creature-comforts,  as  well  as  his  person. 

"  Why  it's  all  so  confoundedly  bad,  that  it  would  be 
more  apt  to  finish  me  ;  only  imagine,  cayenne  in  the  soup ! 
and  a  chicken  spitchcocked  with  pickled  mushrooms, 
Musprat  ?  pickled  mushrooms  ! !  " 

Musprat  shrugged  his  shoulders  in  sympathetic  horror, 
but  philosophically  observed,  that  going  to  country-inns, 
was  like  going  to  the  Bush, — gentlemen  were  obliged  to 
rough  it. 

*'  Ah !  by  Jove  !  true  ;  but  it's  a  confounded  bore,  though," 
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m  Otti  Kimi,  he  walked  into  the  hall,  and 
iggi^  wA  Ida  elbow  leaning  on  the  tun  of  the 
and  atandhig  at  the  ftot  of  the  staim 
pdjggi^  there  ycm  aie  ?     Gad,  tiiere's  noQiing 


to^MnteRiipt  yon  hat  dinncf;  Sir  Hngh,^  bowed 
poiogeticaDf,  '^bat  I  vos  afeared  has  yon  might 
mxiA,  hand  not  be  hable  to  ply  a  proper  Atat 
iotk,  hat  supper,  hat  the  manor/' 
DO  fear  of  eating  too  much  here,  Spriggs,  and 
te  afiaid,  of  being  asked  to  sop  at  the  manor.^ 
:^^  star!  got  yer  a  pressing  hmwiie!--j(m*Te 
wm,* — ^hamt  to  tarrtf  hat  the  hinn  no  longer ; 
pan  Am  the  fM  for  you,  (vhere  hall  the  rest 
gatfamng),  hand  hall  the  epirital  consolations 
tark,  hand  the  creeter-comforts,  hof  the  manor 
wr  servusT 

(priggs,  you  are  not  in  earnest  T  said  the  enter- 
rer,  eleyating  his  eyebrows  into  two  little  trium- 
i,  "it  can't  surely  be  true  ?  gad,  you  are  a  clever 
jw  did  you  manage  it  T 
iriggs  promised,  as  soon  as  Sir  Hugh  had 
I  bedroom,  to  explain  his  maUrid,  and  tactics, 
did  accordingly,  producing,  what  he  called,  his 
18^"  to  wit,  "The  Sinner's  Last  Snore,"  and  the 
» Tracts. 

ir  kughed  Sir  Hugh,  "only,  by  Jove !  I  fear  I 
be  sufficiently  up  in  that  sort  of  jargon." 
best  vay,  sir,  vill  be  to  keep  to  the  groaning, 
hin  thunder  line/* 

in  thunder  line?"  repeated  Sir  HugL 
Ir,  a  turning  hup  your  heyes,  like  a  duck  hin 
Hh  a  groaning  haccompaniment,   hand  great 


Several  times^  during  Spiiggs's  iiutnu 

being  unable  to  contain  his  laughter,  ha 
room,  more  e.specially,  at  hi.s  graphic  nil 
Sniggers's  misfortunes  in  the  wilderness 
But  having  just  entered  with  some  hot  w 
his  master  oflf  with  his  coat,  whereupon  tl 
with  poured  a  quantity  of  Rigg's  "  Extract 
the  palms  of  his  hands,  and  was  about  1 
with  it»  when  »Spriggs,  pausuig  in  the  uu 
serious  portmanteau,  made  a  sudden  rusli 
placing  his  hand  on  Sir  Hugh's  wrists  as 
staying  that  gentleman  fi-om  the  self-atl 
Prussic  acid,  exclaimed — 

"You'll  hexcusc  me,  sir;  but  not  hon  no 
ruin  hall,  for  nothuik  has  comes  hout  hof 
shop  hat  Iiall,  comes  near  the  hodour  hof  sai 
I  give  you  a  slight  specimen  t  liin  Noali  Lan< 

"Oh!''  said  Sir  Hugh,  docilely  relinqi 
grant  intentions,  and  sprinkling  the  ex 
destined  for  his  hair,  on  the  caipet. 

**  Thank  'ee,  sir — hand  Vm  soiiT  to  be 
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I  BOidi  80^  lias  drawing  hon  ahnigdTitha 
bade  lihi  his  heyeJ* 
(I*  cried  Ais  adf-sacrificmg  Wcr,  flinging  down 
il  «f  Mi  teTered  lip-tail^  with  Spartan  coinage,  and 
m  fneeediiig  with  a  groan  to  immolate  the  other. 
Wt  mppom  it  would  be  hashing  too  much,  sir,"  said 
,  dwhkwisly>  "to— to" — and  not  haying  courage  to 
Ike  qpmy  in  words^  he  began  with  ids  right  hand 
:  •  series  of  drcokr  pantomimic  gyrations,  aboot 
.  tibrottt  and  chin. 
fcl  to  cot  my  throat?"  interrupted  Sir  Hngh. 

Eo^  no— Heaven  forbid!  but  your  beard,  sir — ^your 
Hugh  paused,  and  looked  as  if  he  only  thought  this 
jhtiiictjon,  without  a  difference;  when  suddenly,  with  a 
iMoi  vis  anima,  of  which  resource,  is  one  of  the  most 
fdKUe  proo£i,  Spriggs  exclaimed,  in  a  Eureka  voice — 

•Not  hon  no  haccount,  sir.  Hi  ave  it  Ve'll  tie  the 
Kite  choker  hover  hit,  hand  that  vill  give  hit  the  true 
ibtar4Ni]ga" 

ftf^Bot — good  gad!    I  shall  look  as  if  I  had  a  wen!" 
IfMed  the  disconsolate  Adonis. 

'•^Never  mind  about  the  ven,  Sir  Hugh,  has  long  has 
viads  ont  the  ow." 

*Ha!  ha!  ha!  not  bad." 

*Now,  Musprat — ^be  so  good  as  to  take  Circassian 
man  dewide  Sir  Hugh's  air  down  the  centre  ; — hand 
ialer  same,  hinto  himitation  dips  hon  heach  side.'' 

•Did  you  ever  walk  in  any  of  these  manna-in-the 
Mtmem,  processions,  Spriggs?"  asked  Sir  Hugh,  while 
Kosprat  was  officiating  on  his  hair. 

'Never  vos  caught  butvonce,  sir,  hand  thatvos  last 
pi»— ven  Hi  had  to  cist  the  Blue  Peter,  vith  a  text^ 


yos  the  ticket  for  the  ndiok  bDin." 

"Good  Heavens  !"  cried  Sir  Hugh,  contei 
unaffected  horror !  the  result  of  Musprat  s  If 
glass,  *'a  regular  toilette  de  la  guillotine 
added,  with  a  sigh  of  resignation  as  he  r 
shirt,  Musprat" 

No  sooner  had  Musprat  handed,  and  i 
into,  the  delicate,  embroidered,  cambric  g 
Spriggs  stepped  forward,  with  one,  coarse,  ax 
sail-cloth,  without  any  collar  or  wristbands 
very  narrow  bands,  and  three  bone-buttons  dc 

"Must  put  this  here  serious  shirt,  hove 
please,  Sir  Hugh/' 

Like  Circus-horses,  which  are  tamed  into  ] 
dience  by  want  of  sleep,  poor  Sir  Hugh,  a 
toilette  proceeded,  became  more  and  more  docil 
But,  when  Spriggs  next  broi^ht  him  an  cno] 
thick-soled,  dimly-blackened,  Wellington  boot 
convex  excrescences  upon  the  sides  of  the 
large  as  small  chestnuts,  he  said,  starting  I 


0B»  A  PSBflOK  09  CX)NSBQU8KCE.  316 

"^  But  vhat  on  earth  are  those  knobs,  or  lumps,  that 
look  like  chestnuts,  or  truffles,  about  them?" 

"  Don't  you  take,  sir?  You  knows  has  you's  to  be  an 
himmejet  descendant  from  the  Progress." 

"  Descendant  from  the  Progress ! — I  don't  understand" 

"  Vy,  the  Pilgrim's  Progress,  to  be  sure,  sir,  since  yoU 
hare  the  great  Benjamin,  Makesure,  Bunyan;  hand  them 
round  knobs  as  you  sees  there,  sir,  his  photographs  hof 
tother  sort  hof  bunyana  Hi  ad  a  deal  hof  trouble  to 
get  'em  made  so  natrel — ^Hi  can  assure  you,  sir." 

"  Well,"  groaned  the  the  unhappy  dandy,  ''they  certainly 
i^pear  made  for  wading  through  the  slough  of  Despond 
Bat  I'm  in  Doubt  Castle,  if  Antinous  himself  could  win 
a  woman,  in  such  a  perfect  disfiguration  as  this." 

"  Lawr !  bless  yer,  sir  ;  hexcept  the  veriest  fools,  fresh 
from  boarding-school — ^hit  hain't  Ihe  dresa,  has  vins  'em, 
hit's  the  AcKidress." 

"  It's  to  be  hoped  so !"  sighed  the  sceptical  baronet. 

Next  came  the  long  black  kerseymere  waistcoat,  and  the 
long-tailed  straight  black  surtout ;  the  slightly  biUous  or 
polemical  tinge,  which,  vid,  a  weak  infusion  of  camomile- 
tea^  Spriggs  had,  had,  imparted  to  the  ample  mull  muslin 
cravat — into  which,  as  he  expressed  it,  he  made  a  pudding 
of  Sir  Hugh's  beard — a  broadish-brimmed,  flattish- 
crowned  hat,  thick  black  leather-gloves,  a  pair  of  purple 
spectacles  (with  side-blinkers  to  them) — and  a  small  black 
gingham  imibrella,  completed  the  disguise. 

•'Now,  sir,  you'll  do!"  cried  Spriggs,  with  far  more 
self-gratulation,  and  less  terror,  than  Frankenstein  con- 
templated the  monster  of  his  creation.  "But,  Hi  beg 
your  pardon  for  perposing  sich  a  thing,  but  you'll  be 
obliged  to  vear  my  vatcb,  sir,"  said  Spriggs,  presenting 
his  own  silver  turnip,  with  a  new  piece  of  black  elastic 
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attached  to  it  for  the  occasion.  "  Hand  this  ere  anld- 
cher,  sir,  please,**  added  he,  presenting  a  large  wMt^ 
coarse,  lawn  one. 

"Well,  at  all  events,  there's  one  comfort,"  said  Sir 
Hugh,  as  he  placed  the  silver  warming-pan  in  his  waist- 
coat-pocket, and  the  small  table-cloth  in  his  coat-pocket ; 
and  surveyed  himself  in  the  cheval-glass,  with  more 
wonder,  than  admiration: — "and  that  is,  that  my  own 
mother  woiddn't  know  me  !'* 

"  No,"  snivelled  Spriggs  (turning  up  his  eyes,  and 
twirling  his  thumbs)  "that's  'cause,  sir,  you  are  're- 
generated!* a  new  cretur,  has  they  hare  hall  'new 
creturs,'  has  far  has  houtward  happearances  goes ;  hand 
there,  the  '  new  cretur  *  mostly  hends,  and  the  hold  cretnr 
remains  jist  the  same  has  hever,  hor  rayther  ^mis,  'cause 
hoif 'aving  a  hadditional  coat  hof  hypocrisy  hover  hit 
But,  lnwY  !  sir  "  added  he,  taking  up  a  stick  of  mustachio- 
wax  off  the  toilet,  "  you  hain't  quite  hup  to  the  mark  yet, 
lionly  I  should  be  afeared  to  int  sich  a  thipg  to  a  gent 
like  you ;  honly,  to  be  hegzact  Atat,  hit*s  vot  had  ort 
to  be/' 

*'  What,  to  speak  through  my  nose  ?*'  said  Sir  Hugh. 

"  Oh  !  that  hin  course,  sir ;  but  hin  border  to  ave  your 
lesson  at  your  fingers'  hends,  as  the  saying  his,  you  raley 
ort,  by  rights,  to  let  me  blacken  your  nails  a  bit,  vith  this 
here  moustacher-vax  !" 

"  Good  gad  ! "  exclaimed  Sir  Hugh,  with  irrepressible 
horror ;  "  surely  I'm  quite  disgusting  enough  already. 
without  that !" 

"Disgusting!"  said  Spriggs,  repudiating  indignantly, 
with  artistic  vanity,  such  a  stigma  upon  what  he  justly 
considered  his  chef  d'wtdre.  "  Disgusting  hindeed  !  you 
honly  take  care  sir,  as  Weeds  number  one,  the  hold  lady, 
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I  love  with  yer !  that's  hall,  for  she's  a  tenrible 
aqrthink  has  she  takes  binto  her  'ead ;  hand 
7  has  a  male  Metbody,  heven  doable  your  size, 

no  chance  agin  her,  hif  yonce  she  set  her 
lim,  particklar  has  Hie  feeding  hat  the  manor, 
» Taylor's  condition  balls." 

Hngh !  ''  a  shudder  came  o'er  him,"  as  he 
Ifednsa-like  effect  Mrs.  Momington  had  pro- 
0,  the  first  nij^t  he  had  seen  her  at  danhaven 

iw,  sir,"  resumed  Spriggs^  in  a  whining  voice ; 
lias  ve're  hall  brothers  I  'cept  yen  ve's  loveiers, 
fl^  hor  yidders,  so  you  hand  Hi  must  henter 
3ek  by  jowl,  permiscus  together,  so  has  I  may 
^xxl  place  near  the  platfonn,  hand  give  the 
int,  has  you're  Big  Ben,  sir.  Hand,  Musprat, 
good  has  to  make  yourself  wcry  scarce, 
ihe  manor  goes,  has  hanythink  has  Sir  Hugh 
1  come  down  for."  Sir  Hugh  took  another 
elf  in  the  Psyche,  and  his  disgust  gave  way 
ion  of  laughter  ;  as  with  his  broad-brimmed 
ggles,  and  gingham  under  his  ai*ni,  he  was 
t  compliment  Spriggs  upon  the  completeness 
morphose,  and  impersonation, 
x,"  said  that  worthy  (as  he  had  his  hand  on 
>f  the  door  to  open  it)  with  great  dignity  and 
t  the  consciousness  of  the  climax  by  which  he, 
riggs^  had  distanced  both  Nature,  and  Fate, 
natur  made  you  a  man, — chance  a  barrow- 
t  Hi Ve  made  a  Mcthody  hof  you  !  and  that 
•  two  bout  hof  Court  hany  day." 
ha!"  laughed  Sir  Hugh  ;  **but,  by  the  bye, 
^t  of  it    When  Mrs.  Momington  speakfii  to 
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me,  I  mean  is  introduced  to  me,  or  introduces  herself  to 
me,  what  ought  I  say  to  her  ?  " 

"  Say ;  vy,  nothink,  sir,  hor  youTl  spile  hall,  for  Aem 
Methodies  hain't  never  no  manners.  She'll  be  sure  to  lay 
it  hon  thick,  has  hif  she'd  got  the  trowel  in  her  and, 
and  vos  a  re-mortaring  Solomon's  tenfiple,  hand  the  thicker 
she  plasters,  the  solider  you  should  git^  honly  a  making 
hon  her  a  stiff  bow,  has  hif  you'd  been  Weaned  from  the 
vorld  hon  starch,  hand  'regenerated'  hon  steel-filings, jist 
to  let  her  see  that  you're  the  genuine  harticle,  hand  like  a 
true  '  new  crcatur,*  your  humility  his  halways  hon  the 
hincrease  :  that  his,  the  more  bothers  think  hof  you,  the 
more,  bin  course,  you  follers  suit,  hand  thinks  hof  your- 
self But,  above  hall,  sir,  don't  you  be  hoff  your  guard ; 
hif  you  sees  hany  one  has  you  knows, — ^'cause,  ricklect, 
hits  a  hunpossibility  has  the?/  can  know  you,  hunle^s  you 
betrays  yourself, — hand  you  may  see  some  hof  your 
acquauitance,  'cause  the  Cherrypant  Hussars  his  still 
quartered  down  ere." 

"  Not  much  fear  of  that,  for  I  should  think  a  meeting 
of  this  sort,  the  very  last  place  any  of  them  woidd 
come  to." 

**Lawr,  sir,  you  little  knows  the  sort  hof  desperate 
things,  country-quarters  will  drive  gents,  hand  hofficers,  to 
do,  bin  border  to  make  avay  vith  their  time,  hand  perwent 
their  making  avay  vith  theirselves,  hand  there  hain't 
never  a  theaytre  hat  Twaddleton,  hand  the  'Sembly  Booms 
his  seldom  used  but  for  'lection  dinners,  hand  Methody- 
meetings.  There's  honly  vone  billiard-room,  hand  vone 
reading-room  hin  the  town.  Hin  course,  they  don't 
trouble  the  latter.  So  that,  hexcept  hat  the  time  hof  the 
'sizes,  or  ven  Calcraft  coiiics  (^^^m,  now  hand  agin,  to 
Twaddleton  Gaol,  to  do  a  perfessional  job  hor  two,  there 
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^^  JRwOC  lUUiiiiMBii^nto  Y0ch6V6r.  So  TOt  hlfl 
fBai  to  do  t  The/s  obliged  to  go  to  Methody-meet- 
llkor  luj  we  ebet,  vere  th^  think  has  they  may 
l«aike»  a  little  game." 

i^^iirae  tight  is  his  statistics;  for,  upon  entering  the 
pmi  y«y  erowded  ball-room,  at  the  end  of  the  cor- 
kkiridchSir Hii£^ de  Byons's  bedroom  was  sntoated, 
Md  a  goodly  sprinkling  of  the  Cherrypant  Hussars, 
pappes  in  a  fleld»  and  amongst  them,  he  instantly,  to 
nafc  annoyance^  recognised  two  of  his  acquaintance — 

Mncui  Hilton,  and  Oomet  Scampington ;  but  he 
by  the  way  thai  they  eyed  him  £rom  head  to  foot, 
I  Mixture  of  jocnlarity,  and  sapercilions  impertinence, 
key  had  not  the  slightest  idea  who  was  so  near  them, 
aartiiy  did  he  congratulate  himself  upon  the  exccl- 

of  his  "get-np,"  as  Lord  Marcus^  who  was  fresh 
CSiristchnrch,  and  therefore  either  lisped  in  Latin, 
mbled  in  Qreek,  at  every  convenient^  or  inconvenient 
tnnity,  now  looking  down  at  Sir  Hugh  de  Byons's 
fk  of  DeqN>nd  boots,  nudged  Scampington,  and  said — 
Impede  HerctUem,*'  adding,  in  plain  English,  as  he 
A  his  moustache,  "  It's  quite  extraordinary !  the  si^ 
086  follows'  faety  invariably;  and  the  curious 
jsnenon  of  distorted  anatomy  they  present" 
t  pieaently  his  lordship's  attention  was  directed  to 
■1  more  attractive,"  and  giving  his  other  moustache 
ccaponding  twirl.  ''  By  Jove !  all  Matchlock  House 
d  out^  and  my  sentimental  Maypole,  that  I  used  to 
iver  the  wall,  with  bimches  of  primroses,  last  Spring, 
s  head  of  them.  Ah,"  concluded  he,  perorating  with 
h,  and  pressing  his  hand  upon  his  heart,  "confound 
Old  Worrybnnos  herself  and  tho  two  toaclicrs.  Never 
i'l  coaro^ !    Xos  hrw  novimue  we  nihUJ' 
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Those  who  have  seen,  and  those  who  have  nol^  a  flock 
of  well-conducted  ducks  or  geese,  walking  two  and  two, 
from  the  country,  Londonward,  marshalled  by  two  bipedfi^ 
may  form  a  pretty  accurate  idea  of  the  entrie  of  Miss 
Worrybones's  "  young  ladies  "  into  the  Assembly-room  at 
"The  White  Hart,"  where  the  tithe-meeting  was  hrid, 
walking  two  and  two,  all  dressed  in  white  muslin,  and 
headed  by  Miss  Jetson  and  Miss  Worrybones,  who  formed  a 
perfect  charade  en  action,  of  the  long  and  the  short  of  it ; 
for  Miss  Jctson's  neck  appeared  to  have  grown  longer  than 
ever,  a£|  it  towered  proudly — at  least  a  quaiter  of  a  yard — 
separately  and  distinctly  above  her  shoulders  ;  while  her 
whole  figui-e,  despite  crinoline,  was  thinner,  and  more 
diophanic  than  ever,  as  if  almost  blown  away  by  the  sighs 
she  hail  breatlied  to  her  afBanced  Terps,  for  they  had  now 
been  attianced  for  eighteen  months,  though  she  had  more 
than  once  gently,  but  firmly,  recapitulated  to  liim,  an 
axiom  of  her  "  dear  father  s  "  respectuig  the  disadvantage 
of  long  engagements  ;  and  so  consistent  had  the  Major 
been  in  all  his  opinions,  tliat  he  c^irried  tliis  pruiciple  out 
witli  respect  to  war,  as  well  a.s  love  ;  and  therefore  was  it, 
at  the  very  onset  of  the  attack  on  MuchchafF's  Mill,  near 
Bristol,  that  he  had  gained  that  glorious  black  patch,  which 
he  wore  to  the  <nul  of  his  days. 

Now  Miss  Worrybones,  differed  widely  from  Miss  Jetson, 
being  literally  as  broad  as  she  was  long,  and  her  whole 
figure,  tak^n  from  feet  to  head,  bearing  a  strong  fiE«nily- 
likeness  to  a  bee-hive.  While  ''Matchlock  House"  was  try- 
ing to  obtain  what  most  houses  (or  at  least  their  owners) 
wish  to  avoid, — i.  £?.,  a  settlement.  Lord  Maicus  Hilton 
was  pressing  his  heart,  and  turning  up  his  eyes,  in  mimic 
and  telegraphic  raptures,  at  the  fair  Jacyntha,  and  over 
his  shoulder,  the  more  mercurial  Scampington,  standing  on 
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one  fix)t  (the  lefk)  while  the  right  was  suspended  in  mid- 
air, as  he  leant  forward,  and  with  a  ''Fhre  et  Zephyr** 
air,  and  an  immense  amount  of  baUet  aplomb,  more 
even  in  his  face,  than  in  his  feet,  began  blowing  kisses 
from  the  tips  of  his  fingers  across  the  room,  to  the  same 
lady. 

"  I  declare,"  said  Miss  Jetson,  quite  loud  enough  for  all 
the  spectators  to  bear,  bridling  tremendously,  and  trying 
to  do  what  she  had  never  done  in  her  life,  no  doubt  from 
never  having  had  cause, — ^blusL  "I  declare,  wherever 
those  dissolute  Cherrypant  Hussars  are  quartered,  (so 
different  from  the  quiet  genUemardy  oflBcers  of  the  Slow- 
come  militia)  a  respectable  *  female,'  had  need,  on  coming 
to  public  places,  to  wear  a  placard,  with  'engaged' 
written  on  it. 

''Well,  never  mind  dear,"  soothed  Miss  Worrybones,  as 
she  shampooed  herself  into  her  own  place,  nextherelongated 
protegee,  "  never  mind  dear,  you'll  soon,  in  a  double  sense, 
have  a  legal  protector  of  your  own." 

*'  For  my  part,"  said  Miss  Di  Coverdale,  the  fast  young 
lady  of  Matchlock  House,  in  a  stage  whisper,  to  Miss 
Louisa  Lambkin,  the  sentimental  young  lady  of  the 
establishment — "  For  my  part,  I  should  prefer  red  pants, 
to  red  tape,  any  day." 

Miss  Jetson  looked  pumice-stones  at  her,  over  her  right 
shoulder  ;  but  merely  remarked  to  IMiss  Worrybones,  as 
she  "faced  to  the  right  about"  on  her  seat,  as  she  had  seen 
flie  Slowcome  militia  do  on  parade  in  her  youthful  days ; 
that  it  was  ''most  unfortunate  that  Mr.  Quirker  should  be 
detained  in  town,  on  the  present  occasion  ;  for  really  an 
engaged  'female/  more  than  any  other,  required  a  pro- 
tector, to  shield  her  from  the  audacity  of  the  other  sex, 
and  the  envy  of  her  own." 

VOL.  U.  Y 
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''  I  see  you,  Miss  Coverdale,  and  Miss  Lambkin,**  said 
the  Nemesis  of  Matchlock  House,  turning  quickly  round 
on  the  delinquents.  ''  Miss  Di  Coverdale,  debtor  to  Jane 
Worrybones,  one  handsome,  one  shilling  and  sixpence; 
Miss  Louisa  Lambkin  ditto,  ditto,  one  middling;  one 
shUUng." 

The  "  one  handsome, "*  alluded  to  Lord  Marcos  Hilton, 
while  *'  one  middling,"  was  the  more  plain,  and  less  flatt^- 
ing  designation  of  Comet  Scampington,  for  thus  were  tie 
'*  little  accounts  "  demanding  the  ocular  forfeits  at  Match- 
lock House  worded,  and  thus,  did  Miss  Worrybones  instil 
into  her  young  ladies,  by  every  pore,  and  vid  their  purse, 
as  the  most  enduring  way,  that  nucleus  of  British  femaU 
education,  Man-Woeship,  and  HusBAND-HuNrmo.  Cldti 
'posL  We  will  now  accompany  the  great  Benjamin  Make- 
sure  Bunyan,  in  his  noble  manner  of  ignoring  the  existence 
of  his  friend.  Lord  Marcus  Hilton,  and  his  laudable  and 
arduous  endeavours  to  get  near  the  platform,  which  was 
occupied  by  Mr.  Langston,  several  other  clergymen, 
Luther  Momington,  and  the  Eev.  Aminadab  Scuttledust; 
while  just  imder  it,  and  close  to  it,  sate  Mrs.  Momington, 
Mrs,  Delmar,  Eva,  and  Walter  Selden. 

For  this  latter  group.  Sir  Hugh  de  Byons  steered,  mak- 
ing a  sort  of  lightning-condUjCtor  of  his  black  gingham,  by 
which  he  kept  off  danger,  and  forced  a  passage  for  himself 
followed  by  Spriggs,  according  to  Atat  "  liberty,  tgaliti^ 
and  ''fraternity,''  style,  who  even  carried  this  to  the  length 
of  whispering — 

"  Capital !  sir.  You  handles  the  humbrellher  hin  fust- 
rate  style,  hand  does  the  take-care-of-number-one,  has  veB 
has  hany  Methody  amongst  'em.  Hi  sees  Madame  Mor- 
nington  a-loiiLring  to  fold  the  new  sheep,  in  her  harms 
halready.     Look  bout,  sir;    mind  vot  you  hare  about 
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'Cause  between  two!  vidders'  caps,  his  vot  the  holdest 
hadmirals  hin  the  navy,  Tould  call  difficult  steerage,  hand 
no  mistake!'' 

After  which  warning,  Spriggs  made  a  push  in  advance 
of  the  Baronet,  and  reaching  Mrs.  Momington,  after  pulling 
the  fore  lock  of  his  hair,  instead  of  his  hat,  said,  in  a  lorn 
voice,  jeridng  his  left  thumb  over  his  left  shoulder — 

"That's  he!  'mn.  The  Progress, — the  great  Benjaniin 
— ^the  big  Bunyan !  He  has  roused  me  in  the  train,  vith 
'The  Sinner's  Last  Snore,'  'um." 

Mrs.  Momington  sprang  to  her  feet,  as  if  moved  by  a 
spring,  having  in  her  hand  that  identical  tract,  ''Pour  se 
donner  an  contenance,"  as  the  French  say,  and  waiting 
patiently,  till  she  caught  Sir  Hugh's  eye,  or  rather  his 
spectacles,  for  he  was  looking  about,  with  his  mouth  open, 
as  Spriggs  had  directed  him,  in  order  to  look  as  gawky  as 
possible.  He  had  no  sooner  come  within  arm's  length, 
than  laying  her  hand  upon  his  wrist,  and  pressing  it 
gently,  Mrs.  Momington  looked  up  in  his  face,  or  rather 
at  his  goggles,  and  said,  in  a  voice  meant  to  be  the 
quintessence  of  pious  tenderness, — 

''No  further.  You  need  not  further  seek  your  place 
of  rest  Surely  the  place  of  a  brother  in  faith,  is  next  to 
that^  of  a  sister  in  faith.  You  yet,  (oh  great  and  good  man), 
ignore  that  humble  sister.  Not  so  she,  with  regard  to 
you,  whose  good  work  has  gone  before  him,  like  a  sweet- 
smelling  odour,  and  found  favour  in  her  sight  Oh,  that 
precious  ''Last  Snore''  has  awakened,  I  tmst,  the  sin-steeped 
senses  of  a  worldly  servant  of  my  son's.  I  am  not  wrong 
in  presuming  I  have  the  privilege  of  addressing  that  dear 
brother  in  the  Lord,  Benjamin,  Makesure,  Bunyan, 
am  ir 

«"  Oh !  Mrs.  Momington,  of  Thb  Atat  Ask  of  Sal- 

Y  2 


"  Amy,"  saidMra  Momington,  duurplyy 

Mr.  Bunyan,  and  consider  yourself  high! 
enjoying  the  society  of  such  an  advanced 
Amy  did  as  she  was  desired,  but  with 
slight  degree  betrayed  the  great  disgust^ 
fihe  felt  to  so  doing,  for  which  the  Und 
Upper  Benjamin,  could  then  and  there,  h. 
self  at  her  feet,  and  implored  her,  as  her  c 
often  warned  her  erst  of  old,  not  io  judge 
but  discretion  being  the  wiser  part  of  valo 
himself,  and 

"  Took  the  goods  the  Gk>ds  provid 

And  soon — 

"  Lovely  "  Amy  (not  Thais)  "  sat  be 

Looking,  from  a  certain  languor  that  the  < 
that  the  ''  manna  in  the  wilderness,"  had 
quisite  features  and  delicate  complexion, 
lovely  than  usual,  for  the  colour  that  hi 
her  cheek,  had  left  the  fairness  of  the  lily 
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tinuation  of  her  original  repugnance,  but  certain  it  Is,  she 
moYed  an  inch,  or  two,  further  on,  and  with  most  superero- 
gatory perseverance,  took  Ins  umbrella,  and  placed  it 
-Sabicon-wise,  between  them  on  the  bench,  saying,  "  I  can 
make  room  for  your  umbrella  here/' 

''  Sir  Hugh  seized  the  innocent  gingham,  envious,  as  is 
his  sex's  wont,  on  such  occasions,  that  it  should  be  more 
haj^ily  placed  than  himself  dashed  it  on  the  floor,  and 
put  his  huge  foot^  (no,  boot)  upon  it,  very  nearly  blurting. 
out^  "Curse  the  umbrella !"  as  he  did  so,  but  suddenly 
recollecting  himself  he  converted  the  blasphemy  into  a 
bland— 

*'  Dear  madam,  on  no  account ; — it  is  damp,  and  might 
give  you  cold." 

And  this  having  been  said  inadvertently,  in  his  natural 
voice,  it  caused  Mrs.  Delmar  to  look  up,  and  stare  at  him 
for  half  a  second,  whereupon,  he  turned  to  Mrs.  Mom- 
ington  and  remarked,  in  a  Yankee  nasal  drawl,  which  was 
the  nearest  approach  he  could  make  to  the  true  conven- 
ticle whine — 

"  I  rejoice  in  the  spirit,  to  see  the  Philistines  mustering 
here  so  strong,  and  hope  that,  like  Sampson,  the  Rev. 
Aminadab  Scuttledust  will  slay  his  thousands." 

**  At  all  events,"  said  Comet  Scampington  (who  over- 
heard the  remark)  to  Lord  Marcus  Hilton,  "  at  all  events, 
he  has  got  the  original  weapon  for  doing  it." 

Here,  Mrs.  Delmar,  foiled  in  her  ruse  about  the  umbrella, 
in  moving  to  the  very  extremity  of  the  bench,  out  of  the 
vicinity  of  the  great  Bunyan,  turned  her  face  full  upon  the 
two  Comets. 

"By  Jove !  what  a  lovely  creature,"  cried  Lord  Marcus, 
stopping  dead  shorty  in  the  third  twirl  he  was  giving  hu 
moustachio. 
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''Ah,  is  fihe  not?''  assented  Scampington,  ''curaed 
shame,  though,  she  should  be  wedged  in  there,  among 
the  saints!'' 

"Why,  where  would  yon  have  an  angel,  but  among  tlie 
saints  V  rejoined  Lord  Marcus,  quite  loud  enough  {ot  the 
eompliment  to  reach  its  proper  address,  whereat,  might 
hare  been  observed  by  any  one,  so  lowly-minded  as  to  cast 
iheir  eyes  on  the  floor  of  a  crowded  room,  one  of  the  great 
Beigamin  Makesure  Bunyan's  huge  Wellingtons,  involun- 
tarily flung  out  before,  as  obstreperous  donkeys^  are  wont 
to  fling  out  behind. 

While  these  tessellations  of  talk,  were  going  on  at  the 
foot  of  the  platform,^  Lady  Clairville  entered  at  the  side- 
door,  near  where  Mrs.  Momington  was  sitting,  leaning  (m 
Mr.  Thomberry. 

"  How  do,  Thomberry  ?"  said  Lord  Marcus,  as  he 
passed,  while  Walter  got  up,  and  rushed  forward  to 
Lady  Clairville,  who  was  looking  about,  rather  despair- 
ingly at  seeing  every  seat  in  the  room  occupied.  Mrsi 
Momington  did  not  wear  crinoline,  but  she  did  wear 
what  is*  more  voluminous,  and,  alas,  spreads  far  more 
widely,  in  England — Cant,  and  having,  from  the  first, 
Pharisaically  set  her  face  against  Lady  Clairville,  she  now 
in  the  same  anti-Chiistian  spirit,  so  rife  in  Anglo-Saxon 
folkmotes,  whether  in  the  aisles  of  churches,  or  the  crush 
of  ball-rooms,  spread  out  her  dress,  her  handkerchief,  and 
her  Tracts,  to  prevent  the  possibility  of  Beatrice  taking  a 
seat  near  her,  instead  of  compressing  her  skirts,  and  other 
appendages,  to  try  and  make  room  for  her,  as  our  less 
devout,  but  more  Christian,  continental  neighbours  in- 
variably do,  even  for  their  social  inferiors^  'in  all  gather- 
ings. 

Luther  Momin/rton   saw   the  whole  sceno    from  the 
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jhtfom,  where  he  was  sitting:,  s(>lv.-iim  aii-l  silent,  in  the 
.Hidst  of  the  clerical  rookery — a  curl  of  the  lip,  a  ilii.sh  of 
I  oqU  eye,  a  flush  on  the  colourless  cheek,  were  the 
I  of  an  instant    He  lose,  as  if  by  electricity,  seized 
duur  an  which  he  had  been  sitting,  and,  holding  it 
i  above  his  head,  by  one  leg,  after  the  fjEishion  of  acro- 
khe  spnuig,  or  rather  flew  (so  noiselessly  and  lightly 
;  he  reach  the  floor)  from  the  platform,  and,  making 
wajy  in  some  mysterious  manner,  equally  unknown  to 
to  others,  placed  the  chair  beside  Beatrice, 
**  Allow  me  to  ofiier  your  ladyship  this  chair. 
,  *Bat  it's  your  own,  and  I  am  taking  it  from  you,  Mr. 
{^^  said  she,  still  hesitating. 
■  Oh,  not  at  all, — I  can  get  another." 
'Thank  yon,  then,  very  much — ^it  is  a  real  charity," 
die;,  sinking   into  it,  and  repaying  him  with   one 
her  ingenuous  smiles,  which    was  like  those  little 
brooks,  of  which  we  see  to  the  uttermost  dei)ths, 
the  son  turns  their  ripples  into  silver,  and  then  she 
'  Mr.  Thomberry,  allow  me  to  present  to  you,  Mr. 
lington." 
'I've  the  pleasure  of  knowing  a  brother  of  yours  in  the 

bowed  Mr.  Thomberry. 
*IVe  often  heard  my  brother  mention  Mr.  Thombeny," 
Luther,  in  a  low,  timid,  hesitating  voice, 
^Intfa  a  faint  blush,  like  a  girl,  which  deepened  into  the 
vivid  crimson,  as  presently  he  heard  his  mother's 
itnoe^  ahrill  as  ''the  last  trump,"  and  almost  as  startling  ! 
Liqring— 

"Lather,  yon  are  keeping  the  whole  platform  waiting." 
"  Ten  thousand  thanks,  and  as  many  pardons,"  said  Lady 
Cbirville,  with  well-bred  empressementy  making  a  sign 
of  her  hand  to  him  to  return,-  "  for  that  is  my  fault." 
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The  young  man  bowed,  awkwardly  enougli,  hurried 
away,  and  felt  such  a  conflict  of  volcanic  emotions,  that 
they  were  like  the  throes  of  a  moral  earthquake,  more 
than  anything  else;  but,  above  all  this  chaos,  rose  but 
one  defined  feeling,  and  that  was  a  wish  that  the  earth 
would  open,  and  swallow  him.  However,  he  r^ained  the 
platform,  and,  much  to  Lady  Clairville's  chagrin,  remained 
standing  and  leaning  against  the  wall,  for  he  no  longer 
had  a  seat,  and  yet  did  not  appear  very  well  able  to  stand. 

*•  That  would  be  a  very  handsome  young  fellow, — ^much 
better  looking  than  Bowes ; — if  it  were  not  for  the  dis- 
figuring priest-like  coat,  and  white  dog-collar  round  his 
neck,"  observed  Mr.  Thomberry,  as  soon  as  Luther  was 
gone. 

"  The  whole  family  are  wonderfully  handsome,"  replied 
Lady  Clairville,  pointing  out  Mrs.  Delmar,  and  Eva.  "  And 
even  the  mother,  cold  and  petrifying  as  her  eyes  are,  must 
have  been  very  handsome." 

Here  the  little  Babel  going  on  throughout  the  room, 
was  checked  by  the  rising  (far  less  brilliant  than  that 
of  the  sun)  of  the  Eev.  Aminadab  Scuttledust  in  black 
shorts,  (by  way  of  an  evening  costume,)  who,  ad- 
vancing to  the  very  verge  of  the  platform  with  his 
right  foot  slid  forward,  and  pointed,  as  if  about  to  com- 
mence a  minuet,  cleared  his  throat,  turned  up  his  eyes, 
twirled  his  thumbs,  invoked  a  blessing  on  his  humble 
efforts ;  and  then,  once  more,  descending  from  Heaven  to 
earth,  opened  his  harangue  by  premising  that  he  was  no 
orator — a  work  of  infinite  supererogation,  as  his  discourse 
clearly  proved  that  without  any  such  waste  of  words  ;  for 
three  quarters  of  an  hour  he  kept  them,  denouncing  the 
heinousness  of  tithes,  which  were  clearly  not  free-will 
offerings.     From  them,  he  got  to  what  he  called  the  root 


teift-flia  eilaUiBhed  Church— which  he  d^gantly 
■uted  '*a  scab  an  the  £Eur  fieuse  of  the  natimL" 
K%  groens,  cries  of  "  Order !'")  and  a  Yoice  outside 
V  (sqipoied  to  be  Spriggs's)  "Ho !  ho !  a  scab  his 
n,  tibaft's  the  reason,  I  suppose,  has  you  Methodies 
le  to  the 'scratch!"' 

^hter,  hisses,  groans,  cries  of  "  Silence ! "  *'  turn  him 
ad  applause,  firann  the  officers  of  the  Cherrypant 
I,  in  ivbich  Miss  IM  Ooverdale  joined,  while  Miss 
Knee  groaned,  and  Miss  Jetson  bridled  and  fiumed 
fiolentibf,  energetically  enunciating  the  one  word, 
wfUhr 

Mm  as  the  storm  had  in  some  degree  subsided,  Mr. 
iust  resumed,  saying  he  would  not  furtber  touch  on 
urf  prejudices ;  but,  as  a  tree  was  known  by  its 
le  would  merely  call  their  attention  to  the  great 
p  that  pious  soul,  Monica  Momington,  the  founder 
OB  Atat  Abk  of  Salvation  "  had  poured  out  on 
leton  and  Fidd-Heuiy.  A  voice,  "  Where  are  the 
xjpes  that  we  may  see  them  f '  Innumerable  other 
•*  Ay,  where  ar^  the  microscopes  ?  for  I  defy  you  to 
3  blessings  without ! "  Hisses !  ''  Silence !"  and 
:  "  Order !  *'  Another  voice, — 
m  rU  tell  you  where  you  can  see  blessings — ^plain 
mtains  to  the  naked  eye — ^at  Beechcroft ;  look  at 
reaco  schools ! '' 

sr!  Hear!  Hear!''  loud  and  continued  applause. 
ady  Clairville  hung  her  head,  and  was  covered  with 
OIL  Mr.  Thomberry  kindly  stood  before  her,  and 
tred  something  about ''  doing  good  in  secret^  and 
^  to  find  it  fjEune."  In  order  to  quell  these  plaudits, 
he  saw  were  so  painful  to  her,  Mr.  Langston  now 
mrard  on  the  platform,  begging  to  trespass  for  a 
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short  time  on  their  attention,  and  promiaing  not  to  detain 
them  long. 

"  The  longer  the  better,"  from  several  voices.  Every 
one  felt  the  charm  almost  like  that  of  sleep  after  pain,  ac 
safety  after  fear,  at  the  soft,  deep,  mellow,  musical  tones, 
of  this  thoroughly  Christian  gentleman's,  and  weU-^ncated 
man's  voice,  following  as  it  did,  the  nasal,  whine^  and 
vulgar  rant  of  Mr.  Scuttledust. 

"  The  last  speaker,  commenced  Mr.  Langston,  **  has  m- 
proved  upon  Sir  Henry  Wotton's  *  DiapuUmdi  pruriius 
ecdeaiarum  Scabies  !'*  by  transferring  it  to  the  nation 
at  large.  And  perhaps  I  shall  astonish  some  of  my 
hearers,  and  anger  others,  when  I  declare,  that  though 
a  minister  of  the  Church  of  England,  and  if  one  of  the 
humblest,  I  hope  I  may  conscientiously  add,  not  one  of  the 
least  zealous — I  fear,  I  say,  that  I  shall  excite  surprise  in 
some,  and  displeasure  in  others,  when  I  declare  that  I, 
like  other  far  worthier  divines,  who  have  held  the  same 
creed,  believe  that  tithes  are  not  only  injurious  to  religion, 
but  detrimental  to  the  State.  Injurious  to  religion,  because 
they  have  a  tendency  to  make  the  pastor  independent  of 
his  flock,  little  anxious  after  their  spiritual  welfiEure,  uncon- 
cerned about  religious  duties,  desirous  of  gain,  a  lover  of 
the  world,  more  than  the  lover  of  God  And  I  deem  them 
detrimental  to  the  State,  because  they  discourage  agricul- 
ture, create  litigation,  and  are  oppressive,  and  unjust^  to 
those,  who  not  following  the  dogmas  of  the  established 
Church,  are  yet  obliged  to  contribute  to  the  support  of  the 
teachers  of  them."    (Great  applause  from  The  AtatianSu) 

•  "  The  itch  of  disputation  will  prove  the  scab  of  the 
Church."  This  was  so  favourite  an  axiom  of  Sir  Heniy 
Wotton's,  that  he  even  had  it  inscribed  upon  his  tomb. 


ll  n^  wpfmst  A  pandox ;  but  I  farther  iniiintaiii,  that 
liAei  m  not  the  best  payments  of  the  Clergy  in  general 
(Burl  hflurl  heart  from  diners  Curates  throughout  the 
Meeting.)  ''Individuals,  no  doubts  are  much  benefited 
if  thia  mode  of  remuneration;  namely — ^Lorda  Bishops, 
eftff  dignitaiies^  and  pluralista  But  how  small, — ^how 
Mmtemmal  a  portion  of  the  crumbs  of  their  loaves,  £Edls 
t»  the  share  of  the  most  laborious,  and  useful  members  of 
the  offlriating  Cleigy?  (Bemember,  my  friends,  /  am  a 
and  therefiire  am  not,  as  our  Gallic  neighbours 
it^  'Preaching  for  my  parish' — that  is,  for 
;Vjh1£)  Besides^  I  scarcely  think  tithes  constitutional 
Ihe  Sovereign,  the  Army,  the  Navy,  are  supported  by 
waul  tazes^  which  are  peipetnal  taxes,  imposed  in  bar- 
Wboos  times,  by  our  semi-barbaric  ancestora  They  could 
pie  away,  it  is  allowed,  their  lands, — ^but  how  could  they 
mnqxriate  the  use  of  those  lands,  which,  in  the  course  of 
tine;  from  the  industry  of  the  cultivator,  became  worth  a 
kudred-fold  their  original  value?  I  should  not  bo  dis- 
londto  make  too  great  an  innovation,  suddenly;  but  if, 
kthe  northern  counties,  the  experiment  were  tried ; — and 
^OQ  the  decease  of  every  incumbent,  the  tithes  should 
cnee  in  the  parish, — ^religion — I  mean  its  better  part — 
Ghnstiamty,  would  perhaps  gain  ground;  and,  if  the  ex- 
pnnent  succeeded,  other  counties  mighty  upon  petition- 
^g  the  Legislature,  have  the  same  privilege  allowed  them. 
h  this  case,  I  suppose  patronage  and  ecclesiastical  rights 
Id  remain  in  stotu  qtu>.  But,  when  Una  change  had  taken 
piece;  it  might  not  be  amiss  to  appropriate  the  revenues 
of  Cathedral  and  Collegiate  Churches,  in  those  counties  to 
fhepurchasfe  of  tithes  in  lay-hands,  by  which  the  occupiers 
ef  land,  would  be  freed  entirely  from  so  obnoxious  a  tax.'* 

Hi;  Langston  paused,  bowed,  and  was  about  to  aift.dM^ 
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amidst  great  applause,  and  very  few  dissentient  rofees, 
when  some  solitary  one,  in  the  crowd  exclaimed,  loud 
enough  to  be  heard,  when  all  the  rest  had  died  away, 
"Pish!— aCalvinist!" 

"  A  Calvinist !  '*  repeated  Mr.  Langston,  again  coming 
forward.  "  Nay — my  good  friend,  if  that  arrow  was 
levelled  at  me,  I  must  beg  most  indignantly  to  fling  it 
back  to  him  who  aimed  it,  it  having  fallen  so  very  wide 
of  the  mark.  As  I  am  a  Christian,  I  had  rather  you  had 
called  me  a  Papist,  for  it  would  not  have  led  me  so  &r 
from  home.  For  it  must  be  at  once  confessed,  and  lamented, 
that  the  very  same  persons,  and  churches,  that  had  so 
nobly  run  the  race  of  glory,  stopped  short  in  their  fuH 
career,  monstrously  attempting  to  deprive  others,  of  that 
religious  freedom,  which  they  had  so  bravely,  and  fearlessly, 
exercised  themselves.  And  thus  they  miserably  'halted 
between  two  opinions/  asserting  their  mvn  right  of  private 
judgment ;  yet  denying  it  to  those  who  diflTered  from  their 
belief  If  Rome  had  its  Inquisition,  Protestantism,  alas  ! 
had  its  sensual  Luther,  ayid  its  profligate,  and  persecuting, 
Calvin,  whom  some  one  has  just  done  me  the  dis-honour 
of  likening  me  to ;  that  Calvin,  whose  conduct  on  the  score 
of  inhuman  persecution  was  notorious.  While  he  ful- 
minated anathemas  against  the  Vatican,  he  himself  per- 
secuted a  far  nobler  man  and  purer  Christian  to  the 
stake  ;  and  who,  at  least,  unlike  his  persecutor,  had  never 

BEEN  BRANDED  AT  THE  GALLEYS.      To  SUm  Up  the  crimes, 

the  vices,  and  the  hypocrisy  of  Calvin,  in  one  indelible 
blot, — there  needs  but  the  one  word — 

SERVETUS  I 

"  Neither  was  his  blood-hound  tracking  of  this,  his 
hapless  victim,  the  mere  result  of  a  hot,  and  unbridled 
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hj  putjr,— or  I  should  say  by  sectarian 
it  ihali  iiifieniallaT%  which  devastates  whcorever  it  flows; 
bntliflr  the  ddibeiate  dictates,  the  confirmed  principles, 
fluit  Genevan  church,  of  ^diich  he  was  the  founder,  of 
m  (pi  their  original  pure  tenets,  of  which  he  was  the 
IrioDnder.  For  it  is  a  note-worthy  £Eu;t,  that  one  of  the 
efe  knded  and  admired  writers,  and  doctors,  of  that 
^dh,  one  who  is  allowed  to  be  the  best  expounder  and 
fender  of  its  tenets^— one  who  after  having  discussed 
a. question  concerning  the  right  of  persecution,  with  all 
s  aatofteness  of  an  able  man,  and  a  subtle  logician, 
Moring  under  the  up-hill,  miry  road  of  a  bad  cause, 
BB  1^  his  decision  in  these  words — 'concludimus 

MUErRATUK  CHBI8TIANUM    FOSSE    PGSNA    CAPITALI  IN 
IOLB3  PESTES  ET  HOKINITM  MONSTRA  ANIMADYEBTERE,' 

mely, '  we  conclude  therefore,  that  a  Christian  magistrate 
19  punish  such  pests,  and  monsters,  with  deatL' 
"Now,  just  let  me  ask  any  candid,  and  impartial  person, 
herein  does  the  difference  consist  between  this  sanguinary 
^  and  the  most  persecuting  Plapal  iaquisition?  If 
boe  be  a  difference,  it  consists  only  in  the  difference 
t  opinions  to  be  persecuted ;  the  Papist  will  excommu- 
ittte  you  for  holding  one  doctrine^  while  the  Calvinist 
n&  exterminate  you  for  believing  another;  but  the 
ttedy  unchristian  principle  of  pebsecution  is  the  same 
^hotlk  And,  furthermore,  have  we  no  cause  to  blush 
V  some  of  the  foremost  of  our  Beformers  ?  we  must 
16  Teiy  partial,  or  very  blind,  not  to  admit  that  many 
'  ihem  laboured  under  this  taint  of  persecution, 
(iirjr,  very  many,  who,  in  other  respects,  were  amiable, 
honest,  and  praiseworthy  men,  and  yet  were  wanting  in 
k  true  and  generous  spirit  of  religious  liberty; — that 
><Ui  and  Christian  spirit,  which  knows  the  weakness  ot 
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human  nature, — ^knows  how  liable  it  is  to  err,  and  thenc^ 
beriowB  on  difference  of  judgment,  the  same  blessed  tole- 
ration which  it  daims.  May  I  then  at  least  request,  firom 
the  justice  of  my  variously  thinking  hearers,  for  my  at 
least  Christian  sincerity — any  other  term  of  reprobation, 
than  that  very  unmerited  one,  of — Calvdost  t" 

Mr.  Langston  sat  down,  amid  unanimous  applause ; 
and,  among  the  very  loudest,  and  most  enthusiastic,  of  the 
claqueurs^  was  Luther  Momingtoa  Even  the  Cherry- 
pant  Hussars,  (who  were  not  proud)  generously  clashed 
their  spurs,  as  if  they  were  going  to  dance  the  Cracovienns; 
— ^while  the  heat  of  the  room  was  so  intense,  that  Match- 
lock House  appeared  on  fire !  at  least,  the  vivid  colour 
that  the  111th  wore  upon  their  limbs,  Miss  Worrybones's 
young  ladies  wore  upon  their  cheeks. — Mais  d  tout  mal^ 
heur,  qaelque  chose  est  bon  ;  and,  while  Mrs,  Momington 
had  been  rather  touched  by  Mr.  Langston*s  words,  (though 
she  did  notcare  to  show  it),  poor  Mrs.  Delmar,  between  the 
fatigiu)  of  the  morning,  and  the  heat  and  excitement 
of  the  evening,  fainted ;  but  forthmth,  the  arms  of  the 
great  Benjamin  Makesure  Bunyan,  made  sure  of  his 
prize,  and  ungratefully  forgetful  of  the  trampled  ging- 
ham, (which  had  piloted  him  into  port,)  was  bearing  his 
lovely  burden  from  the  room,  when  Mrs.  Mornington 
began  apologizing  for  the  trouble ;  and  saying  she  had 
beckoned  to  Luther,  who  would  be  there  in  a  moment, 
which  of  course,  accelerated  Sir  Hugh's  movements. 
Seeing  tliis,  she  called  after  him  : — "  you  will  find  our 
vehicle  at  the  door,  Mr.  Bunyan,"  as  she,  Eva,  and 
Walter,  followed ;  for  very  properly,  she  had  too  great 
a  regaixi  for  truth  to  call  it  a  carriage. 

"  Hall  right,  sir ! "  winked  Spriggs,  at  the  ball-room 
door ;  "  I'll  show  yer  the  vay  to  the  machine,  sir, — they 
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flraqptliBk  bin  nator  has  hitB  use,  but  I  never 
oadered  the  use  of  fBdnting-fits  afore: — ahall 
terfiirttiefbter.'' 

•eemg  Mrs.  Momington  dose  upon  him,  the 
added,  *'many  ands  make  light  vork ;  so  Hi'd 
wl  the  poor  gemman,  hif  I  Tosn't  a  suyant" 
He  did  the  ''poor  gemman"  seem  to  require  his 
,  that  even  whea  they  reached  the  semi-hearse, 
did  not  relinquish  his  frei^t  Spriggs  slammed 
ir,.ihen  pid  the  box,  got  upon  the  rooC  where  he 
vppmg  his  fingers,  and .  capering  like  a  wild 
indng  the  war-dance: — then,  drawing  up  into 
nmoreability,  he  roared  out  to  the  coachman, 
!  you  Bunyan, 

"OME!" 


Ban)  OP  VOL.  u. 


LONDON . 
ODPBIT   JLXiD  DELAKST,  3^  SAVOT  BIB1IT|  STBAND. 


THE   WORLD  AND   HIS  WIFE; 


OB,  A 


PERSON   OF    CONSEQUENCE. 


THl 


WORLD  AND  HIS  WIFE; 


OB,  A 


PERSON  OF  CONSEQUENCE. 


BT 


LADY  BULWER  LYTTON. 

AUIBOB    OP    "OBEWmUn,"    "VEBOD    TEE    BOmB,"    ko. 


Wtet  a  poor,  wtast  a  polirj,  wliat  a  mordlMi  purion  ii  tldf  powlow  of 
/  7«i  (amoBc  a  eortrfa  iol)  It  nflocte  no  ocaadal  whatenr  upon  U» 
tto*ttboflnflntlMAootd«ipleiblo  ftkobooda,  and  tannliialoi  ta  tho 
doilnietioiL*'-A%'t  *«  rorriio  Of  Fbt.** 


**  I  know  then  an  Taaeili»  tut  flw  wmld  b  good  In  fhe  hunp,  and  I  lort  aU 
■an kind;  ktaig%  kirda,  oooioion%  dodioHeo,  taUow-chandlan,  dalry-maldi, 
■—  okloft^  Mn1wai!ot%  wiihenromen, and  tinkoro;  tkej  aU  haTO  tbalr  dalmt 
OM  Mj  TCfard,  In  tbalr  dtftarant  itatkaia,  and  hang  ma,  If  I  don*t  boUtrt  then 
t  ff  >WiK  aWwiMii/  **— g.  CMwoa**  **  1F%o  wmCi  a  £Fii6ms  f  ** 
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A  PERSON  OF  CONSEQUENCE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

Janiel  in  ^is  $tn. 

*%>(,  of  paneffyrie,  "Ererj  man  is  honourable  who  is  so  by 
Inr,  custom,  or  title.  The  public  are  better  judges  of  what  is 
Konourable  than  prirate  men.  The  yirtoes  of  great  men,  like 
^ose  of  plants,  are  inherent  in  them,  whether  tiiey  are  exerted 
Or  not ;  and  the  more  strongly  they  are  inherent,  the  less  they 
^le  exerted  ;  as  a  man  is  the  more  rich  the  less  he  spends.'' — 

ICiXTIirUS  SCBIBLBBUS  ON  THB  AbT  07  SiNKIKG  IN  PoBTBY. 


'  is  impossible  to  live  in  the  nineteenth  century  and 
not,  like  Swift,  '^  adore  the  wisdom  of  that  Gothic 
institution  which  made  parliaments  annual ;  and  be 
^^^ifident  that  our  liberty  can  never  be  placed  on  a  firm 
^^imdation,  until  that  ancient  law  is  restored  among  us* 

▼OL.  III.  B 
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For  who  sees  not,  that  while  such  assembliea  arepormitted 
to  have  a  longer  duration,  there  grows  up  a  oommeice  of 
corruption  between  the  minister  and  the  deputies^  wherein 
they  both  find  their  accounts,  to  the  manifest  danger  of 
liberty?  which  traffic  would  neither  answer  the  design 
nor  expense,  if  Pc  rliainents  met  once  a-year/' 

But  the  mass  of  mankind  argue  upon  all  things  within 
the  narrow  circle  of  some  one  prejudice;  and  though  every 
stone  flung  cither  by  a  fact,  or  by  an  adversary,  into  this 
narrow  circle  may  and  does  widen  it,  they  seldom,  tQl  the 
breath  of  many  generations  has  passed  over  it,  succeed  in 
enlarging  it  sufficiently  for  the  admission  of  a  more  uni- 
Ycrsal  current  of  ideas. 

Moreover,  precedents  are  chartered  prejudices,  which 
time  bequeaths  to  nations ;  and  hence  it  is,  that  at  a  very 
early  stage  of  the  world  men  took  upon  themselves  the 
revision  of  the  Decalogue,  and  ordained  that  virtue  and 
vice  should  be  simply  grammatical,  with  this  notable  dif- 
ference in  their  grammar  of  the  passions  to  the  grammar 
of  language — that  the  latter  always  asserts  the  masculine 
to  be  worthier  than  the  feminine,  whereas,  in  the  former, 
it  is  insisted  that  the  feminine  should  invariably  be  wor- 
thier than  the  masculine ;  for  which  reason  all  penalties 
and  reprobation  for  leze  morale  have,  time  immemorial, 
been  reserved  for  female  delinquents ;  while,  to  their  cla- 
mours for  civil  and  religious  liberty,  men  have  always  added 
that  of  vicious  liberty  also. 

Still,  in  the  last  century,  our  less  enlightened  proge- 
nitors did  exact  that,  under  certain  dispensations,  there 
should  be  hmits  even  to  masculine  vice ;  and  though,  may- 
hap, in  those  days  the  incarnate  scandal  of  a  fox-hunting 
parson,  with  a  scarlet  collar  to  his  coat,  might  be  seen, 
once  in  a  way,  coming  out  of  Wills^s,  or  going  into  Bat- 
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tons',  still  that  narrow-minded  age  did  exacts  that  no  man, 
with  even  one  stain  upon  his  moral  character,  should  be 
allowed  to  cover  it  with  judicial  ermine;  whereas  now — 
nouM  avons  change  tout  fela  ; — and,  perhaps,  the  shortest 
road  from  Lincoln's  Inn  to  the  woolsack  is  for  a  long- 
robed  gentleman  to  have  Crim.-Con.  damages  of  his  own 
pending,  previously  to  being  made  Lord  Chancellor ;  vrtiile 
some  of  our  second  Daniels  have  been  known  to  come  to 
judgment^  scarcely  sobered  from  the  orgies  of  the  pre- 
ceding night ;  and  others,  to  show  that  they  have  no  nar- 
row professional  prejudices,  snap  their  fingers  at  Doctors' 
Commons,  and  give  society  a  charming  example  of  pater- 
nal affection  without  it.  With  such — damnum  absque 
infuria — ^Don  Juans  to  make,  break,  and  administer  oar 
ecclesiastical  laws,  no  wonder  that  their  purity  and  justice 
should  be  patent  throughout  Europe.     Cela  posi. 

As  it  is  raining  so  hard,  and  blowing  ditto — so  as  nearly 
to  extinguish  the  gas-light  in  the  lamps  at  the  comer  of 
Grafton  Street  and  Hay  Hill — suppose  we  go  into  that 
boose,  where  the  porter  has  just  opened,  or  hardly  opened, 
but  put  his  head  half  out  at  the  door;  for  the  applicant 
is  a  miserable,  squalid-looking  woman,  in  an  old,  thin^ 
nondescript-coloured  cotton  gown,  which  looks,  if  it  does 
aspire  to  a  defined  c<dour,  like  the  woven  dust  and  rain  of 
ages.  The  scanty  shawl,  or  rather  handkerchief,  with 
which  she  is  trying  to  shelter  her  poor,  bare  arms  from 
the  cutting  March  wind,  is  of  precisely  the  same  hue, 
only  it  has  a  narrow,  yellow-green  worsted  border  running 
round  it.  A  miserable  old,  bulged,  and  torn  straw  bon- 
net, with  a  black  and  green  check  ribbon — which,  like 
many  a  scion  of  a  noble  house,  has  run  itself  out,  and 
got  into  an  equal  muddle — completes  (with  a  pair  of  old 
boots,  through  which   her  stockings  protrude,  wet  and 

B  2 


4  THE  WORLD  AND   HI8  WIVB ; 

mud-steeped  at  the  Bide)  the  toilette  of  this  ''  grim  white 
woman  /'  for  such  she  appears,  as  the  flickering  gas-light 
falls  on  her  pale,  pinched  features,  as,  after  having  given 
a  timid,  pauper,  scarcely  audible  ring  at  the  deep-toned 
door-bell,  the  busy  porter,  knowing  his  business,  or,  at 
least,  his  place  too  well  to  open  wide  to  such  an  a}q[>eal, 
did  so  gingerly,  keeping-back  the  rest  of  his  person,  mrhile 
he  asked,  as  graciously  as  if  he  had  been  the  Cerberus  of 
the  parish  workhouse — 

''What?s  up  now?  What  d'ye  want  at  this  time  o' 
night— eh?" 

^'  Would  you,  for  pity's  sake,  kind  sir,  give  this  to  Judge 
Clairville  V*  said  the  wearer  of  the  dust  and  rain  brocade^ 
in  a  thin,  gasping  voice,  as  she  took  a  letter  out  of  a  piece 
of  very  coarse,  whity-brown  paper,  in  which  it  had  been 
carefully  wrapped  up,  to  prevent  its  being  soiled,  adding, 
"  And  I'll  wait  here  for  the  answer,  please,  sir." 

"  Wait  there  for  the  answer  indeed  I  Why,  you  don't 
suppose  Sir  Fulke's  a-going  to  get  up  from  dinner  to 
attend  to  the  likes  of  you,  do  you  ?  And  you  should  not 
have  disturbed  me  either.  There's  the  letter-box.  Where's 
your  eyes  ?     CanH  you  see  ?" 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  see,  and  I  humbly  ask  your  pardon ;  but  I 
wanted  to  be  sure  he  had  the  letter.  A  life  hangs  upon 
it,  sir,"  faltered  the  poor  creature,  which  gave  the  burly 
porter  an  opportunity  of  slipping  in  a  brutal  professional 
joke. 

"  Ha !  ha !  no  doubt.  A  good  many  lives  hang  upon 
Sir  Fulke — or,  at  least,  he  hangs  a  good  many  lives — all 
the  same  thing." 

At  this,  a  convulsive  sob  escaped  from  the  wretched 
suppliant,  and  untying  with  difficulty  a  hard  knot,  at  one 
corner  of  her  shawl,  her  fingers  trembled  so  from  cold  and 
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asnesa,  she  took  out  a  shilling,  and  timidly  offeriiig 

Jie  porter,  said, 

'm  ashamed  to  offer  you  bo  Httle ;  but  it's  all  I  have^ 

nd  if  jou  uoiiid  be  so  good  as  to  see  that  the  Judge 

ay  letter  ?" 

mph !"  grunted  Cerberus^  transferring  the  blood- 

r  to  his  pocket*     "Well,  wait  there,  and  ITl  see 

it..  So  sayings  he  slamiued  the  door  in  her  face, 
oi  before  you  aud  I,  reader^  with  our  Aamodeus 
f  have  shpped  into  the  halK 

Hhat  ia  it,  Steers  V  asked  a  full-blown  butler,  who 
overitig  near  the  dining*room  door,  in  order  to  let 
wter  know  when  it  was  ten  o'clock ^  of  which  it  now 
d  ten  minutesj  and  at  which  time  the  carriage  was 
d  to  take  him  to  Clanhaven  Hou.se- 
fhjj  it's  a  letter,  Mr.  Torrens,  that  is  to  be  given  to 
liHie  immediately/' 
ervaut  waiting  V 

oi  it^s  a  woman  that  brought  \L'* 
h !"  fiaid  Torrens^  contemptuouaty,  flinging  it  upon 
l?er,  that  8tood  on  the  ball -table,  and  pulling  down 
lite  waistcoat,  preparatory  to  re-entering  the  dining- 
wbere  we  will  precede  him, 

i  large,  thoroughly  lux^u riant  dining-room,  with  its 
g  fire^  its  pure  wax- lights,  its  Turkey  carpet,  its 
pictures,  its  deltciously  stuffed,  scientifically  springed, 
Velvet  cabriole  chairB,  with  their  moveable  screens, 
he  fragrant  aroma  of  fruit  and  wine,  all  combined, 
fh  many  sources,  to  create  one  soft  atmosphere  of 
te  lu^tury.     Amid  the  crystal  battalion,  drawn  up 

the  host,  were  two  empty  claret -jugs  and  a  third 
half  fulL  That  day^s  ''Times'' was  lying  atone 
r  bis  wine-gkas ;  but  Sir  Fulke  himself  was  leaning 
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btek  in  his  chair^  fast  asleep^  his  shoulders  ap  to  his  cars, 
and  both  his  hands  plunged  into  his  trousers'  pockets. 

The  study  was  not  a  pleasing  one,  unless  an  artist  had 
been  there,  gleaning  illustrations  for  Faust^  and  wanting 
a  model  Mephistophiles ;  for,  added  to  the  hooked  nose, 
the  sensual  mouth,  the  arched  brows, — in  brief^  the  satyr 
type,  were  all  those  hard,  seared,  worldly  lines — an  inter- 
sected map  of  bad  passions.  In  short,  Sallust's  portrait 
of  Catiline  would  have  done  for  a  photograph  of  Sir  Fulke 
Clairville : — 

*'  Oujuslibei  rei  nmultttor  atque  dissimulat&r."  * 

*  And  why  not  P    Since  Success  is 
The  world's  high  priest,  which  absolves  every  erime. 
And  grants  plenary  indulgences  to 
Every  means,  that  leads  to  his  Altab/ 

And  who  had  ever  succeeded  better  in  the  crooked  little 
greatnesses  of  Society  than 

Fulke  Singleton  Northcote  Clairville? 

Roused  by  the  opening  of  the  door.  Sir  Fulke  opened 
one  eye,  which  Cyclopian  proceeding  did  not  improve  his 
appearance,  murmuring,  as  he  did  so,  "  Court  rules  that 
plaintiflF  should  pay  costs.'^ 

"  Oh !  beg  your  pardon.  Sir  Fulke.  I  was  not  aware 
you  were  dozing ;  but  the  person  who  brought  this  letter 
waits  an  answer/^ 

Sir  Fulke,  without  turning  or  sitting  up  in  his  chair, 
withdrew  his  right  hand  slowly  from  his  pocket,  and 
stretching  it  out,  scrambled  the  letter  off  the  salver,  mut- 
tering, in  a  voice  thick  with  wine  and  sleep, 

"  Waits,  eh  ?     Well,  I'll  ring/^ 

•  A  man  possessing  the  power,  on  every  occasion,  to  seem 
irhat  he  was  not,  and  to  conceal  what  he  «a#. 


>iiilii«itt|  Hiniihiiu;  wbereapm  hb  matter  gtood 
||$f|piMiiH*Bif  11  fOMDg  drake,  pooied  oat  another  gfaoa 
NfaM^  ikmk  it,  aad  dMi  lifted  over  the  braneh  nearer 
fifee  edlgaef-dielaUey  ao  aa  to  have  more  fight ;  re-aeated 
loie  opoi  the  letter,  whieh  ha  ran  hia  eyea 
f^  and  hid  bo  aooner  done  ao,  than  a  whole 
Ml  €i  eonflicting  expressions — rage,  fear,  diagnst,  vai« 
MMat,  pfide,  and  ita  jaekal, — meannesa — seemed  to  rise 
kmtm&e  m  hia  free,  aiad  be  engaged  in  a  gladiatorial  and 
IHrlal  alraggle.  Again  he  read  it  over,  aa  if  taking 
■aolea  of  eiwry  word,  weighing  and  analyzing  them. 
bfii^  dene  whieh,  he  emmpled  the  letter  eonvnlsively  in 
is  haoid^  plumed  it  into  the  fire,  giving  the  paper  one  ener- 
|Blie  atab  with  the  poker,  which  he  kept,  like  an  aasassin's 
laniard  pinning  a  human  heart,  till  the  last  flimsy,  flame- 
iSB^ed  pieee  of  black  tinder  of  the  consumed  letter  had 
faappeared  up  the  chimney.  Then,  leaving  the  poker 
tiding  in  the  fire,  and  gazing  on  the  spot  where  the 
mio  dafi  had  taken  place,  he  muttered, 
'#  Confound  them  I  they  must  have  got  some  one  to 
Mta  that  letter — that's  the  worst  of  it.''  Here  ensued  a 
Ifelig  pause,  which  he  accompanied  by  an  energetic  pulling 
tflds  nnder  lip; — and  then  suddenly  added,  '^  Yes,  that's 
It  pity  I  had  not  thought  of  it  sooner." 

So  saying,  he  rang  the  bell,  re-seated  himself,  dispersed 
Ito  host  ct  conflicting  expressions  from  his  face,  and  upon 
be  i^e-entrance  of  Torrens,  assumed  an  air  almost  aa 
^  aa  Lord  Kremlenston's,  and  said,  leaning  his  head 
:  over  the  chair, 

^Oh,  tdl  the  person  who  brought  that  letter,  Torrens, 
hit  it  shall  be  attended  to,  and  I'll  send  an  answer 
b^Borrow  morning : — and  stay, — as  it*s  a  poor  woman, 
ipie  her  tiiis  half-sovereign." 
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'*  Very  good,  Vm  sure,  of  you.  Sir  Pulke;*'  bowed  the 
portly  Torrens,  as  he  took  the  coin,  and  walked  over  to 
the  fire  to  remove  the  poker  from  its  dangerous  positionj 
which  his  practised  eye  had  instantly  perceived. 

"  At  the  same  time,  there  are  so  many  of  thoae  begging- 
letter  impostors; — ^that  it  is  running  the  risk  of  encou- 
raging that  sort  of  thing/' 

''  Ah,  very  true,''  assented  the  amiable  and  benevolent 
Sir  Fulke : — "  but  I  really  do  believe  this  woman  to  be  in 
distress  ; — at  all  events,  I  shall  inquire  into  her  story ; 
and  if  her  statement  is  correct,  will  see  that  she  is  per^ 
manentltf  relieved.  But  you  tell  her  to  go  now,-^and 
that  to-morrow  mpming  she  shall  have  an  answer." 

"Very  good.  Sip  Fulke." 

"  Oh  I — is  the  carriage  come  ?" 

'^  Not  yet.  Sir;  it  still  wants  a  few  minutes  of  ten." 
.  "  Well,  just  send  round  to  the  stables,  and  hurry  it, 
will  you  ?" 

"Phelps!"  called  Torrens  to  a  footman  over  the 
kitchen-stairs,  as  he  closed  the  dining-room  door.  '*  Car- 
riage to  be  brought  round  immediately ;  Sir  Fulke's  in  a 
hurry." 

"  Dooce  take  it  I  why  it  will  be  here  in  five  minutes, 
without  my  going." 

"  No,  no,  you  must  go,  and  hurry  it." 

"Thafs  always  the  way, — if  I  hold  a  good  hand," 
cried  the  disgusted  Phelps,  flinging  dowii  his  cards  at 
whist,  and  requesting  his  partner,  the  upper  housemaid,  to 
play  dummy  till  his  return. 

Meanwhile,  Torrens  graciously  condescended,  vrithout 
disturbing  the  snoring  Steers, — ^who  was  ensconced  in  his 
chair,  labouring  over  his  dreams  like  a  somniferous  steam- 
engine,  at  least  as  far  as  steam  could  be  achieved,  with 
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'  one  sleeper : — the  portlj  T^anens,  we  nj,  himadf 
leseended  to  open  the  hall«door^  and  hold  a  parley 
the  drenched  and  mberable  being,  who  was  vainly 
Log  a  partial  Bbelter  at  the  aide  of  it,  for  Sir  Fulke 
nri lie's  house  did  not  posseiia  the  hoepitahty  of  a  portico. 
Elere,"^  said  he,  boIdlDg  out  the  homoeopathie  piece  of 
: — ^whichj  howeveij  the  woman  never  advanced  her 
[  to  take^ — "  Sir  Fulke  sends  you  this." 
le  poor  creature  groan  edj  and  rocked  herself  to  and 
with  that  sort  of  ud hinged  motion,  which  is  the 
lius  that  despair  gives  to  the  pendolum  of  our  sool, 
1  fate  baa  put  ^//  its  works  out  of  order. 
Ajidj''  continued  Torrens,  heedless  of  the  incarnate 
idbf  that  was  enacting  before  him,  ''he  says  your  letter 
1  receive  immediate  attention,  and  you  shaJl  have  an 
rer  to-morrow  morning.'' 

He  really  said  so  I''  cried  the  poor  creature,  lifting  up 
liead  and  clasping  her  hands;  ''thank  Ood!  thank  God!'' 
Qf  course,  he  did,  or  I  should  not  take  the  liberty  of 
ing  his  name  to  anything  he  did  not  say.  Here, — 
fft  the  half-sovereign  he  sent  you ;  and  I'm  sure  you 
think  yoursdf  very  lucky,  and  that  you  have  made  a 
t^  night's  work  of  it." 

ffl,  the  wretched  woman  seemed  to  hesitate  with  some 
Kribable  repugnance  to  taking  the  money ;  at  length, 
kdd  out,  (like  a  Hindoo  fearing  to  lose  caste  if  she 
lied  it,)  the  same  comer  of  her  miserable  shawl  from 
h  she  had  taken  the  shilling,  and  said,  "  Would  you 
l^good.  Sir,  as  to  put  it  here  ?" 
|4  Torrens  dropped  it  gingerly  out  of  his  fingers 
llie  ahawl ;  where  she  instantly  tied  it  up  in  a  knot, 
iildlver  predecessor  had  been ;  while  the  great  man's 
U  added,  as   the  great  man's  high-stepping    bays 


after,  it  would  have  been  impoasibWfbrt 

watcher  of  her  movements  to  decide,  whet 
or  the   fog,  had  opened  to  admit  her, 
swollen  gutter  now  flowing  rapidly — like 
least  lovely,  and  oftenest  wedded  of  all  bi 
solemn,   slothful  Adriatic, — had  carried 
from   London,  on  to  Lethe,   where  so 
better,   and  happier,   than   she,  are  in   i 
moments  of  each  succeeding  hour,  beiuj 
it  would  have  been  impossible  to  say; 
certain  was,  that  she  was  gone. 

Sir  Fulke  did  not  wait  to  have  the  can 
but  was  in  the  hall,  when  Torrens  tur 
immediately  proceeded  to  help  him  on  v 
which,  however,  he  hardly  took  time  to 
into,  when  the  step  was  lowered,  and  he 
carriage. 

"To  Clanhaven  House,  Sir?"  aske 
waiting  the  orders  he  did  not  receive. 

"  Confound  it !  no,  Piccadilly — that  is,  S 
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daApMl"  VBlteidl  Sir  lUke^  kokiiig  up  at  tlie 
^g^mipi  window^  which  from  the  light  that  iitiiaiiii 
D,  mA  tibe  iiliweiUs  that  flitted  from  tisie  to 
the  wUte  Uinda,  that  ware  ail  drawn  down^ 
I  cf  a  party.  The  frust  wa%  Mr.  Cioabie 
Bv  had  Bianied  a  governess,  who  was  extremely 
»li  and  aa  her  former  eUeniel  enabled  her  to  secure 
r  an  the  tiUe  of  i»ofessional  talent  gratis,  on  the 
g  of  friendshipi  and  they  acted  as  an  admirable 
'  to  lore  aiistocratie  FwmHcos  to  the  honse;  the 
with  her  liege  lord's  perfect  approbation  and  coneor^ 
I  often  had  mnaical  reumionM;  and  on  this  night 
happened  to  be  (me  of  them. 
JfMV  eried  Sir  Folkey  checking  Phelps  aa  his  hand 
Ml  the  knocker:  ''only  ring,  and  tell  some  one  to 
out  to  me.'' 

iw  aa  all  advantages  in  this  world  have  their  disad- 
geSy  what  Sir  Fulke  gained  in  quiet  privacy  by  this 
idingy  he  lost  in  expedition  ;  for  it  was  not  to  be  sup- 
l  that  on  the  night  of  a  party  in  a  house  where 
plate  was  hired,  though  the  performers  were  not, 
a  mere  ring  at  the  door  could  receive  very  prompt 


ting  again,  Phelps ; — and  louder/*  Phelps  did  so : 
whUe  so  engaged,  an  indiscriminating  pot-boy  set 
cry  of  ''Bee — rP'  and  in  transferring  the  foaming 
Bta  from  mie  tankard  to  another  for  the  servants' 
Hr  (why  f  was  his,  or  his  master's  secret) — ^he  awk- 
^.  let  the  pewter  slip  out  of  his  hands,  and  the  whole 
9  eontenta  completely  saturated  Phelps's  clean  white 
stockings.  But  the  door  was  opened,  and,  as  if  to 
I  light  of  the  disaster,  down  boomed  from  the  ivory 
A  and  silver  voice  of  Alboni,  the  appropriate  air  of 
**  Un  Segretto  per  esser  felice  /" 


xor  a  momenc  r     i  uuui  noc  < 

"Won't  you  step  out,  «ir,  into  the  d 

into  his  office  V' 

Sir  Fulke  did  so,  requesting  to  be  t 
latter;  and,  when  the  waiter  had  stirred 
extinct  fire,  placed  a  chair,  and  lit  the  gas 
paratory  to  leaving  the  room^ — "  What  ns 
please,  shall  I  say  ?^ 

"  Oh,  merely  a  client  of  Mr.  Quirker's 
to  him/' 

"  Very  good,  sir ;"  and  the  Mercury  vai 

Sir  Fulke  stood  with  his  back  to  thi 
slouched  over  his  eyes,  his  hands  behinc 
his  eyes  wandering  about  the  room  ;  foi 
be  supposed  that  the  dusty  law-books,  tl 
boxes,  and  the  tape-tied  parchments,  and 
line  leaves,  had  sufficient  attraction  to  riv 
presently,  he  espied  peeping  from  a  bro 
hand  that  held  it,  and  several  others,  an 
Lord  Portarjis's  hand- writing.  Now  of  o 
would  not  have  been  so  ungentleman-like  i 


m^  A  iSBiOM  Of  comnQUBifGx.  IS 

ppg  gsmato  us  far  the  piupoae  ot  xuing  them^  he  need 
il^andittid— 

I  "Formthouflandreaacmg,  it  is  better  it  should  be 
Ipn  Leone— few  live  to  tell  tales  who  go  there.  More- 
m,  though  called  the  Ghdd  Coast,  it's  not  like  Austrafia, 
jhen^  by  some  lodcy  stroke  of  the  pickaxe,  a  dUparie 
mj  be  eoiiverted  into  a  millioimaire  from  one  minnte  to 
■aAcr^  and  be  back  upon  one,  before  one  knows  where 
1^  IS.  Bat  mind,  it  must  be  before  October,  the  old 
Upaan  grows  so  troublesome. 
^  "Yours, 

"  Quandiu  se  bene  gesserit.''  ♦ 

^  Quandiu  te  bene  gesserit  /"  repeated  Sir  Fulke.  ''  Et 
IV  QUOQUB  Bbuti  !  rU  take  the  hint ;  for  as  it  is  ad- 
gpiUe  to  learn  even  from  one's  enemies,  I  don't  see  that 
Ipi  should  have  any  scruple  in  doing  so  from  one's 
pMs; — et  je  vous  connais  beau  masque  I — and  yet,  it's 
ikiiishing  I  however  black  a  man's  own  deeds  may  be, 
■1  however  dirty  the  tools  he  is  compelled  to  use  in 
'  "^"  "^  them,  oh  how  heinous  the  self-same  obliquities 
>  in  another f  when  he  chances  to  discover  them  by  a 
}  lays  from  his  own  dark  lanteru,  while  groping  in  the 
\  track  1  So,  my  Lord  Portarjis  I  it's  well  to  know 
Iptyoti  also  require  the  secret  services  of  the  Brothers' 
ftncker !  for  it  is  consolatory  the  way  in  which  the  com- 
pfeilive  anatomy  of  another  man's  vices,  seems  to  lessen 
i|e^sown  moral   malformation.      I've  a  great  mind  to 

•**A  clause  in  law,  signify ing  that  the  person  to  whom  an 
rni  11  delegated  shall  hold  the  same,  as  long  as  he  conducts 
S^idf  (or  it)  properly,  or  it  may  be  improperly ,  according  to  .^ 
%iemoe  required,  and  the  person  employing  him. 
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keep  this/'  added  he^  stretching  out  hit  hand  towards 
the  note^  but  as  suddenly  drawing  it  back.  ''  No— hang 
it  I — that's  a  felony^  and  would  never  do  for  me !  but 
what  an  infernal  shame  of  that  fellow,  Crosbie,  leaving 
such  a  communication  open  in  a  bronze  hand,  pro  bono 
publico^  on  his  office  table.  I'll  take  good  caie  never  to 
give  him  an  opportunity  of  selling  me  in  this  way  — 
and '' 

But  whatever  further  reflections  he  was  about  to  make, 
were  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  the  master  of  the 
house,  with  not  the  most  gracious  expression  of  counte- 
nance in  the  world,  at  having  been  made  to  quit  pleasure 
for  business  at  so  unseasonable  an  hour ;  but  seeing  who 
the  intruder  was,  he  immediately  advanced  with  the  most 
deferential  respect  and  empressi  manner,  exclaiming, — 

"  You  !  my  dear  Sir !  " 

But  before  he  could  add  the  Christian  name.  Sir  Fulke, 
putting  up  his  fore-finger,  telegraphed, 

"  Ob,  breathe  not  his  name !" 

So  the  door  closed  without  the  waiter  being  the  wiser 
who  the  client  could  be  that  transacted  business  at  such 
an  hour ;  but  the  next  minute,  having  borrowed  a  pair  of 
stockings  for  Phelps,  he  soon  gratified  his  curiosity. 

"  Ten  thousand  pardons,  my  dear  Sir  Fulke,  for  not 
having  come  instanter ;  but  I  had  no  idea  that  I  should 
have  the  honour  of  seeing  you  at  this  time  of  night,''  said 
the  host. 

"  Gammon,  Quirker  !  don't  let  you,  and  I,  waste  our 
time  talking  about  honour !  sit  down,  I  want  to  talk. to  you; 
I've  a  job  that  mtist  be  done,  or,  at  least,  begun,  to-night  J' 

Crosbie  Quirker  bowed,  wheeled  his  library-chair  over 
for  his  visitor,  and  seated  himself  in  another,  immediately 


IS 


\  tD  lin.    Sir  Fnlke  Ud  his  hat  upon  the  table, 

Mei^orea  into  it,  and  having  atretehed  ont  his 

M%  and  polled  down  his  wristband,  aaid,  withont 

!!pMHnbH— 

'My  wi^  is  cieaier  than  I  thought  it  would  be,  for  I 
i^thitaortofwoik/' 
li»^  WImiI  aoct  of  work  V  inquired  Crosbie,  with  a  degree 
f Ufstifieatian  so  gmuine,  that  it  amounted  to  the  appear^ 
!'«C  oaadour;  and  really,  wh^  a  man  has  not  ''re- 
Ithed — ^1  and  all  his  works,'' but  toute  au  cou" 
ik  i$  €noQgh  to  ponle  him,  to  have  a  demand 
\  190B  hia  industry,  by  the  uMntion  of  work  in  the 
'number. 

^XsAt  I"  said  Sir  Fulke,  pointing,  and  continuing  to 
,  to  Lord  Portarjis's  note,  as  grasped  by  the  bronse 
while  he  fixed   his  pale  stony  eyes  upon  the 
y,  with  a  gaze  under  which  the  latter  was  visibly 
Ag.      This  he  did  sufficiently  long  to  give   the 
i  time  to  work ;  and  then  he  added,  in  a  voice  so  de- 
and  inqaisitorial,  that  it  froze  the  very  marrow 
^Ifr.  Crosbie  Quirker's  well-covered  bones. 
^hfm  mfamous  !  to  leave  such  letters  about  for  every  one 

.  you  deserve  to  be  struck  off  the  roUs.'' 
*  Bless  my  soulP'  gasped  the  terrified  Crosbie. 
'No  Unsphemy--and  no  swindling,  if  you  please; — 
l»  drawing  upon  Heaven  for  what  you  know  will  not  be 
[^«^your  credit  is  all  in  another  direction,''  said 
r?«fte,  with  a  ghastly  smile. 

"Well— really— never  in  all  my  life  did  such  a  thing 

t  to  me  before. — I— I — I  canH  conceive  how  I  came 

\  ba  BO  careless,"  stammered  the  attorney,  seizing  the 

\^  Us  other  patron,  and  being  about  to  throw  it  into 
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Sir  Folke  arrested  his  arm. 

"  Worse  and  worse.—'  Write  not,  burn  not/  ahodd 
be  the  motto  of  all  who  aspire  to  being  wise  in  their 
generation.  What  were  iron  safes  and  Chubb's  locks 
made  for  ?" 

Crosbie  rose,  opened  the  one  at  the  side  of  the  fire- 
place, flung  the  note  into  it,  and  turned  the  quadrupk 
lock  on  it,  replacing  the  key  in  his  pocket. 

''If  you  can  forgive  me  this  once,  Sir  Fnlk^'  Baid 
the  penitent  thief,  joining  his  hands,  as  he  had  seen 
monumental  figures  represented  in  the  act  of  praying  do. 

"  Forgive  you,  my  dear  sir, — ^with  all  my  heart.  You 
have  not  injured  me/'  said  Sir  Fdke,  with  a  horrible 
smile,  holding  out  both  hands  in  the  most  cordial  manner 
to  his  tool. 

"Not  to  detain  you  too  long  from  more  agreeable 
society, — now  for  my  little  affair." 

"  Never  can  be  more  ageeably  employed  than  in  your 
service.  Sir  Fulke,''  bowed  the  courteous  Crosbie,  re- 
seating himself,  and  approaching  his  chair  to  confiden- 
tial distance  towards  his  patron's. 

"  Ah  !  well,  glad  you  thing  so, — but  where  there  is  no 
horse-hair,  you  know,  there  need  be  no  humbug.  So, 
like  his  Majesty  King  Richard  the  Third  in  the  play, 
now  be  'yourself  again,'  and  listen  to  what  I.  have  to 
say/' 

And  here,  the  two  heads  came  so  closely  together,  and 
the  murmurs  in  which  they  spoke  were  so  low  for  the 
ensuing  half  hour,  that  even  had  the  ogre  in  Puss  in 
Boots  been  under  the 'table,  in  his  celebrated  r6le  of 
mouse,  he  could  not  have  heard  what  they  said,  though 
he  might  have  perceived — that  ever  and  anon  the  attor- 
ney put  in  a  demurrer,  which,  however,  the  judge  over- 
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pW^  «yi  fiM%Craibie  Qiurker  Mid  m  an  «^^ 
.  not  loud : — 
^YoTf  wen,  8ir  Falke,  I^U  see  to  it  immediitely.'' 
hflm  VU  gife  joa  the  addreM/'    And  he  wrote  eome- 
on  m  dieet  of  paper,  which  the  attorney  had  no 
IpHrnad  than.he  exdaimed:— 
VBIiMsjraoiar 

F^lkn  fon  go  again/'  intermpted  Sir  Fnlke,  kying 
I  upon  Croabie'a  arm. 
f  All  I  waa  gmng  to  aay.  Sir  Folke,  waa,  that  thoae 
of  ikb  Addphi,  are  a  tickliah  locale  to  go 
t  aig^t^^Jt'a  a  chance  if  I  arrive  aKve  so  &r  down  by 


I — are  tihere  no  anch  things  as  life-preservers 
poKeemenr' 

I^Yea,  oortainly-^I  did  not  think  of  them  for  the 

pnent;  but  then,  they  must  know  where  I  go/' 

^I  don't  see  the  necessity.— -When  they  have  escorted 

ft  tfuongh  the  arches,  cannot  they  wait  on  the  other 

down  hy  the  bridge,  till  you  return  ?'' 

aeeing  that  Croslne  still  held  the  piece  of  cheese  in 

beaki  that  is,  that  he  still  hesitated,  Sir  Fulke  pro^ 

not,  indeed,  to  flatter  him  upon  his  charming  voice, 

request  a  song,-^but  upon  his  astuteness,  diplomacy, 

and  its  better  part,  resource, — pointing  out,  how 

were  at  least  six  hundred  solicitors,  all  more  or  less 

sharp,  clever  feUows,  and  not  over  squeamish ; 

there  waa  but  One  Crosbie  Quirker,  who  to  the  acu* 

la  of  the  law,  added  the  strategy  of  the  general,  and 

idsfotion  of  the  friend !     The  cheese  dropped, — Cros- 

ivasspringed  ! 

"WeD,  good-bye,  my  dear  fellow,  you  really  are  a 
TOU  ui.  c 
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tramp  I''  cried  Sir  Fulke^  in  mock  admiration^  as  he  shod^ 
his  hand  with  spurious  cordiality. 

"Ah,  well,  if  we  win,  it  won't  be  by  honours,  Sir 
Fulke,''  said  the  tool  dolefully,  venturing  on  this  sorry 
jest. 

^^  Clearly  not,  for  the  odd  trick  is  more  in  our  way,'' 
chuckled  his  patron,  with  another  Mephistophiles  laugh ; 
adding,  "be  so  good  as  to  see  that  the  coast  is  dear.  I 
don't  mean  from  servants ;  but  that  there  are  none  of  your 
guests  in  the  hall,  and  I  will  not  detain  you  longer.'^ 

Crosbie  looked  out,  and  reported  that  there  were  only 
two  or  three  servants  waiting  there.  Sir  Fulke  then 
bowed  more  ceremoniously  to  the  host,  at  the  room-door, 
and  repeated  his  adieux,  and  apologies,  for  having  intruded 
on  him  at  so  unseasonable  an  hour,  while  the  latter  turned 
to  the  hired  waiter,  who  had  admitted  him,  saying : — 

"  Let  this  gentleman's  carriage  draw  up,"  as  if  he  still 
ignored  his  name ;  and  then,  with  a  profusion  of  additional 
bows,  Mr.  Crosbie  Quirker  himself  conducted  his  **  client " 
to  the  hall-door,  saw  him  safely  into  his  carriage,  and,  as 
it  drove  ofiF,  waved  his  hand  to  The  Right  Honourable 
Sir  Fulke  Clairville ;  for  he  was  a  Right  Honourable  in 
virtue  of  his  being  a  Privy  Councillor,  and  such  being  the 
case,  surely  even  a  Cossack  would  cry — 

"  God  save  the  Queen  !" 


Ol^  A  riBMM  or  COKSBQUBNCB. 
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CHAPTEB  II. 


%  Mflrfeing  gtan's  Jiome. 

**  Fteui^fieuif  Ugonem  voeai, 
Novi  ego  hoe  Sarculum  moribui  ^ibui  net** 

Plautus. 


ira  miiBt  pass  a  day  with  a  child,  one  would  rather  it  talked 
■ature,  or  accident,  or  some  myBterious  thread  of  ideas. 
impted  it,  than  find  it  an  enthusiastic  admirer  of  Henry  the 
{fath,  or  absorbed  in  the  history  of  the  Second  Punic  War. 
it  Is  m  child,  for  Heayen's  sake  let  it  be  a  child.  Indeed, 
nay  go  farther  ;  if  a  man  is  a  fool,  it  is  a  thousand  pities 
ahoold  erer  try  to  be  anythinf^  else.'' 

From  the  "  Timet "  of  Tuesday,  April  5th,  1857. 

r'  was  a  lovely  day  at  the  beginning  of  July,  and 
early  morning  in  London,  that  is  to  say,  half-past 
one  P.M.,  when  our  old  friend,  Mr.  Thomberry, 
ked  at  llr.  Melville^s  door,  in  Upper  Seymour  Street. 
IS  one  of  those  large,  good,  thoroughly  respectable, 
ledately  dismal  houses,  which  abound  in  that  and  the 
ent  streets.  One  of  those  houses,  in  fact,  which,  bad 
'  stick  of  furniture  been  removed  out  of  it,  and  the 

c  2 
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windows  rendered  impervious  from  the  undisturbed  dust 
and  rain  of  ages^  would  stilly  from  the  style  of  the  hall-doori 
;he  size  of  the  entrance-hall^  the  width  of  the  stone  stair- 
case^ and  the  largeness  and  loftiness  of  the  rooms^  have 
been  called  a  fine  house.  But  as  it  was^  the  door- flag  was 
scrupulously  whitened,  the  windows  accurately  dean,  the 
furniture  ditto ;  but  it  was  all  out  of  fashion,  not  old- 
fashioned,  as  is  the  grande  mode. 

To  begin  at  the  beginning,  the  blinds  in  the  dining- 
room  were  not  even  wire ;  but  the  good  old  perpendicular 
green  sticks  with  a  brass  urn-shaped  knob  in  the  centre 
of  the  top  mahogany  frame,  to  turn  the  said  sticks  in  and 
out,  so  as  either  to  afibrd  the  occupants  of  the  room  gape- 
seed  or  privacy :  in  short,  blinds  which  dated  from  the 
time  of  Napoleon  the  First,  Wellington  the  foremost,  and 
the  infancy  of  that  Hercules  of  the  Potteries, — the  wiUow- 
pattem-platc.  The  curtains,  too,  had  figured  at  the  same 
epoch  of  European  history,  and  therefore  had  originally 
been  scarlet  cloth,  trimmed  with  black  velvet;  but  in 
order  to  keep  pace — or  at  least  to  meet  the  exigencies  of 
gas  and  steam, — had,  like  all  similar  speculators,  got 
dipped,  and  were  now  therefore  crimson,  trimmed  with 
gold-coloured  silk  lace.  But  the  Turkey  carpet  had  heard 
the  ruin  of  Europe  in  general,  and  of  England  in  particu- 
lar, prognosticated  for  the  last  fifty  years,  more  especially 
when  Napoleon  Bonaparte  returned  from  Egypt,  sinking 
not  so  much  under  the  weight  of  his  laurels,  as  under  that 
harmoniously  named  complaint  which  has  gained  for  the 
king  of  musical  instruments  the  invidious  prefix  of  Scotch. 

The  table  in  the  hall  was  a  long,  narrow,  black  ma- 
hogany one,  that  had  formerly  been  a  sideboard,  with 
spindle  legs,  an  ornamental  beading  running  round  its 
fluted  sides,  and  a  monumental  urn  in  the  centre,  round 
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lUch  the  said  heading,  like  an  undying  remembrance, 
gracefully  festooned.  The  stair  and  drawing-room  carpets 
I  dzmby  grounded  with  what  had  been  originally  blue 
\  of  luicy  meandering  over  them^  hut  which  were 
adapting  themselves,  and  toning  down  under 
I  trftmplmgs,  and  the  housemaid's  broom,  to  the  more 
I7  and  fixed  principles  of  the  ground.  The  drawing- 
L  famiture  consisted  of  rosewood  chairs,  innumerable 
,  long,  scroll-shaped  couches,  an  ^  Za  yrecq  border  in 
i  on  the  buff-satin  paper,  high  tripod-shaped  Giran- 
I  with  boat-shaped  lamps  on  the  top,  in  each  comer, 
L  aD  the  other  indications  of  Grecian  furniture  as  it  was 
,  in  England  during  the  Peninsular  war. 
^Li  short,  there  was  a  total  absence  of  that  plethora  of 
'  its  frequent  synonyme  Crash — so  apparent  in 
London  houses.  In  this  one,  everything  told  the 
,and  Rspectable  truth,  viz. :  that  all  the  chattels  had 
k  cbtained  with  difficulty,  and  preserved  with  care. 

» was  but  ONE  luxury  so  palpable  as  to  be  seen,  felt, 

1  mideratood,  and  thai  was  cleanliness,  which  was  the 

I  perhaps  why  the  paint  might  have  looked  fresher, 

it  could  not  have  been  cleaner;    and  this  cause 

» extended  to  the  absence  of  superfluous  nap  on  the 

dy  brushed  hat  of  the  master  of  the  house  that 

I  on  die  hall-table,  with  his  gloves  over  one  of  its  rims 

'  tor  him  to  put  on. 

llaik  Melville  and  his  pretty  little  wife  had  married  for 

t  and  though,  (as  far  as  they  went),  at   Clanhaven 

;  even,  there  were  not  better  dinners  than  those  in 

-As old-fiuhioned  square  silver  dishes,  placed  in  an  old- 

p^;'teioDed  way  an  Mr.  Melville's  table ;  or  better  wine  than 

ftit  drank  out  of  his  unpretending,  unomamental,  but 

iverJuMpitable  old  glasses; — still,  he  had  never  in  their 
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seventeen  years'  menage  arrived  at  having  a  butler ;  nor 
Mary  his  wife,  at  having  a  carriage ;  for  there  was  educa- 
tional lining  to  be  found  for  six  little  heads,  shoes  and 
stockings  for  double  that  number  of  Uttle  feet,  and  food 
for  these  six  mouths.  Moreover,  the  eldest  boy,  now 
fifteen,  though  Lord  Portarjis's  godson,  and  called  after 
him,  Hubert  de  Vere,  was  at  Eton,  and  had  been  sent 
there  with  nothing  but  this  nominal  honour,  a  tip  of  five 
pounds  from  his  godfather,  and  the  produce  of  his  father's 
hard  labour,  and  his  mother's  stringent  and  early  and  late 
economies  for  those  seventeen  years.  So  there  was  no 
butler, no  carriage,  no  indispensable  appearance8,ia  the  laige 
old  &mily  house  in  Upper  Seymour  Street,  which  had  been 
Mark  Melville's  father's  before  him.  And  even  the  soU- 
tary  footman,  in  his  quiet  livery  of  a  plain  dark  blue  coat, 
white  metal  buttons,  with  his  master's  crest  on  them,  (a 
boar's  head  gorged  with  a  ducal  coronet),  and  the  purple 
plush  breeches,  snowily  white,  but  merely  cotton  stockings, 
though  a  tall,  thoroughly  respectable,  and  gentlemanlike 
looking  servant,  did  not  even  wear  powder,  and  was 
not  called  Jeames,  but  actually  answered  to  the  name  of 
Frederick. 

Soon  after  Mr.  Thomberry  had  given  his  quiet,  steady, 
not  over-loud,  but  distinct,  and  somewhat  determined 
knock  at  the  door,  (by  the  bye,  what  character  there  is  in 
a  knock  at  the  door ! — some  persons  knock  under,  those 
are  cowards ;  some  over,  these  are  the  awkward ;  some 
down,  they  are  the  combative ;  and  most  of  all,  up,  which 
are  the  bores). 

Frederick  opened  the  door. 

"  Mrs.  Melville  at  home?'' 

"  No — no — sir,"  hesitated  Frederick,  for  without  powder 
it  is  impossible  to  fire  off  that  sort  of  lie  as  it  ought  to  be. 
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;  I — tut  I — ^ihafg  provokmg ;  I  thoaght  Pd  be  sure 
.  lier  at  this  hoar.    There's  no  use  I  know  in  ask- 
our  master  is  at  home  V^ 
il  sir^  he  if^  but  he's  busy ;  I  really  dare  not  dis- 

p  no,  of  course  not ;  be  so  good  as  to  give  this  fo 
eltrille/'  added  he,  writing  something  with  a  pencil 
mrd,  **  and  tell  her  the  answer  mvst  be  yes/' 
in,  sir,''  bowed  Frederick ;  and  Mr.  Thomberry  put 
(love  and  walked  leisurely  away  from  the  docnr  in 
xtion  of  Portman  Square,  but  had  scarcely  got 
xnrs  off,  before  Frederick  came  running  after  him 

fou  please,  sir,  Mrs.  Melville  will  see  yotc." 
la  bonheur,  that's  what  it  is  to  be  a  handsome 
*ellow !"  and  Mr.  Thomberry  stuck  his  hat  so  con- 
y  on  one   side,  that  it   greatly  endangered   the 
ium,  or  at  least  the  juste  milieu  of  his  brown 

a  are  a  pretty  sort  of  a  lady  to  treat  your  true 
in  this  way,  when  he  comes  twelve  whole  miles  to 
I  fancy  any  man  going  one  for  any  woman  breath- 
aU  of  them  put  together,  in  these  days ;  and  then 
lothing  for  my  pains  but '  not  at  home !' "  said  he, 
ring  the  dining-room. 

d  you  are  a  pretty  sort  of  knight  not  to  insist  upon 
in,  if  you  had  scaled  the  wall,"  laughed  Mrs. 
^  holding  out  both  her  hands  to  him. 
you  are,"  laughed  all  the  children,  clinging  to  him 
Ts,  and  pretending  to  beat  him. 
e  fact  is,  it's  my  brats'  dinner-hour,"  resumed  Mrs. 
5,  "  and  Frederick  very  properly  thinks  that  the 
f  roast  mutton,  and  rice  pudding,  at  one  o'clock  in 
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and  whenever  I  happen  to  drop  in  at  the 
rice  pudding  hour  ~  in  fact^  to  come  in 
let  that  be  the  rule ;  and  the  very  stale  £ 
Mr.  Frederick^  to  put  me  off  with  for  lu 
cepiion!* 

"Now  mind  you  remember^  Mr,  Tboi 
to  come  to  luncheon,  Frederick/^  cried 
dapping  their  hands,  as  they  seated  then 

"  Hear,  hear;  a  very  good  amendment, 
said  Mr.  Thomberry.  "Ah,  Miss  Onslo 
the  governess.  "Fd  always  heard  you 
monly  clever  woman,  but  we  old  lawyc 
believe  all  we  hear.  But  seeing  it  believinj 
third  woman  I  have  met  in  the  course  <rf 
knew  how  to  out  mutton — which  should  i 
lumps, — and  how,  like  Dick  in  the  Yicai 
ought  to  have  the  largest  lump,  because, 
first!" 

And  he  held  his  plate,  as  they  all  langl 
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wm,  poor  wvBldies,  /i^y  are  in  my  power^  for  I 
liew  up^  or  at  least  who  instigated  their  mar- 
ments ;  bat  I  want  you  to  oome  down  to  Bedi> 
aonrow,  and  Inring  all  my  little  friends  with  you ; 
a  particular  firiend  of  mine,  one  Mr.  Bumpus, 
ptials  I  by  accident  found  myself  when  incar- 
lie  Tower  a  few  years  ago,  for  the  high  crime 
leanoor  of  knowing  a  guardsman.  Well,  Mr. 
the  proprietor  of  'unrivalled  attractions/  not 
irent  in  bis  own  person,  but  in  a  Hippodrome 
f  which  he  is  the  owner^  and  which  he  has  now 
liehmond,  or  at  least  on  Ham  Common,  which 

0  miles  from  my  place,  Beddington.  And, 
ean  give  you  what  no  other  man  in  England 

ra  the  Queen  herself,  which  are  cherries  at  the 

re,  Mr.  Thomberry,  you  are  very  kind ;  and 

1  and  myself  will  only  be  too  happy,  if  Mrs. 
8  no  objection.  Vve  heard  so  much  of  that 
of  yours.     Is  there  not  some  history  attached 


ihe  history  is  this ;  and  you  may  read  it  for 
len  you  come  to  Beddington ;  for,  as  I  consi- 
ee's  genealogy  belonged  to  it,  and  was,  in  fact, 
e  place^  I  have  had  the  tree  bound  round  first 
and  then  with  white  marble,  and  the  following 
sh  is  authentic,  inscribed  upon  it : — 
gh  Plat  informs  us,  that  the  delicate  Knioht 
[8  Cabew,  once  making  a  splendid  entertain* 
ueen  Elisabeth  at  Beddington,  in  Surrey,  led 
,  after  dinner,  to  a  cherry-tree  in  his  garden, 
tm  it  fruit  in  its  prime,  then  above  a  month 
rries  had  taken  their  farewell  of  England.  Tbia 
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retardation  he  achieved,  by  straining  a  canvass  over  the 
whole  tree,  wetting  it,  as  the  weather  required,  with  a 
scoop,  80  that,  by  obstructing  the  sun-beams,  the  cherries 
grew  to  a  great  size,  and  were  very  long  before  they  at- 
tained their  perfect  cherry  colour ;  and  when  he  was  cer- 
tified of  the  time  her  Majesty  would  come,  he  removed  the 
canvass,  or  tent,  and  a  few  sunny  days  brought  them  to 
their  full  maturity :  whereat  her  Highness  was  marvellously 
pleased,  and  did,  to  the  delicate  Knight's  great  content, 
commend  his  cunning,  and  regale  on  its  fruits  daintily/ 

"And,*'  laughed  Mr,  Thomberry,  "I  hope  you  will  all 
regale  equally  *  daintily'  on  them  to-morrow;  or  it  will  be 
your  own 'ctt/p^*  if  you  don't;  as  her  m6st  termagant 
Majesty  Queen  Bess  told  her  faithful  Commons  in  her 
last,  or,  as  it  is  called,  her  '  golden  speech,'  that  whatever 
had  gone  wrong  in  her  reign,  had  not  been  her  *  culps  ;' 
thereby  civilly  implying  that  it  had  been  theirs.  Were 
Queen  Victoria  to  do  the  same,  she  would  not  be  far 
wrong.  But  I  should  tell  you  mt/  cherry-tree  is  only  the 
Uneal  descendant,  by  cuttings  renewed  every  fifty  years, 
from  the  original  Elizabethan  one/' 

'^  Oh  I  and  Mr.  Thomberry  has  got  a  winter-garden, 
with  such  delicious  Mexican  fruits  and  flowers  in  it !"  said 
Mrs.  Melville.  "  What  is  the  name  of  that  fruit  I  liked 
so  much  ?" 

"  Was  it  the  pompion  ?" 

''No." 

"Not  the  fresh  pistachio-nuts?" 

"No." 

"  Do  you  mean  the  pithaya  ?  that  shrub  without  leaves, 
but  that  has  a  really  delicious  fruit;  externally  like  a 

*  An  old  English  word  for  faults — Whence  the  word  culpa- 
bility. 
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•chestnut,  bat  with  a  pulp  of  variegated  colotin,  and 

light  bat  mott  grateful  acid  V 

Jo,  not  that,  thoagh  that  is  very  nice ;  but  the  frnit 

in,  has  a  mott  exquisite  perfume,  as  well  as  a  mott 

JOB  flavoor/' 

fh  I  now  I  know  what  you  mean.     It  is  the  polo- 

Jil  that  is  it'' 

Int  my  manna  roses  are  in  perfection  this  year;  and 
ing  the  manna  distilled  from  them^  you  would  think 
ere  eating  sugar.  Steeped  in  gul-attar^  it  is  pe];fectly 
dte  1  and  must^  I  should  think,  be  the  real  angeU 

9 

fow,  dear  Mr.  Thomberry,  I'm  sure  you  will  laugh 
;  but  I  have  only  one  drawback,  ever  in  going  to 

hope  that  one  is,  that  you  mtist  go  back.'' 
lOy  it  isn't :  so  don't  be  conceited.  It  is,  that  I  am 
s  afraid  of  meeting  so  many  clever  people." 
o  many  clever  people !  By  George !  I  did  not  know 
loere  so  plentiful.  I  wish  you  would  have  the  good- 
o  tell  me  where  I  coidd  meet  them.  What  on  earth 
a  mean  ?" 

?hy,  authors  and  literati,  in  fact." 
Luthors  and  literati  in  my  house !  Heaven  defend 
om  our  friends  !  If  mine  enemy  had  brought  this 
ition  against  me,  I  could  have  borne  it.  What  dis- 
ible-looking  people  have  you  ever  scfen  in  my  house, 
J  Mary  Melville  (but  once  the  shocking  accident  of 
BTarren  Hastings  de  Musty,  who  came  professionally 
a  Moirie  of  German  professors),  that  you  should  lay  to 
large  things  that  I  knew  not  of?  for,  with  some  few 
fcions,  where,  save  at  the  Old  Bailey,  or  at  a  state-ball^    A 
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will  you  8ee  such  an  atrocious-looking  set  of  vmtx  rien  as 
our  modern  litterateurs  ?  No,  no,  my  good  lady,  pretty 
women,  after  an  honest  fashion,  are  far  more  in  my  way; 
for,  like  Lord  Plausible,  in  «  The  Plain  Dealer,'  I  do 
plead  guilty  to  making  myself  ridiculous,  by  admiring  the 
fine  tip  of  a  lady's  ear,  or  her  pretty  elbow ;  and,  as  to  a 
hand  to  match,  I  don't  say — that  is,  I  wouldn't  swear  but 
what  it  might  be  capable  of  making  me  commit  forgery 
any  day.  Does  this  look  like  a  man  that  would  let  his 
house  be  infested  with  sentiment-mongers — a  set  of  Mo- 
kanas,  with  glittering  veils  ? — to  gull  the  world,  and  who 
haven't  a  human  feeling  left  for  their  own  personal  use — 
they  being  all — all  fused  into  dap-trap,  in  their  ink-stands 
for  general  circulation.  Go  to.  Dame  Mary  MelviUe. 
Literary  lion-hunters  should  be  made  of  stupider  stuff 
than  your  old  friend,  Spencer  Thomberry." 

"  Oh  !  what  a  pretty  little  cannon !  Look  here,  mamma, 
at  this  pretty  little  cannon  that  Mr.  Thornberry  has  got 
to  his  watch-chain,"  cried  little  George  Melville. 

"  Ah,"  said  Mr.  Thornbeny,  unhooking  the  little  lapii 
lazuli  cannon  on  diamond  wheels,  and  putting  it  into  the 
child's  hand  : — "  that  was  un  hommage  au  conqverant ; 
from  the  poor  knave  of  hearts,*  Monsieur  de  Quinola, 
when  I  gained  his  Jocky  Club  suit  for  him  against  Clairville, 
and  the  other  great  guns ;  well,  certainly,  the  English  bar 
is  it  a  pretty  pass,  when  we  have  such  fellows  as  SirPulke 
Clairville !  curn^  multum  aliis,  at  the  head  of  the  profes- 
sion. I  never  seethat  man  don  the  black  cap,  and  hear 
him  condemn  a  less  sinful  fellow-creature  to  death,  that  I 
don't  wish  to  get  up  a  little  forensic  animaus  peint  par 
eux^mimes  ;  and  reverse  their  positions." 

*  At  the  game  of  Beversig,  the  knave  of  hearts  is  called 
Quinola. 
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i  you  da"  rejmned  Mrs.  MehiUe,  ^'pray  dcm*t 
e  retributive  juiitiee  to  the  legal  profesaioQ;  tot 
I  needed  through  the  length  and  breadth  of  ibit 

,Vm  quite  ready  to  endorse/' 
illle  Jeaaie  returned  with  her  elder  brother^  a 
some^  iDtelligent-lookmg  bov^ — very  Hke  his 
md  finom  haying  been  well  brought  up  by  her, 
o  incurring  the  petrifying  pollutions  of  a  public 
d  retained  all  thoae  moral  equities,  and  gentler 
e^  which  made  him  the  pride  and  comfort  of  hie 
ad  the  idol  of  bin  brothers  uud  i^ist^rs,  who,  had 
em  been  an  elder  li  rot  her,  aiid  heir  to  millions, 
e  voluntarily  yielded  up  their  birthright  to  him 
rith  its  pnnio^nitnre  acceasories  of  venison  and 
i  been  quite  eontent  for  his  iake,  with  their 
lOss  of  pottage,  and  russet. 
Sir  Hubert  De  Vere  I  glad  to  see  you ;  how 
wn,''  Hud  Mr.  Thomberry,  turning  round  to 
ids  with  him. 

*€  not  ?  I'm  sure  the  Eton  air  agrees  with  him,*' 
dighted  mother. 

!  pooh ! — it's  not  the  Eton  air,  it's  the  Eton 
tad  the  Latin  grammar,  and  the  vicinity  of  the 
oae  are  the  real  things  to  make  a  boy  '  healthy, 
lad  wise,'  as  early  rising  was  chimerically  sup- 
b  in  the  old  distich,  are  they  not,  Hubert  ?  " 
^t  know  about  that,"  laughedi  Hubert ;  "  but  I 

at  Eton — there  are  some  capital  fellows  ther^, 
ive  lots  of  fiin." 

but  Hubert,"  cried  all  the  little  voices  at  once, 
0  have  better  fan  to-morrow,  for  Mr.  Thomberry 

us  a//,— little  ones  and  all — down  to  Bedding*    j 

i 
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ton,  and  we  are  to  go  to  a  Hippodrome ;  and  see  horses 
and  things,  as  we  did  when  Uncle  G^rge  took  as  to 
Astley^s/' 

*'  Now,  ladies  and  gentlemen/'  cried  Mr.  Thomberry, 
''you  don't  suppose  that  a  young  gentleman  at  Eton,  of 
your  brother  Hubert's  advanced  age  and  acquiremoits, 
would  condescend  to  go  to  a  Circus  ?" 

"  Wouldn't  he,  though  ?  only  try  him  !"  laughed 
Hubert,  "Now,  Mr.  Thomberry,  I  ask  you  am  I  not 
right  in  saying,  that  the  actors  of  ancient  Rome  did  more 
with  their  dumb  show,  or  pantomime,  than  our  greatest 
modem  actors  can  do  with  speech  ?  because  I  had  an 
argument  with  Temple,  about  this  the  other  day,  a  fellow 
in  the  sixth  form;"  and  Hubert  put  down  his  knife  and 
fork,  and  for  a  moment  became  ^  every  inch'  an  Etonian ! 

An  almost  imperceptible  twitching  played  round  Mr. 
Thomberry's  mouth,  and  a  merry  light  corruscated  in  his 
eyes,  as  he  answered, 

"  Why  the  fact  is,  Hubert,  the  power  of  ancient  panto- 
mime is  nearly  as  much  cited,  and  as  little  understood  as 
the  Nepenthes  of  Homer.  We  cannot  now,  even  tell  what 
that  was,  much  less  whether  Helen  really  banished  her 
melancholy  with  it,  and  so  proved  the  qualities  which 
Pliny  attributes  to  this  (for  us)  mythological  plant  when 
steeped  in  wine.  But,  with  regard  to  ancient  pantomime, 
and  the  wondrous  lever  it  was,  for  moving  human  passions, 
certainly  Dum  lego  assentior.  For  if  we  are  to  believe  the 
Roman  '  Morning^  Post,'  and  the  Athenian  ^  Court  Jour- 
nal,' the  dance  of  the  Eumenides,  or  Furies,  was  of  so 
graphic  and  infernally  expressive  a  nature,  that  the 
Areopagus  itself  shuddered.  Men  grown  old  in  sangui- 
nar)'  warfare  trembled — the  multitude  ran  out  shrieking — 
for  every  one  imagined  that  he  saw  in  reality  these  relent* 


■1 


8  a  Iwro— that  Socrates  was  the  wisest  of  men. 
it  was  in  the  time  of  these,  the  most  famous  of 
iks — the   ingots,    in    fact,    of  that    mine   of  the  l\if'/^i 

ntellectual  wealth — and  in    sight  of  these  irre-  v-' ' 

le  witnesses^  that  the  pantomimic  power  of  motion 
i  the  greatest  effect. 

he  best  days  of  Rome,  not  merely  every  passion,  but 
ide  and  subtility,  of  sentiment,  was  not  only  ex- 
but  communicated,  by  mimes  and  dancers ;  and 
great  was  their  power  and  energy  of  pathos,  that 
mce  would  be  hurried  away  by  the  illusion,  and 
cally  take  part  in  the  mimic-miseries  presented  to 
th  such  graphic  reality.     For  the  representation 
n  a  frenzy,  for  instance,  the  spectators  received  so 
em  impression  from  the  mime  who  represented 
it  they  broke  out  into  execrations,  stripped  to 
id  came  to  blows  with  one  another,  having  caught 
;tious  fury  of  the  scene  passing  on  the  stage, 
mother  time,  they  would  weep  as  with  one  pair  of 
id  sob   as  with  one  heart,  at  the  afflictions  of 
And  I  dare  sav  vou  know.  Hubert,  that,  in  the 
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selfiBh,  he  could  not  bear  the  pain  of  being  farced  to 
approve  anything  but  bin  own  singularities,  he  attributed 
to  the  music  the  strong  impression  that  had  been  made 
upon  him.  As  in  that  reign  a  false  philoac^by  had 
naturally  a  greater  influence  than  a  real^  this  fellow  was, 
it  seems,  of  sufficient  consequence  for  the  managers  of  the 
pantomime  and  dances  to  take  notice  of  his  assertion;  or 
at  least  to  be  piqued  sufficiently  for  their  own  credit  to  con- 
coct a  plan  for  undeceiving  him. 

''  He  was,  therefore,  once  more  brought  to  their  theatre, 
and  seated  in  a  conspicuous  part  of  it,  without  having 
been  made  acquainted  with  their  intention.  The  orches- 
tra began ;  an  actor  opened  the  scene.  At  the  moment 
of  his  entrance,  the  music  ceased ;  the  representaticm  com- 
menced, and  was  continued  only  by  the  aid  of  the  expres- 
sion of  the  player's  countenance,  and  the  gestures  of 
his  body,  more  particularly  those  of  his  hands  and  arms. 
The  history  performed,  was  the  Loves  of  Mars  and  Venus ; 
the  Sun  discovering  them  to  the  jealous  Vulcan  ;  the  snares 
which  he  set  for  his  faithless  spouse  and  her  formidable 
paramour ;  the  quick  eflfect  of  his  treacherous  vnle,  which, 
while  it  completed  the  revenge  of  Vulcan,  only  published 
his  shame ;  the  confusion  of  Venus,  the  rage  of  Mars, 
and  the  arch-mirth  of  the  mob  of  minor  deities  who  came 
to  enjoy  the  sight.  The  whole  audience  gave  to  the 
wonderful  performance  its  just  meed  of  praise;  but  the 
Cynic,  quite  beside  himself,  could  not  help  crying  out,  in 
a  transport  of  delight,  ^  No,  no ;  this  is  not  a  represen- 
tation ! — it  is  the  very  thing  itself !  * 

"Pylades  too,had  once  been  publicly  challengedby  Hylas, 
once  a  pupil  of  his,  to  represent  the  greatness  of  Agamenmon. 
Uylas  came  upon  the  stage,  with  buskins  of  the  shape  of 
stilts,  which  made  him  an  artificial  and  tremendous  height; 
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I  of  wbidij  lie  oertainly  towered  above  the 
i  of  acton  who  soRomided  him.  This  was  thought 
in^  tin  Pflades  appeared,  with  a  stem  and  majestic 
itierioiia  step,  downcast  and  thonghtfnl  eyes,  though 
ionalfy,  after  a  sodden  pause,  raised  to  heaven — 
ma  fblded,  and  all  the  outirard  and  visible  signs  of 
Rmd  inward  sorrow  and  meditation,  as  if  weighing, 
comparing^  the  dianging  hues  of  hie,  with  sll  the 
dignity  of  kingly  greatness.  The  spectators,  strack 
the  immeasurable  superiority  and  truth  of  hi8  imper- 
fion,  unanimously  awarded  him  the  preference; — 
Kopon    Pylades,  coolly    turning    to    Hylas,    said, 

OVO  MAM,  WE  HAD  TO  BEPRBSSNT  A  KINO  WHO 
HAMBBB  OVXR  TWXNTT  KINGS :  TOO  MADS  HIM  TALL, 
OWXD  HIM  ORBAT.'  '' 

Bnvo  I ''  cried  Hubert,  clapping  his  hands;  ''thank 
Wonf 1 1  pitoh  into  Temple  now,  when  I  go  back, 
into  that  stupid  Noodle,  Fitz  Doodle,  who  gapes  lo- 
kns,  and  snores  syUogisms  I" 
I  think  you  had  better  ^  pitch  into '  your  dinner,  and 
h  it,''  laughed  his  mother ;  "  at  all  events,  Mr.  Thom- 
f  and  I  will  go  up  stairs ;  for  I  want  to  speak  to 

fherenpon,  the  children  all  rose  up  to  kiss^  and  wish 
good  bye ;  but  their  mother  interposed^  and  begged 
light  be  spared  their  moutanihre  caresses — adding, 
I  a  laugh,  "  you  had  better  wait  till  to-raorrow,  when 
wiU  have  your  cherry  lips,  thanks  to  him — ^with  whidi 
im  he'd  rather  be  kissed,  than  with  pudding  ones." 
But  we  may  bow  him  a  tiss  do,  mamma,"  cried 
hat  four,  and  number  six,  Jessie  and  Minnie ;  as  they 
A  their  little  dimpled  hands  to  the  retreating  barrister, 
fHxim  chaDenged,  returned,  and  pulling  back  their 
»u  m.  D 
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pretty  little  heads^  kissed  them  sonorously  on  both  cbeeks ; 
whereupon^  the  forward  little  minxes  called  after  their 
mother  triumphantly^ 

*'  But  he  has  tissed  us  do,  mamma,  pudding  and  all !  ** 

"  Ha !  ha  I  ha  !  Well,  Pm  glad,  young  ladies,  you 
duly  appreciate  the  honour  and  the  victory  over  my  re- 
luctance,^' laughed  Mr.  Thomberry. 

"  Well,''  said  Miss  Onslow,  "  there  was  a  party  here 
the  other  day,  who  really  did  refuse  to  Idss  them ;  was 
not  there,  Minnie  ?  '* 

"Do  you  mean  a  dinner-party,  a  tea-party,  or  a 
political  party,  my  good  lady  ?  " 

"  No,  sir,  a  gentleman." 

"  Oh  !  a  gentleman ;  then  do  oblige  me.  Miss  Onslow, 
by  calling  him  a  gentleman,  if  he  deser\'ed  the  name — and 
even  in  the  very  unusual  pis  aller  of  his  being  so  destitute 
of  name,  as  not  even  to  have  a  Smith  to  his  back,  you 
yet  might  call  him  a  person.  Pardon  my  critique,  my  good 
lady — but  1  have  too  great  an  esteem,  from  all  1  have 
heard  of  you,  to  let  you,  at  least  without  a  protest,  leaven 
your  virtues  with  these  cursed  modem  vulgarities,  that  are 
undermining  our  noble  language  like  a  dry-rot.  You 
never  hear  of  people  doing  the  most  praiseworthy  thing 
they  can  do,  now-a-days,  earning  their  bread  ;  it  is,  vide 
all  the  modern  trash-books,  '  getting  a  living  /' — going  in 
an  omnibus,  or  a  carriage,  is  *  riding  /'  The  word 
SIMILAR,  seems  to  have  died  a  natural,  or  rather  an  un- 
natural death;  it  is  ahvays  those  two  abominations  of 
vulgarity,  *  the  like,'  antl  '  svch  like  J  People  used  to 
grudge  things  formerly —50w^^iiii«,  though  not  often; 
but  now,  they  "  be-gmdge  "  them  ;  as  a  constant  practice, 
whether  it  is  a  paltry  pecuniary  pension,  for  the  fabulous 
Talour,  and  unpayable  services  of  an  heroic  veteran^  or  a 
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CD  a  ktler;  fiir  the  age  has  been  udlitari* 
iulo  <Mie  Tatt  aaTe-all,  upon  which,  all  the  used-iip 
Is  of  human  nature  are  spiked,  and  nomanlets  'his 

0  ahine^  9M  it  ought. 

en  peq>le  'write yam'  (and  themselves  down  an 
they donH write  to  you;  and  luncheon,  that  very 
iry  go-between  an  early  breakflBst  and  a  late 
y  is  sliced,  in  this  universal  deluge  of  Idtchen- 
ology,  into  'lunch;'  while  the  gracious  and  gram- 

1  'If  yon  please,'  of  my  youth,  which  m^^e  it  a 
t  on  the  part  of  the  asker,  and  optional  on  the  part 
asked,  is  now  perked  into  the  imperative  vulgarity 
ease  ; '  but  of  all  this  greasy  mob  of  misnomers — 
^  who  am  no  party  mao,  Heavoi defend  me  bom.  'a 
'  and  'par ties y  for  a  person  or  persons,  for  they  are 
n>nrite  aversions.  You'll  forgive  me,  won't  you, 
Dnslow  ?  "  said  he  holding  out  both  his  hands  to 
'but  if  you  were  not  first-rate  good  wheat,  you 
not  be  worth  threshing." 

irgive  you,  sir ;  I  am  only  too  much  obliged  to  you 
ng  so  very  kind,  as  to  take  the  trouble  of  pointing 
Bse  things  to  me ;  and  I  am  doubly  grateful  to  you  for 
ig,  because,  I  would  not,  for  the  world,  have  been 
deans  of  vitiating  the  language  of  these  dear 
a." 

b !  I  don't  think  there  was  any  fear  of  that''  re. 
Mr.  Thomberry ;  '^  as  children  invariably  take  their 
ge,  tone,  and  ideas  from  their  parents.  But  it 
itirely  for  your  own  sake;  for  I'm  like  Dr.  Busby — 
er  wasted  a  flogging,  that  is  gave  one  to  a  boy  who 
it  something  to  be  flogged  into,  as  well  as  out  of. 
never  step  out  of  my  way  to  set  people  right,  who 
t  worth  setting  right ;  but  I  rejoice  at  having  done 

D  2 
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80  with  youy  Miss  Onslow ;  from  tbe  beautiftil  example  it 
has  enabled  you  to  give  your  pupils  of  the  true  way  to 
turn  to  account  being  buffeted  for  our  faults/' 

''But  she  has  no  faults/'  cried  all  the  childieD^ 
gathering  round  her,  and  clinging  to  her. 

''Well,  I  don't  think  she  has  maiiy/'  said  Mr.  Thorn- 
berry  ;  "and  that  is  the  very  reason  I  could  not  bear  her 
to  acquire  the  detestable  faults  of  other  people.  By  the 
bye,  I  cut  some  capital  lines  out  of  a  newspaper,  the  other 
day,  upon  all  these  modem  vulgarisms ;  I've  got  them 
here  in  my  pocket-book ;  they  are  quite  in  your  way, 
Hubert,  and  you  can  read  them  out  when  I  go  up 
stairs." 

And  as  he  left  the  room,  Mr.  Thomberry  gave  him  the 
followingJei£  (Pesprit. 

"  OF  OLD  A  *  SPADE '  WAS  CALLD  A  *  SPADE.' 

"Of  old  a  *  spade '  was  call'd  a  *  spade ' 

By  simples  and  bj  sages ; 
A  *  workman '  did  his  honest '  work/ 

And  *  servants  *  eam*d  their  *  wages !  * 
A  *  man  *  was  title  of  respect, 

Whenever  virtue  named  it ; 
There  was  but  one  of  higher  worth. 

And  lovely  *  woman  '  claimed  it : 
But  now  we  masquerade  with  words — 

The  truth  a  great  ofience  is— 
And  desecrate  our  English  tongue 

By  pride  and  false  pretences. 

'*  We  shame  the  language  of  our  sires. 
We  talk  so  mild  and  meekly : 
We've  *  operatives  *  for  working-men, 
And  draw  our  '  salaries '  weekly. 


n.  A,  WMJUOn  OF  CONSBQUSNCX.  87 

Ov  <  kdf '  tikaf  iU  plaoo  of  '  wife.' 

Tliaft  wofd  10  true  and  hetrfcy ; 
And  ererj  'man's *  m ' gentlenun,' 

Unlets  ws  eall  him  '  party.' 
I   Tba'iliopnan'liatea  the  name  of 'shop/ 

And,  hy  perrersion  latert 
The  man  who  digs  a  railway-treneh 

Is  eall'd  a '  narigalor.' 

''Oh,  give  me  hadk  our  honest  speeoh! 
It  had  a  sool  of  heanty ; 
And  let  ns  do  oor  daily  'work/ 
^       And  think  it  pleasant  duty. 

Lefs  earn  oor '  wages '  as  of  yore — 

The  word  can  never  harm  ns ; 
Let's  lore  our  '  sweethearts '  and  oor '  wives,' 

And  own  that  '  women '  charm  ns. 
So  shall  onr  actions,  like  our  words, 
Be  Toid  of  affectation, 
r       And  '  spade '  be  'spade,'  and  '  man '  be ' man,' 
Throughoat  the  British  nation. 

H.  LOUDOH." 

Capital !  '*  cried  Hubert^  when  he  had  read  them  out. 
«e  cheers  for  Mr.  Loudon;  who  has  not  'given  up 
rtjf,  what  was  meant  for  mankind.' '' 
'm  90  much  obliged  to  Mr.  Thomberry/'  said  Miss 
m,  ''for  pointing  out  these  things  to  me,  and  now 
le  has  done  so,  I  already  begin  to  perceive  how  in- 
ly vulgar  they  are.'' 

\h  I "  laughed  Hubert  (who,  by  the  bye,  was  the  wit 
» fifth  form),  as  he  helped  himself  to  the  last  segment 
greengage  tart ; "  but  I'm  afraid,  Miss  Onslow,  that's 
meX'parte  statement/' 

wanted  to  speak  to  you  about  Mark,  dear  Mr. 
iberry/'  said  Mrs.  Melville,  as  soon  as  they  were 
I  in  the  drawing-room. 
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"  What  I  the  fellowhasnot  taken  towife-beating  I  hope?" 

*'  No,"  sighed  his  wife,  shaking  her  head^  gravely — 
*'  worse  than  that.'* 

''Worse  than  that  I — then  it  must  be  biting  and 
kicking — with  a  swearing  accompaniment/' 

"  No,  no — *'  rejoined  Mrs.  Melville,  with  a  wan,  absent 
smile.  "  The  fact  is,  he  is  killing  himself  ^working  day 
and  night,  year  after  year,  like  fifty  galley-slaves,  chained 
to  fifty  oars,  for  a  mean,  selfish,  bad  man — for  Lord 
Portarjis  is  a  bad  man,  and  I  don't  care  who  hears  me 
say  so.'' 

And  here  Mary  Melville  polled  her  pocket-handkerchief 
so  violently,  that  she  tore  the  border  from  the  hemstich, 
though  she  knew  she'd  have  to  mend  it. 

"  Well,  I  rather  agree  with  you,  as  to  the  moral  worth 
of  my  Lord  Portarjis  ;  and  it  does  seem  an  infernal  shame, 
with  Melville's  indisputable  talents,  his  almost  universal 
and  ever-available  knowledge,  and  the  hard  labour  he  has 
been  condemned  to  now  for  twenty  years,  in  that  dark  den, 
in  Downing  Street,  that  he  should  not  be  more  adequately 
provided  for." 

"  Instead  of  not  being  provided  for  at  all,"  said  his  wife, 
dashing  her  little  clenched  hand  into  the  pillow  of  the 
sofa  with  as  much  vengeance,  as  if  it  had  been  the  face  of 
the  peer  upon  whom  she  had  passed  the  above  eulogium. 
'But  there  it  is,  Mark  goes  on  in  his  tread-mill,  and 
wonH  see  his  position,  and  the  infamous  manner  that  man 
has  behaved  to  him,  and  I  confess  it  makes  my  blood  boil 
*o  hear  Lord  Portarjis's  cleverness  and  grasp  of  intellect 
echoed  from  mouth  to  mouth,  when  /  know  that  all  his 
cleverness,  if  he  has  any,  is  devoted  to  vice  and  dissipa- 
tion, and  that  it  is  on  poor  Mark  Melville's  brains  he  is 
trading,  the  contemptible  Charlatan  J" 
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^Okl  m  to  tkai,  my  dear  girl^  it  is  the  dirty  lamp^ 
iwt  thu  ■rr.nf ■  hittoiy  of  the  misnomered  eiYilixed 
Id;  dqpead  vpon  it,  there  are  fiur  more  aUved  to 
ik,  mkiioim  tlop-workera  on  literature  and  politics, 
I  an  ahirta  and  waistcoats, — and  in  both  caaes^  it  is  the 
Her  of  the  fim$ied  article,  and  not  the  laborious  col- 
Mr  of  the  materials,  an^  the  fiibricator,  who  reaps  the 
a  moid  fiune  of  the  production/' 
Ba^  wonld  you  believe  it,  when  Lord  Portarjis  has 
b  some  wonderfully  scientific  display  at  the  Mechai^ics' 
atate,  up<m  the  areana  of  nature,  or  the  subtile  mys- 
m  of  ehemistry,  about  which,  in  reality,  he  knows  as 
:k  aa  my  Jessie,— or  that  he  has  taken  the  House  by 
m  in  some  debate,  with  the  strategy  of  irrepeUable 
n  which  he  has  brought  to  bear  upon  the  moot 
it^  and  the  dectric  fluid  of  eloquence,  with  which  he 
adera  and  lightens  round  them,  every  flash,  and  every 
,  of  which  speech  he  owes  to  some  three  or  four  sleepless 
Ilia  of  his  slave  of  the  lamp, — poor  Mark  I  would  you 
are  it,  I  say,  that  Melville  will  actually  take  up  '  The 
ica'  the  next  morning  at  breakfast,  read  the  whole 
idle  as  calmly  as  if  it  were  every  word  of  it  new  to 
^  except  a  alight  flushing  of  his  cheek  and  quivering  of 
lif,  when  he  comes  to  the  thunders  of  applause,  and 
unqualified  praise  of  the  leading  article,  and  at  lastj 
the  paper  quietly  down ;  and  rub  his  hands  as  quietly, 
Bg:— 

*  *  Come,  that's  very  good ;  now,  darling,  another  cup  of 
pfcrlmustbeoff?''' 

*WeD,  yes,  I  trouZt/ believe  it,*'  rejoined  Mr.  Thomberry, 
die  same  time  snapping  his  fingers  with  a  gesture  of 
patienee;  ''for  Melville  is  one  of  the  very  few,  if  not 
sad  the  only  one,  for  I  firmly  believe  the  race  to  be 

i 
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and  accepted  about  the  wme  oAeroiu  «tti 

the  'Bon  Saint  JEloi*  filled  near  the 
dressed  person  of  the  ^  Bon  roi  (TAgol 
the  responsible  saint  was  expected  to  do 
to  eating  and  sleeping^ — so  Melville  thinl 
ing  about  it^  that  it  is  his  duty  to  pour  ou 
and  all  the  great  faculties  that  have  been  \ 
service,  and  for  the  glory  of  my  Lord  ] 
much  as  if  his  Lordship  had  bought  Babbi 
machine,  or  the  block-machinery  at  Ports 
course,  would  never  dream  of  exercising  \ 
their  own  account. 

^'  I  never  in  my  life  met  a  man  so  cap 
way  qualified,  armed  cap  d  jne,  for  being 
that  is,  a  conventionally  great  man,  by  c 
position  as  Alelville,  for  he  is  bond  fid 
man  ;  his  noble,  unalloyed  simplicity,  and 
incorruptible  honesty,  make  and  keep 
what  I  mean  is,  that  I  never  saw  a  m 
study,  or  even  a  single  rehearsal  of  the 
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dttlf  fin  fo  atnpeodouB  a  niche  in  creaticm's  space, 
hoot  bellowing  one  thought  cm  the  gOTgeons  halo,  the 
i^  that  ao  numy  diadems  would  reflect  around  himself. 
» all  ie  wodd  do,  would  be  to  collect  and  re-arrange 
ataes  of  information,  and  go  to  school  to  learn 
*  again ;  diiefly  studying  in  the  long  diverging 
hragaoQB  arennes  of  history,  and  gleaning  from  their 
ij-tongued  leaves,  knowing  that  history  is,  or  ought  to 
^  liom-book  of  nations/' 

'Ally  I  see  you  appreciate,  because  you  understand 
%/^  said  the  delighted  wife,  her  eyes  sparkling  through 
'tean;  '^but  is  it  not  astonishing,  ib  it  not  disgraceful ! 
t  ao  many  shallow,  chattering  fools,  should  be  making 
Ha  and  fortunes  in  the  world,  while  such  a  man  as 
rik  is  let  to  wear  out  his  life  working  for  another,  in 
deep  mine  of  his  own  vast  intelligence  V 
'Disgraceful!  yes;  astonishing!  no.  Inter  indocias 
tm  earyduM  sonat,  which  means,  my  good  lady,  to  the 
otant  and  unskilled — the  voice  of  the  sparrow  is  music. 
I  eorydus  was  a  lark  of  a  very  inferior  note,  found  in  the 
i  of  Athens,  which,  as  Hubert  would  tell  you,  the 
rabble  thought  delightful,  simply  because  its 
m  was  incessant ;  and  it  is  precisely  the  same  in  the 
Uf  those  who  ceaselessly  make  themselves  heard,  or 
ad  of,  even  as  iar  as  having  their  names  constantly  in 
wi,  are  confounded  by  the  discriminating  public  with 
mg  fiunous,  for,  amid  popular  fallacies,  noise  and  cele- 
hf  are  synonymous.  The  shallower  a  stream  is,  the  more 
hnnrla,  and  consequently  attracts  the  notice  of  those  on 
aargin.  Whereas,  a  silent  sea,  though  reefed  with 
al^  and  gemmed  with  pearls,  requires  divers  capable  of 
Bfltrating  to  its  depths,  to  bring  them  to  the  world's 
ttM-mart,  and  divers  are  always  in  the  minority.    But 
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surely,  Portarjis  means  eventually  to  do  som^hing  for 
Melville  P 

^'  Not  he,  depend  upon  it/^  said  Mrs.  Melville,  indig- 
nantly, "  he  is  far  too  selfish  for  that ;  making  Mark  in- 
dependent of  him,  would  be  very  like  dashing  .out  his  own 
brains ;  for,  where  are  all  my  Lord  Portarjis's  speeches, 
and  wonderful  cleverness,  to  come  from,  then  ?  No,  no, 
trust  him,  he  knows  better  than  that" 

"  Well,  but  surely  Melville  douH  mean  to  walk  in  this 
Downing  Street  treadmill  all  his  life?  Of  course,  he 
means,  eventually,  to  ask  for  some  sort  of  recompense,  or 
future  provision  ?'' 

"  Not  he ;  he  has  some  vague,  shadowy  idea,  that  it  is 
all  to  be  centred  in  Hubert,  that  Lord  Portarjis  is  to  do 
wonders  for  him  ;  when,  where,  how,  or  what,  don't  ex- 
actly appear;  and,  if  one  may  form  any  notion  of  the 
end  by  the  beginning,  why,  poor  boy,  if  he  never  sufiFers 
from  indigestion  till  Lord  Portarjis  finds  him  in  new 
bread,  my  opinion  is,  that  he  may  to  the  end  of  his  days 
defy  the  whole  college  of  physicians.  But  I  do  wish, 
dear  Mr.  Thornberry,  that  you  would  talk  seriously  to 
Mark,  about  wasting  his  life,  and  his  energies,  as  he  is 
doing  in  that  detestable  Downing  Street,  pulling  the  wires 
for  that  contemptible  political  puppet.  I  am  sure  he 
would  mind  you  ;  for  he  has  a  sincere  regard  for  you,  and 
a  high  estimate  of  your  judgment.  But  all  /  say,  goes  for 
maternal  croaking ;  and  so,  of  course,  is  only  to  be  pooh, 
poohed.'^ 

"  No,  no,  I  wont  speak  to  Melville,^'  said  Mr.  Thorn- 
berry,  scratching  his  forehead,  and  evidently  in  a  brown 
study,  "  for  he  w^ould  only  think  you  had  set  me  on ;  but 
we'll  see — we'll  see,  what  can  be  done,''  added  he,  rising, 
and  putting  on  his  gloves.     For,  unlike  most  sai-disant 
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» wks  lite  a  paek  of  boundsy  when  a  difBcuhy  ii 
€mtj  gbriB  Umffue, — the  conscieiitioaa  and  lealiy 
IMfolimt  Speneer  Thomberry  had  a  great  scrapie  about 
Ito  cruelty  of  ndaing  false  hopes.  His  way  was  to  wade 
^itmtjtt  eray  obataeley  and  wrestle  with  every  difficolty 
111/  and,  tf  he  snceeeded^  then,  and  not  till  then,  he 
jpaded  Ids  friendly  clarion,  and  brought  them  the  tro- 
^fim  of  liis  victory.  Neither  did  he  ever  take  upon  him- 
||f  the  anogant  dictatorship  of  sermonising,  and  irri- 
ifSngg  with  abstract,  and  wide-of-the-mark  arguments,  an 
Ife^  howerer  deplorable,  without  first  endeavotuing  to 
or  where  that  might  not  be,  at  least  to  alleviate, 
Pdr  which  reason  he  never,  according  to  the 
tariff  of  friends,  attempted  to  bully  persons 
drnfeHEmg  upon  Uieir  misfortunes,  without  first  trying 
||  kiSffi  them,  which  the  mere  effort  of  sympathy  invari- 
Py  does;  nor  did  he  contemn  in  others  any  mode  of 
|liiig>  unless  he  could  put  them  into  a  practical^  not 
Imetical,  way  of  acting  differently. 
I^fie  wonld  not  have  animadverted  upon  the  filth  of  a 
llBgar^B  garments,  unless  he  had,  at  the  same  time,  given 
PBi  new  ones.  But,  above  all,  he  never  passed  sentence, 
11^  voat  of  the  world  invariably  do,  upon  a  case  of  which 
|p^%iiored  the /oc^,  merely  from  the  effects  they  produced 
p.  the  individual  labouring  under  them;  for  he  knew, 
kpn  the  navigation  of  his  own  heart,  that  every  effect  has 
i^  adequate,  not  to  say  its  comjmkory,  cause ;  and  that 
iMMmg  half  the  disinherited  destinies  of  this  world,  N£- 
iSlSSITY  is  at  once  the  only  impetus,  and  the  only 
jpionl 

On  rifling  to  take  leave  of  Mark  Melville's  charming 
l|ltik  wifo,  he  had  fully  made  up  his  miud  to  ask,  and,  if 
must  be,  to  importune  Lord  St.  Heliers  for  a  com- 
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missionership  of  excise^  or  something  of  that  sort  for  Mel- 
ville; but^  true  to  his  really  generous  creed,  he  equally 
resolved  to  say  nothing  till  he  had  got  it.  So  all  he  said 
then  was — 

"  Well,  good  bye,  my  dear.  Mind  you  are  with  me  by 
three  to-morrow ;  because  the  children  are  to  have  sylla- 
bub,  as  well  as  cherries,  and  the  Circus  begins  at  seven. 
And/'  added  he,  lowering  his  voice,  *'  don't  say  anything 
more  to  Melville  till  we  can  get  him  out  of  it,  by  degrees ; 
for  all  overworked  people  have  exciteable  nerves ;  and,  you 
see,  nothing  irritates  a  poor  fellow  (naturally)  like  preach- 
ing to,  or  lecturing  him  about  a  thing  he  can't  get  out 
of,  or  that  he  thinks  he  can't,  unless,  at  the  same  time, 
you  can  really  point  out  an  egress  to  him." 

"  Indeed,  dear  Mr.  Thoniberry,"  said  the  anxious  wife, 
bursting  into  fresh  tears,  "  I  donH  preach  to,  or  lecture 
him ;  but  it  breaks  my  heart  to  see  such  a  noble  imselfish 
nature  as  his,  chained  to  the  chariot-wheels  of  such  a  con- 
temptible gilded  idol  as  Lord  Portarjis." 

**  There — there — breaks  your  heart  indeed!"  said  he, 
taking  her  handkerchief  and  dabbling  it  against  her  eyes 
to  dry  her  tears,  "  don't  talk  to  me  of  broken  hearts ;  I've 
seen  too  many  in  my  day ;  and  I  tell  you,  time  has  a 
Chinese  cement  for  mending  them  all,  imperceptibly, 
and  making  them  as  good  as  new,  if  the  owners  wont 
wantonly  pulverize  them,  after  fate's  first  smash.  The 
worst  fracture  I  ever  knew,  (for  it  was  at  every  pulse),  was 
poor  Beatrice  Clairville's ;  and  look  at  her  now,  how  happy 
she  is,  and  how  happy  she  makes  others  !" 

"Ay — poor  soul! — but  that  was  through  the  lucky 
chance  of  her  being  left  that  money." 

"Exactly;  and  don't  you  see,  you  little  goose,  that 
those  lucky  chances  are  the  sugar-plums  the  three  old 
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keep  to  reward  those  who  don't 
r  ihdr  coned  doings;  bat,  when  they,  in  their 
9  smash  a  heart,  and  even  dance  upon  it,  the 
eka  up  the  fragments,  and  patiently,  and  perse- 

Mka  heaTcn's  blessing,  and  does  the  best  with 
yean.*' 

MehiDe  smiled  through  her  tears,  and  said, 
r  poor  dear  Lady  Clairville  f  I  do  hope  we  shall 
r  at  Beddingt<m  to-morrow,  for  I  quite  long  to  see 

no,  Fve  tried  hard,  but  there  is  no  moving  her 
ixesco.  Why  don't  you  run  down  in  the  autumn 
i  children,  and  pull  Melville  after  you  to  see  her  f 
\  delighted,  and  you'll  never  see  her  otherwise; 
rery  name  of  London,  and  'The  MomiDg  Post' 
tves  her  a  crispatian  des  nevfs.  I  always  tell  her 
»  the  chemist  in  the  bottle,  who,  upon  hearing 
Bvedo's  account  of  Spain,  desired  to  be  corked  up 
ind,  in  either  case,  chemist  or  Clairville,  to  tell 
truth,  I  am  not  much  surprised.  Well,  good  bye 
ly  dear ;  and  tell  Melville  that  both  my  cows  (which 
dearest  little  Aldemeys  you  ever  saw),  and  my 
ree,  which  can't  be  seen  anywhere  but  at  Bedding- 
1  be  irrevocably  o£fended,  if  he  don't  come  with 
to-morrow ;  and,  as  /  always  take  up  their  quar- 
may  dread  the  vengeance  of  their  owner;  so,  with 
aee  to  quit,  duly  served,  if  he  does  not  fling  his 
I  and  red  tape  into  the  fire  for  to-morrow,  I 
rtrain  upon  his  time,  in  morning  visits,  for  the  next 
onths.*' 

i  I'll  help  you,"  laughed  Mrs.  Melville,  as  Mr. 
srry  closed  the  door. 
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CHAPTER   III. 

"  I  found  that  the  happiest  were  the  most  ifi^norant,  asBuminj^, 
and  self-sufficient ;  and  as  for  fame  and  success,  I  saw  them 
throughout  society  easily  attainable  by  wealth  or  interest, 
adroitness  or  charlatanry." — Khali  la. 

"  Hesiod,  dividing  the  world  into  its  different  ages,  has  placed  a 
fourth  age,  between  the  brazen  and  the  iron  one.  May  not 
good  men,  in  a  corrupt  state  of  society,  be  considered  as  the 
incarnation  of  this  fourth  age  P" 

^HAT     a   lovely    day  I     and   how    charming   and 
lovely    Richmond  looked;  for  there,  old    Father 
Thames^s   flowing  locks  are    still    as    silvery  as 
when  Pope  sang  them, 

"  Close  by  those  meads,  for  ever  crown 'd  with  flowers." 

Merrily  rang  out  the  voices  of  the  little  Melvilles,  and 
happy  looked  their  mother,  as  they  all  squeezed.  Miss 
Onslow  and  all,  into  Mr.  Thornberry's  clarence,  that  was 
waiting  for  them  at  the  station ;  Hubert  getting  on  the 
box,  and  Mrs.  Melville  taking  the  precaution  to  bespeak  a 
fly  for  Mark,  who  was  to  come  down  by  the  next  train. 
As  they  passed  the  "  Star  and  Garter,^'  to  go  through  the 
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k  to  Beddington,  they  saw  two  glaringly  new  odidi- 
lea,  with  four  blood  horses  in  each.  Out  of  these  were 
ghting  Lady  Agincourt,  Lady  Pumpenrille,  Lady  Jam- 
'y  her  daughter.  Lady  Selina  Vile  ways.  Lady  Portaijis, 
dies  Gemma  and  Naomi  De  Yere,  Mrs.  and  the  Ml«s 
lumy  Kays,  Sir  Fulke  Clairville,  and  dandies  a  ducre- 
m  /  while  the  Jehu  of  one  omnibus  was  Monsifrur  de 
my,  and  that  of  the  other  Bowes  Momington,  mho  was 
the  act  of  flinging  the  reins  to  Spriggs,  who  had  acted 
cad. 

In  fact,  it  was  a  strong  muster  of  the  havte  roUe,  who, 
the  forlorn  hope  of  finding  a  little  amusement,  were 
lying  at  canaille^  and  so  had  hired  two  omnibuses  to 
ing  them  down  to  Richmond ;  Mr.  Saville  Vernon,  who 
d  been  installed  master  of  the  horse  on  the  occasion, 
Idng  care  that  they  should  be  new  ones  ^^  ^  ^^^  avoid 
1  risk  of  plebeian  infection;  while  the  rare  f>art  of  the 
it  and  the  wit  of  the  affair  Tfor  in  these  economical  x\::i*"t 
is  astonishing  how  little  wit  suffices  for  ev#-n  an  ur/i- 
ited  number,  at  an  English  party  of  pleasure^  f^jMK'A 
Lord  Marcus  Hilton,  who  officiated  a«  the  f^ec^nd  c^d, 
eeiving  the  dinner-money  from  each  pa**eri^r  b^or*r 
ey  were  allowed  to  enter;  which  being  eighteen  efaillirj;r« 
head,  he,  as  if  "to  the  manner  bom,'*  held  e-.erj'  v^v#r- 
ign  between  his  teeth,  while  he  gave  them  tli/^ir  two 
ifllings  change,  which  spirituel  proceeding  elicited  p'^Js 
■  laughter — the  young  ladies  whi*perirj;r  each  ^/tfc^rr 
ithusiastically,  quite  loud  enouirh   for  the  noble  cad    vj 


**  What  fun  he  is  !  and  fo  handsome  f" 

•*  Hallo !  de  Bnssy,  that  ainU  f^r  for  the  driver  U*  >i^*> 
16  young  women  out  \"  cried  Lis  lonhhtp,  n^mfc  tb^ 
OocA/,  after  jumping   down   from   the  U^x,  *  arid  -rit  sft 
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exceedingly  pretty  French  girl,  a  Mademoiselle  de  Nonen- 
viUe,  and  give  her  his  arm. 

"  *  OmnibuB  inyideas,  Zoile.    Nemo  tibi  !* "  • 

laughed  de  Bussy.  "  Tu  as  tesfemelUs^  mon  cher.  Laisse 
moi  done  tranquille,  avee  ma  dame/' 

"  Ha  I  ha !  ha !''  cachinnated  the  noble  cad,  adding  the 
nert  minute,  "  But  I  say,  Bowes,  where  the  dooce  are  the 
bride  and  bridegroom  ?  for  since  the  party  was  made  for 
them,  it*8  very  like  going  to  an  execution,  with  the  criminal 
left  out/' 

"All  right  I"  said  Bowes.  "De  Byons  said  he'd  drive 
down  in  his  mail- phaeton.'' 

"Oh,  dear!  what  a  romantic  affair  that  was,  to  be 
sure,"  said  old  Lady  Agincourt.  "It's  astonishing  the 
silly  things  that  men  will  do  for  women,  mewed  up  in 
those  out-of-the-way  places,  that  nobody  ever  sees  or  hears 
of;  while  in  London,  where  they  might  make  proper 
matches,  and  have  girls  for  the  asking,  they  seem  to  have 
no  energy  and  no  enterprise. — Gwyndeline,  have  the  good- 
ness to  settle  my  collar,  which  has  got  rumpled  in  that 
horrid  omnibus." 

Lady  Gwyndeline  Ryvers,  Lady  Agincourt's  niece,  was 
a  young  lady  of  five-and- thirty,  with  more  bone  than 
muscle ;  but  she  was  exceedingly  languishing  and  die-away, 
or,  as  her  aunt  expressed  it  (for  "  poor  dear  Lord  Agin- 
court had  been  a  most  inveterate  angler"),  when  she  got 
a  bite,  she  wanted  strength  to  land  her  fish. 

"/*•  Lady  de  Byons  so  very  pretty  as  they  say?" 
drawled  Lady  Gwyndeline  to  Lord  Francis  Filmer. 

"  Oh,  decidedly.  She  is  certainly,  I  think,  one  of  the 
prettiest  persons  I  ever  saw." 

*  You  envy  every  one/  Zoilos.    No  one  envies  you* 
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"It  was  love  at  first  sight,  was  it  not  V*  rosumt  d  Lady 

Gff^'ndeline,  looking  with  tender  reproach  full  into  Lord 

Francis's- eyes,  as  if  selecting  for  his  pupils,  passages  from 

••Hie  Course  of  Time." 

''Oh,  quite  so,  I  believe.     They  even  say  that  he  ran 

:    wrnvf  with  her  in  a  hearse.**     (For  such  was  the  version  of 

;    tte  Atat  vehicle  in  which,  with  unexampled  e£frontery, 

I    Iftej  went  to  the  station.) 

I        "Well,  that  was  making  a  dead  set  at  her,''  drawled 
['  BaviDe  Vernon,  who  saw  Lady  Portarjis  drop  her  glove 
without  attempting  to  pick  it  up,  he,   having  made   a 
nnilar  set  at  her,  for  six  years,  in  vain.  * 

"Or,  perhaps,  '*  laughed  Lord  Francis,  who  was  deter- 
mined not  to  be  outwitted  in  such  brilliant  sallies,  "or, 
JKfhaps,  he  was  only  re^hearsinff  his  rdle  of  dying  for 
lofe." 

"At  all  events,  the  siege  lasted  nearly  three  years,  for  it 

.is  only  two  months  ago  that  he  managed  his  coup  d*eiat 

^  of  die  elopement ;  for  the  mother,  Mrs.  Momington,  they 

'r  aay,  is  a  rank  Methodist,  and  a  sort  of  mummied  cerberus/' 

As  Mr.  Saville  Vernon  was  finishing  oS  this  flattering 

^     photograph  of  Mrs.  Momington,  Sir  Hugh   De  Byons 

dro?e  up,  with  his  lovely  bride,  who  really  looked  as  if  she 

was  "blushing,  because  she  was  so  fair;"  or,  it  might  be, 

1ft  her  charming  face  being  the  focus,  at  which  every  eye 

iras  fixed.     But  where  was  the  model,  next  akin,  be- 

ttaved  widow's  skull-cap,  with  the  stiff,  black  love  ribbons, 

thit  used  so  sadly  to  try  Patty  Carew's  taste,  and  test  her 

miitress's  beauty  ?     "  Echo  answered,  where  ?"  for  in  its 

stead    was    now    one    of  Baudron*s    bonnets,   of  white 

CTwphane,  that  looked  like  a  lotus,  blown  by  some  fairy 

into  a  bonnet ;  one  large  nenufar,  or  water-lily  floated,  as  it 

irere,  on  the  left  side  of  it,  while  over  the  bonnet,  in  some 

VOL.   III.  i£ 
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indescribably  graoefol  manner,  and  fSdIing  in  tront,  wis 
some  sort  of  impalpable  shadowy  white  fringe,  which 
really  made  the  beautiful  face  beneath  look  like  that  of 
an  angel,  glancing  from  out  a  white  vapoury  dead.  The 
ensuiU  of  this  bonnet  was  a  dress  of  the  finest  and  softest 
Indian  muslin,  so  fine,  that  it  looked  like  wowea  air,  and 
not  the  less  so,  for  the  volants  being  embrcndered  in  golden 
palms ;  and  the  boumous,  thrown  over  her  shoulders  was 
of  the  richest  and  softest  white  cashmere,  the  cords  and 
tassels  being  also  of  gold.  In  short,  never  did  bride 
look  more  bridal  or  more  lovely,  for  nature  having  done  her 
best,  Paris  had  seconded  her  efforts,  and  every  erne  knows, 
however  the  latter  may  aid  and  improve,  she  never  mars 
the  work  of  the  former. 

Galvanized  as  it  were,  with  unwonted  gallantry,  all  the 
men  rushed  simultaneously  to  help  Lady  De  Byons  to 
alight.  One  seized  the  delicate  little  point-lace  ombrelle  ; 
another,  more  aspiring,  took  the  artistically-gloved  little 
hand  ;  while  a  third,  Lord  Francis  Filmer,  saved  the 
diophanic  flounces  from  the  contact  of  the  wheel,  and 
guided  the  dainty  little  foot,  cased  in  its  black  satin 
Brodequin^  which  really  looked  as  if  had  been  wandering  ^ 
about  in  quest  of  Cinderella's  slipper.  Having  reached 
Terra  Firma,  and  graciously,  and  gracefully,  bovred  and 
smiled  her  thanks  to  all  her  ^*  kelps/*  Lady  Portaijis, 
after  kissing  her  pretty  cousin,  presented  her  to  all  the 
rest  of  the  party,  while  old  Lady  Agincourt,  taking  obser- 
vations on  her  through  her  glass,  said  quite  out  loud,  as  if 
the  object  of  her  approbation  had  been  a  brooch  or  a 
bracelet,  submitted  to  her  inspection  by  Hunt  and 
Roskell,— 

"Well,  she  really  is  very  pretty,  and  not  at  all  gauche; 
and  how  beautitully  dnrs^ed  !  she  is,  Gwyndeline ;  but  I 
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M  llfll  k  only  ainee  he  married  her. — Oh^  and  look, 
eartremdy  amall  feet  ahe  haa,''  continued  tbe  lady, 
Bag  Imt  head,  bat  not  her  voioe^  to  look  at  them,  at 
I  pieee  of  impertinence^  poor  Amy's  face,  from  blush 
Chat  it  had  been,'  became  damask,  which  Monsieur 
oaaj  pereeiTing,  placed  himself  between  her  and  tbe 
)d  peereaa,  and  taking  off  his  hat  and  making  her  a 
andly  lespeetful  bow,  said : — 

I  est  biea  heureux  que,  Madame  soit  habitu^  k 
tout  lemonde  k  ses  pieds,  car  sans  ^ela,  cette  imper- 
9e  aeioit  insupportable  I" 

loiw  do,  old  feUowf''  cried  Lord  Marcus  Hilton, 
tug  Sir  Hugh  De  Byons  on  the  shoulder.     ''Ha, 

I I  if  ever  you  come  in  the  way  of  a  methodistical 
of  the  name  of  Benjamin  Banyan,  just  tell  him, 

on,  that  I  donH  forget  I'm  in  his  debt  a  cut  of  ray 
irhip,  for  his  presuming  to  cut  me  at  that  Twaddleton 

ng." 

[uah  1  for  goodness  sake  be  quiet,''  said  Sir  Hugh, "  or 
Id  Witch  of  Endor,  Lady  Agincourt,  will  hear  you/' 
hyha,  ha,— ah,  well  I  'all's  well  that  end's  well.' 
iw  look  up,  and  present  me,  not  to  your  better,  but 

sur  infinitely  superior  half " 

kmy,  let  me  introduce  Lord  Marcus  Hilton  to  you, 
•  quartered  some  time  at  Twaddleton ;  indeed,  the 
I  are  there  still." 

fear  you  found  it  very  dull,"  smiled  the  bride. 
ihf  ah,  it's  an  immense  bore,"  said  his  lordship, 
ig  the  cad,  and  resuming  the  comet  with  a  masterly 
of  his  moustache;  "it's  an  immense  bore,  that  one 
knows  the  resources  of  a  place  till  one  leaves  it. 
irer,  we  are  not  all  bom  under  lucky  stars,  like  De 
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TliiSf  Lord  Marcus  meant  for  a  complhneiit,  and 
indeed,  as  he  afterwards  told  Scampington  of  Tkehrty  he 
seldom  '  came  it  so  strong ;'  nerertheless,  upon  looking 
under  his  eyelashes  and  over  his  moustaches,  into  Lady 
De  Byon's  face,  he  found,  that,  as  in  the  case  of  the  British 
Bank,  there  were  "  no  eflRects." 

"I  say,  Hilton,"  falsettoed  Mr.  Saville  Vernon,  "re- 
member you  are  caterer  as  well  as  cad,  so  see  about 
ordering  dinner,  will  you,  or  else  they  will  be  giving  us 
some  confounded  party  of  pleasure,  snob  menu  or  other.'' 

"  Welb  good  people,  only  say  what  you  would  like,  of 
course,  it  can't  be  got,  but  that  nuikes  no  difierenoe — 
allez  toujours.'* 

The  ladies,  as  usual  on  such  occasions,  didn't  care, — 
'  any  thing/  which  meant,  that  with  a  little  perseverance, 
they  could  mana*re  to  eat  everything,  while  the  gentlemen 
cared  m  much,  that  no  tn^o  could  agree  upon  the  same 
plat.  But  the  most  fastidious  of  all  was  Mr.  Saville 
Veraon.  Tired  of  pausing,  pencil  in  hand,  for  his  deci- 
sion, Lord  Marcus  laughed  and  said : — 

"Only  it  is  particularly  requested,  Vernon,  that  you 
will  confine  your  orders  to  things  terrestrial,  because  a 
Salmi,  d'etoiles  sautee  aux  nuages.  Filets  de  Foudre,  a 
I'eclair;  or  bechamele  des  rayons  de  soleil,  aux  petits 
l)outFees  d'orage,  are  quite  beyond  our  humble  garde- 
manger." 

This  being  more  wit  a  leur  portee,  there  was  a  general 
laugh,  and  the  ladies  entered  the  hotel  to  arrange  their 
dress  after  the  crushing  of  that  "  horrid  omnibus,"  while 
the  men  remained  without,  discussing  the  beauty  of  the 
bride.  Spriggs  remarking  to  himself,  as  he  touched  his 
hat  en  passant  to  Lady  De  Byons,  and  cast  a  cursory,  but 
admiring  glance  at   the  chef-d' autre,  Miss  Patty  Carew 
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MMhiarait  m  her  mistren's  noott  reeherchee,  and  efiec* 


ip«Emt,  idD,  hit's wery  certain,  baa  beginnings,  hand 
Wimkh  his  two  very  different  ooncems,  for  no  vone  vould 
iHser  go  fer  to  think,  has  that  ere  lot  of  veeds,  haa  I 
fVled  hinto  that  ere  Atat  wan,  two  months  ago,  arter  Sir 
Ihiigh  and  I  — —»  being  nearly  two  year  hand  a  arf  a 
;  ban  hem  hup,  vith  a  hoe  1  here  hand  a  bar !  there, 
I  hsfe  he?er  tamed  hinto  sich  a  splendacions  bunch 
«(  honnge  bloasoms  has  that.  Yell,  I  vonder  now,  that 
IJksiMiia  has  learnt  to  play  her  cards  properly,  bow 
Ipghit  Till  be  afore  the  maid  foUers  suit  V^ 
I  And  with  this  note  and  query,  Mr.  Thomas  Spriggs 
the  straw  bom  bis  mouth,  entered  the  Star  and 
T,  and  presenting  himself  at  the  bar,  announced  that 
fts  servants  of  Lady  Portaijis's  party,  would  be  glad  of 
tme  dinner  "himmget,  bif  not  sooner,  has  the  lower 
lorier  hof  Hirish  says.'' 

.  Thisy  the  most  important  part  of  the  affair  having 
Iben  settled,  namely,  the  servants  attended  to,  we  will  go 
m  to  Beddington  with  the  Mdvilles. 
i  Beddington  was  a  deliciously  quaint  old  place;  just 
Mh  an  one  as  a  benevolent  humourist  like  Mr.  Thorn- 
kny  vronld  have  ensconced  himself  in,  and  for  that  rea. 
ma  had  he  purchased  it;  for  he  possessed  a  paternal 
Utate  called  Thomberry,  between  Beechcroft  and  Field- 
Jleory,  which  he  let.  In  the  days  of  "  The  Delicate 
XirifiaT,  Sir  FrancU  Carew^*  when  he  used  to  give  his 
?4hcrry-npe"  fiin  to  Queen  Eliiabeth,  upon  which  her 
Higfanesa  used  to  ''regale  right  daintily,"  as  was  her 
MDl— for  her  digestive  powers  were  at  least  equal  to  her 
|Mldi*Taunted  mental  ones— -till  in  her  dotage,  during  her 
lovie«£rensy  for  Bssex,  she  in  the  way  of  diet  was  reduced 
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to  eat  siccory-porridge  and  a  mancliet^  while  her  sole  ex- 
ercise consisted  in  stamping  her  foot,  swearing  huge  oaths, 
assassinating  the  arras  with  a  rusty  rapier,  and  boxing 
the  maids  of  honours'  ears  (on  both  sides,  if  they  hap- 
pened to  be  pretty). 

But  in  those,  the  palmy  days  of  Beddington — it  had  been 
built  after  that  far-famed  architectural  pile  of  gimcrack, 
Nonesuch  House,  and  like  it,  had  all  the  toy-trumpery 
of  the  mechanical  soldiers  going  every  hour  to  relieve 
^uard ;  their  wooden  comrades  stepping  out  of  their  sentry- 
boxes,  and  duly  presenting  arms.  All  this  was  of  course 
now  done  away  with ;  but  the  quaint  old  house  remained, 
looking  like  the  model  of  a  city  of  pepper-castors,  and 
approached  by  a  flight  of  broad,  flat  symmetrical  steps  very 
like  those  of  St.  Peter's  at  Rome.  The  building  itself  was 
of  red  brick,  with  stone-copings ;  and  as  the  windows,  in- 
stead of  being  small  lozenge-shaped  lattice  panes,  in 
leaden  frames,  were  small  square  ones  in  very  thick  wooden 
frames,  it  bad  been  considered  a  model  of  luxury,  ex- 
travagance and  elegance  in  its  day;  more  especially  as 
the  two  weather-cocks  on  each  of  the  large  pepper-castors 
(or  as  they  would  no  doubt  by  courtesy  have  been  called 
turrets)  were  large  gilded  peacocks,  with  enamelled  purple 
and  green  eyes  on  their  tails,  which,  by  means  of  machi- 
nery, they  opened  wide  as  they  turned  and  spread  them  to 
the  sun,  when  there  was  any,  and  (not  being  proud,  though 
peacocks)  to  the  clouds  when  there  was  none.  And  these 
two  rura  avi  were  all  that  remained  of  the  former  pro- 
fuse mechaoical  marvels  of  Beddington,  and  were  there- 
fore carefully  preserved  by  the  present  owner. 

The  grounds  were  scrupulously  kept  up,  or  rather 
restored  to  their  pristine- terraces,  pleasaunces,  bowers, 
mazes,  fish-ponds,  and  grottoes ;  and,  above  all,  there  was 
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dieriy-tree  which  was  kept  ao  tufted  and 
at  the  top,  like  one  <rf  those  green  box 
bob  wiga  in  a  Dutch  garden ;  that  what  with  the 
of  its  leaves^  from  constant  watering  and 
eare  taken  of  its  complexion  by  its  canvas  veil;  and 
it  with  the  immense  siie  and  splendid  colour  of  its 
iBg  finut,  firom  the  same  cause  it  looked,  as  Hubert 
1^  more  like  a  model  cherry-tree  on  a  sampler  with 
||hl  greon  silk  kaves,  and  bright  scarlet  silk  cherries, 
a  anal  honAfide  tree ;  but,  like  all  ctiiesr  trees,  this  one 
to  be  known  by  its  fruits,  which  were  as  far 
>  in  siie  and  flavour,  as  the  mulberries  growing  at 
§K(k  of  Mount  Olympus  are  to  common  hedge  black- 

hwt  aa  Mrs.  Melville  and  her  children  drove  up  to  the 
if-fpided  and  beautifully-wrought  old  iron  gates  of 
Uington,  in  the  centre  of  which,  F.  C,  the  monogram 
''The  DeUcate  Knight,"  still  appeared,  surmounted  by 
kni§^tly  helmet,  with  his  vizor  down ;  while  over  the 
a  still  figured  the  Carew  crest 


*^ 


1  motto  :^''  Nil  admirari,"  which,  as'  her  Highness 
I  wimt  graciously  to  observe,  ''was  but  a  false  motto 
ur  a  true  knight,  where  there  was  so  much  to  admire, 
ad  to  wonder  at." 

Ta  the  top  of  each  of  the  stone  piers  of  the  gate,  was  a 
im  eauekant,  with  coronets  round  their  necks  for  col- 
i;  the  dexter  dog  holding  an  embued  spear-head  between 
two  fore  paws,  the  other,  holding  a  gauntlet  between 


56  THE  WORLD  AND  HIS  WIFE  ; 

Just  as  the  Melvilles  drove  up,  the  ponderous  gates 
had  opened  to  allow  Lord  St.  Heliers'  carriage  to  drive 
out;  for  having  come  down  to  jom  the  omnibus-party  at 
'^  The  Star  and  Garter/'  he  had  made  a  little  ditowr  by 
Petersham  to  call  on  Mr.  Thomberry.  Spying  Mrs. 
Melville's  pretty  face,  he  kissed  hands  to  her,  as  the  two 
carriages  passed,  but  the  clarence,  with  its  merry  freight, 
had  scarcely  driven  into  the  grounds  before  it  was  stopped 
in  the  avenue  by  the  master  of  the  house,  who  was  coming 
towards  them  with  his  flat-crowned,  broad- brimmed,  white 
beaver  hat,  the  edges  lined  with  green  silk,  and  his  fiice 
beaming  with  deUght ;  for  having  caught  Lord  St.  Heliers 
so  speedily  and  opportunely,  after  his  conversation  with 
Mary,  he  had  at  once,  without  any  diplomatic  beating 
about  the  bush^  or  o£5cial  circumlocution,  broached  the 
subject  of  Melville's  great  abilities,  and  their  present  very 
circumscribed,  over-worked  and  under-paid  sphere  of 
action  ;  and,  forthwith,  enlisted  Lord  St.  Heliers'  sympathy 
and  admiration,  to  extricate  him  from  it. 

"  The  fact  is,"  concluded  Mr.  Thornberry,  "  it  revolts 
one's  whole  nature,  and  is  a  libel  on  the  fitness  of  things, 
— not  but  what  I  think  with  Thomson,  that — 

'  This  infancy  of  Nature,  cannot  be  God's  final  purpose  ;' 

a  till,  it  must  irritate  every  honest  mind,  to  see  a  man  oi 
Melville's  bright  intelligence,  and  deep,  pure  integrity, 
working  like  a  mole  in  the  dark,  to  accomplish  a  bad  man's 
ends,  though  I  am  very  sure,  Melville  knows  no  more 
than  this  table,  of  the  darker  phases  of  such  a  character 
as  Portarjis,  he  having  those  precious  rascals,  the  brothers 
Quirker,  to  do  his  palpable  dirty  work ;  but  still  Melville 
weaves  the  glittering  j.art  of  his  tissue  of  humbug  for 
him,  by  giving  him,  without  either  interest  or  discount. 


OR;  A  PERSON  OF  CONSEQUENCE.  57 

the  whole  capital  of  his  own  very  superior  intellect  to 
trade  npon/' 

Lord  St.  Heliers'  first  idea  was  to  o£fer  Melville  the  post 
of  his  aum  private  secretary^  with  £300  a  year  additional 
salary^  that  is  £800  a-year^  instead  of  £500,  which  was 
what  he  received  from  Lord  Fortarjis  ;  but  both  gentle- 
men,  who  toere  gentlemen,  simultaneously  agreed  the  next 
moment,  that  there  would  be  something  dishonourable  in 
bribing  so  useful  an  agent  away,  even  from  such  a  man  as 
Lord  Fortarjis.  So  it  was  finally  resolved,  that  Lord 
St.  Heliers  should  get  him  a  commissionership  of  excise,  or 
something  in  the  Customs,  and  then,  selfish  as  he  was.  Lord 
Fortarjis,  he  could  hardly  have  the  face  to  step  publicly 
and  openly,  between  his  slave's  advancement  and  better 
fortune.  "The  only  thing  is,''  said  Lord  St.  Heliers, 
'^  that  it  rather  goes  against  the  grain  of  my  conscience 
to  place  such  a  man  as  Melville  in  an  obscure  niche,  where 
there  is  no  opening  for  his  talents,  and  which,  has  always 
been  sacred  to  fat  mediocrity,  on  that  account ;  and  mono- 
polized by  the  Boobyocracy .  Look  at  Sir  Noodle  Fitzdoodle, 
for  instance,  there  is  a  brilliant  ornament  to,  and  ensample 
of  our  'Customs  !'" 

"  Fooh !  pooh  !  never  mind  that,  my  lord.  Only  re- 
collect how  well  gilded  the  mediocre  niche  is ;  and  that, 
as  ever  since  before  the  world  had  cut  its  first- teeth, 
boobies  have  always  had  the  best  things  going ;  it  could 
be  no  offence  to  Socrates  himself,  once  in  a  way,  to  put 
him  on  the  same  footing  with  them;  and,  if  your  lordship 
is  only  good  enough  to  get  him  a  well-paid  place,  with 
nothing  to  do,  and  plenty  of  time  to  do  it  in,  we  could 
see  about  getting  him  into  Farliament  after;  (though, 
according  to  your  theory,  the  boobies  who  reign  triumphant 
there,  ought  also  to  exclude  him  from  St.  'Stephens) ;  but 
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I  think  I  have  almost  interest  enough  to  get  him  retarned 
for  Twaddleton  myself^  where  he  may  use  his  thunder  and 
lightning  on  his  own  account^  instead  of  jobbing  out  his 
vivida  vis  anima,  in  hack  coruscations  to  my  Lord 
Portarjis." 

"  At  that  rate,  my  good  sir/'  laughed  Lord  St.  Heliers, 
drawing  a  quire  of  foolscap  towards  him,  dipping  a  pen 
into  the  ink,  and  writing  down  a  memorandum  which  he 
tore  off,  and  put  into  his  waistcoat  pocket ;  '^  at  that  rate, 
what  in  this  particular  instance,  is  to  become  of  your 
amiable,  and  unwontediy  self-sacrificing  law  maxim  f 
Prohibetur  ne  quis  faciat  in  suo,  quod  nocere  potest  in 
alieno?"* 

''  Why,  let  it  become  an  additional  proof,  that  like  so 
many  more  of  our  legal  verbalities,  which  only  sprout 
into  those  peculiar  and  strictly  professional  *  actions' 
which  benefit  us  lawyers,  that  it  is  more  honoured  in  the 
breach,  than  in  the  observance/' 

"  Oh  !  if  that  is  the  way  of  it ;  having  taken  counsel's 
opinion,"  said  Lord  St.  Heliers,  rising,  and  shaking  hands 
with  his  host ;  "  I  think  I  may  promise  you  to  clear  the 
customs,  by  making  a  commissioner  of  Melville." 

Now,  Lord  St.  Heliers  being  one  of  the  few  great 
men  with  whom  a  promise,  and  a  performance,  were 
synonymous,  this  it  was,  which  made  Mr.  Thomberry 
so  radiant,  when  he  went  to  meet  Mary  Melville  and  her 
children.  Still,  true  to  his  really  benevolent,  and  un- 
boasting  moral  code,  he  resolved  to  say  nothing  to  her 
about  it ;  but  let  the  joyous  surprise  flow  direct  from  the 
fountain-head,  some  morning  at  breakfast,  to  counteract 
the  wife-depressing  effects  of  Mark's  stereotyped,  "  Come, 

♦  Namely,  It. is  unlawful  for  any  man  to  do  with  his  otcn 
property,  that  which  may  injure  another's. 
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that's  very  good/'  over  the  ^' Times;''  and  the  obligator 
''  Now  darling,  another  cup  of  tea;  for  I  must  be  off." 

So  all  the  Lord  of  Beddington  said,  when  he  held  up  his 
stick  to  the  coachman,  to  stop  the  carriage,  and  himself 
ran  to  the  door  to  open  it,  was — 

'^  Come,  come,  good  people ;  when  you  have  the  good 
fortune  to  get  into  the  country,  once  in  a  way,  don't  be  so 
abominably  lazy,  but  get  out  and  walk." 

And  out  bundled  the  joyous  crew — ^he,  lifting  out  Jessie 
and  Minnie,  and  cautioning  them  as  they  threw  their  arms 
round  his  neck,  and  began  hugging  him,  that  they  should 
be  prosecuted  to  the  uttermost  rigour  of  the  law,  if  they 
destroyed  any  of  ^the  hairs  in  his  whiskers,  by  crushing 
them ;  and,  after  peals  of  laughter  from  the  daring  little 
poachers,  who,  at  this  warning,  actually  pulled  them  I 
Miss  Onslow  was  handed  out,  most  gallantly;  while 
Hubert,  who,  at  the  sight  of  Mr.  Thornberry,  had  sprung 
from  the  box,  now  opened  the  other  door,  and  helped  his 
mother  to  alight. 

'*  Well,  this  is  a  jolly  old  place,"  said  Hubert  looking 
round ;  for  he  had  never  been  there  before. 

''Ah!  as  you  are  a  Tyro,  Master  Hubert,"  said  the 
host,  offering  his  arm  to  Mrs.  Melville ;  "  I'll  take  you 
round  by  my  lake — splendid  piece  of  water  1  Lake  of 
Como  a  mere  finger-glass  to  it ; "  and  he  winked  at  Mrs. 
Melville,  who  rejoined ;  "  well,  but  it  really  is  very 
pretty  for  the  size  of  it." 

''  Size  of  it  I  indeed,  ignorance  and  impertinence  generally 
go  together;  and  I'd  have  you  to  know,  my  good  woman, 
that  '  the  delicate  Knight'  used  to  get  up  '  The  Lady  of 
the  Lake '  on  it,  and  other  masks,  as  well  as  they  were 
done  at  Kenilworth,  when  her  Highness  visited  him." 
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'<  What  precious  colds  the  women  must  hare  got  who 
acted  in  them/'  said  Hubert. 

''They  ran  no  such  risk,  for  in  Shakespeare's  time^ 
and  long  after,  female  characters,  whether  on  the  stage 
in  plays,  or  at  alfresco  masks,  pageants,  or  '  moralities,' 
were  always  acted  by  boys,  or  -  Tcry  young  men ;  Sir 
William  Davenant,  it  is  true,  in  imitation  of  the  foreign 
theatres,  first  introduced  women  on  the  English  stage; 
and  Mrs.  Betterton  is  said  to  have  been  the  first  woman 
that  appeared  on  it.  But  a  boy,  of  the  name  of  Andrew 
Pennycuicke,  played  the  part  of  Matilda,  in  a  tragedy 
of  Davenports,  in,  or  about  1655 ;  and  a  Mr.  Kynnaston 
acted  several  female  parts  so  late  as  after  the  Resto- 
ration. Downs,  a  contemporary  of  his,  affirms,  that  being 
then  very  young,  he  made  a  complete  beauty  ;  performing 
his  part  so  well  (particularly  in  Arthiope,  and  Aglaura), 
that  it  was  afterwards  a  moot  point,  among  the  court  and 
critics,  whether  any  woman  that  succeeded  him,  had 
touched  the  audience  so  sensibly,  as  this  masculine 
lady." 

''  Had  Downs,  sir,  said  that  no  woman  had  ever  struck 
the  audience  so  forcibly,  one  might,*^  rejoined  Hubert, 
"  have  given  Mr.  Kynnas ton's  bone  and  muscle  credit, 
for  what  our  nineteenth  century  notions  find  it  difficult 
to  award  to  his  beauty  and  softness.*' 

''  Ha !  ha !  ha  I  "  laughed  Mr.  Thomberry,  ''  non  ce, 
male!" 

"  Oh !  Hubert,"  cried  Minnie,  who  had  been  on  before ; 
now  running  back,  with  three  large  feathery  sprays  of 
fern ;  "  dive  me  oos  hat,  me  wants  to  make  a  Pince  of 
Wales  of  00." 

And  Hubert,  having  done,  as  he  was  desired,  Minnie, 
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kmdthfSmiKfB  mvoriorikiU,  itnek  the  thm  ferns, 
l«  pfOM^  phme  in  Hubert's  hat. 
^TmidaiV^  knghed  he,  putting  it  on;  ''this'IoH 
Ipt'ofjfiMiny  Minnie  and  Jessie,  wfll  only  serve  to  make 
I  brotbor  ridicukms.'' 
lest  wqr  ot  aroiding  that,  Hubert,  and  also  of 
i  to  tbs  Toweric^  high  treason,  from  osniping, 
•tigBtkMi  of  those  two  Ittde  ambitious  jadei^ 
i  Ifinnie,  the  Prince  of  Wales's  style  and  title, 
(to  adopt  King  Stephen's  motto,  not  only  for  your 
llBl  for  youf  prtm^^/' 

I  that,  nr  r  for  I  don't  know." 
PHhai^s  rig^^  Hubert;  anything  less  gentlemanlike, 
It^laaa  magnanimous  than  an  Etonian,  would  have 
pftf  made  his  ignorance  take  shelter  under  an  '  Ifor^ 
if-  WeQ,  King  Stephen,  of  England^  bore  a  plume  of 
(Bmhii  argent,  like  the  Prince  of  Wales's  plume,  only  with 

ll^DMlttO,  *  No  FORCE   ALTEM  THEIR    FASHION,'  alludlDg 

Mie  fell  of  the  feathers,  which  cannot  be  shaken  into 

ndbr  by  the  wind." 

iHknious  thing,  all  heraldry  is,"  said  Hubert ;  ''  more 

[hiiilly,  crests.     I  wonder  if  the  very  very  early  Webk 

Ites  of  Wales  wore  the  plume." 

t<FNo,  they  did  not  show  the  white  feather,"  said  Mr. 

konberry;  "for  Roderic,  Prince  of  Wales,  in  848,  bore 

bars,  a  cross  patt6  fitch6e  or; '  and  Cadwallader,  his 

Mrtor,  who  died  about  600,  is  supposed  to  have  borne 

a  same;  which  he,  'not  to  put  too  fine  a  point  upon  it/ 

bmed  was  borne  by  their  common  ancestor,  Adam  Ap 

hri,  A.M.  46  ! 

•^However,  I  rather  think  Sir  John  Feme  is  right ;  and 

al  all  armorial  ensigns  were  originally  derived  from 

QFptian  hieroglyphics.     But  with  regard  to  crests,  more 
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especially,  Herodotus  attributes  the  origin  of  them  to  the 
Carians,  who,  according  to  him,  first  bore  feathers  in  their 
casques,  and  painted  figures  on  their  bucklers.  The 
Etruscans  were  also  celebrated  for  their  lofty  crests ;  and, 
as  you  know,  artists  have  given  similar  additions  to  the 
helmets  of  the  three  Horatii.  The  mane  of  horse-hair, 
appended  by  the  Greeks  to  the  projection  on  the  top  of 
their  helmets,  was  called  by  them  70^09^  and  by  the 
Romans  Crista^  andjuba,  The  part  which  upheld  it,  was 
called  ^0709  by  the  Greeks,  and  conus  by  the  Romans. 
Antique  helmets  were  sometimes  divided  from  the  base, 
like  two  horns,  while  the  space  was  filled  with  the  flowing 
mane  of  a  horse,  and  a  plume  of  feathers  arose  on  either 
side,  such  as  you  may  see  in  the  crest  of  Minerva,  on 
Mr.  Hope's  fine  antique  vase,  which  contains  a  painting 
representing  the  expiation  of  Orestes/' 

"  But,  did  all  the  Egyptians  wear  crests,  then  ?" 
"No,  Nisbet   and  other  authorities  tell  us  that  none 
were  allowed  to  use  crests  and  cognisances,  but  those  that 
were  eminent.     Like  the  Romans,  who  allowed  none  under 
the  degree  of  a  knight,  to  use  a  crest.     But  then,  origin- 
ally, these  devices  were  arbitrarily  and  honourably  taken 
up,  for  distinguished  personal  valour,  and  were  not,  as 
since,   hereditary — to   descend  from  father   to   son,  and 
generation  to  generation,  no  matter  how  degenerated.'* 
'^  In  fact,  no  matter  how  crest-fallen,"  said  Hubert. 
"  As  you  say,  Hubert,  no  matter  how  crest-fallen.*' 
Just  then,  a  pointer  came  barking,  and  bounding,  through 
the  fern;    and  the  next  moment  had  his  fore  paws  up 
upon  his  master's  shoulders  as  nearly  as  they  could  reach. 
''Down  !  Don,  you  rascal,  down,  sir!"  cried  the  latter, 
sternly;  all  the  time  encouraging  the  dog,  by  affection- 
ately  twisting  his  nice  long,  brown,  soft,  velvety  ears. 
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"Down,  sir,  I  say;  if  you  have  no  respect  for  the  profes- 
fflon,  which,  as  an  honest  dog,  you  can't.  Have  some,  at 
lent  for  its  pantaloons,  which,  as  I  bought  you  from  a 
trilor,  joa  ought/* 

"Ob  I  what  «  nice  dog  1'^  cried  all  the  children,  setting 
^on  1km,  at  once;  so  that,  in  order  to  reciprocate  their 
dfilitiet,  like  a  well-bred  dog  as  he  was,  he  was,  perforce, 
sUiged  to  release  his  master. 

"Oh,  Mr.  Thomberry,*'  cried  Jessy,  "  I  wish  you'd  give 
meadogr 

"Well,  and  suppose  I  do ;  what  sort  of  dog  is  it  to  be?'' 

"Not  like  this  dog,  though  this  is  a  very  nice 
doggie;"  and  here  both  Don's  ears  were  kissed.  ''But 
a  led  and  white  dog,  with  black  eyes,  and  a  black 
fHam,  very  nice  soft  long  ears,  a  white  mark,  like  a  salt- 
spooDf  on  his  forehead ;  two  spots,  like  hazel  nuts,  on  that, 
md  little  innocent  red  speckles  all  about  his  nose ;  that*8 
die  sort  of  dog  I  want,  Mr.  Thomberry." 

"Oh  I  she  means  a  Blenheim,''  said  Hubert. 

"No,  now,  she  don*t  mean  a  Blenheim,  Hubert ;  I  mean 
a  bigger  dog  than  a  Blenheim,  Mr.  Thombcrry." 

"Ob,  I  think  /  know  what  you  mean,  Jessie,  it's  a 
smaU  setter,  about  that  high ;"  holding  his  hand  about  a 
bat  firom  the  ground ;  '^  with  all  the  beauties  of  a  Blenheim, 
only  a  bi^er  fellow." 

"Yes,  yes,  that's  it,'*  cried  Jessie,  jumping  with  de- 
Kght. 

"But  if  00  dive  Jessie  a  dog,  mc's  to  have  half?"  put 
in  Minnie. 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha  I  upon  the  principle  that  half  a  loaf  is  bet- 
ter than  no  bread.  I  suppose  you  think  half  a  dog  better 
than  no  d(^  at  all;  is  that  it,  Minnie?"  asked  Mr.  Thorn- 
berry. 
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"  JEJw/'  said  Minnie^  very  gravely. 

**  Bat^  poor  doggie^  which  of  you  will  be  so  cmel  as  to 
cut  him  in  two  V* 

"  Oh  !  but  him  not  to  be  tut  in  two— him  only  to  be 
tUsed  in  two/^  rejoined  Minnie,  very  solemnly. 

'^  Ha^  ha,  ha  I  talk  of  the  judgment  of  Solomon  after 
that  1'^  laughed  the  host. 

But  here,  a  turn  in  the  avenue  brought  them  out  upon 
the  lake,  from  whence  the  quaint  old  pile  <^  buildings  with 
its  gilt  peacocks  spreading  their  gorgeous  tails  to  the  sun, 
was  visible  in  the  distance^  from  the  height  on  which  it 
stood,  with  the  far-famed  cherry-tree,  the  pride  of  the 
Pleasaunce,  in  the  centre  of  the  emerald  turf,  at  the  foot 
of  the  first  terrace. 

A  simultaneous  '*  Oh,  mamma !  oh,  Hubert !  oh.  Miss 
Onslow  I  do  look !''  from  all  the  children,  now  rent  the 
air. 

"  Come,  we  must  get  on,"  said  Mr.  Thornberry,  looking 
at  his  watch,  **  for,  recollect  we  dine  at  three,  and  it  is 
half-past  two  now,  and  I  have  still  to  take  you  to  Peru ; 
that  is,  to  show  you  my  winter- garden ;  but  recollect, 
ladies  and  gentlemen,  that  the  onslaught  on  my  pompions, 
pithayas,  polosantos,  and  manna  roses,  like  the  storming 
of  the  cherry-tree,  is  not  to  be  till  after  dinner.*' 

So  saying,  their  kind  host  turned  into  a  broad  avenue 
of  fragrant  walnut-trees,  that  led  straight  up  to  the  house  : 
in  a  meadow  to  the  right,  fenced  oflF  by  light  iron-palings, 
grazed  four  little  Aldemey  cows. 

''  Oh,  there,  there  !  Mr.  Thornberry,"  cried  Jessy,  point- 
ing to  the  nearest,  "  those  are  the  coloured  spots  I  mean 
for  my  dog,  and  his  eyes  to  be  quite  as  black  as  that 
cow's/' 

^'  Oh,  very  well ;    but  I  suppose  you  would  not  want 
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te  ai  large  ai  Mias  Janet?  for  that  young  lady 
Wm  Janet;  the  one  next  to  her,  her  yonnger  aia- 
fias  Maydew,  and  the  two  matrons  beyond,  are 
yfet  and  Mrs.  Cowslip.     So  now  you  are  intro- 

the  whole  party ;  tor  four,  and  a  syllabub,  which 
in  to  give  us  after  dinner,  constitute  what  we  poor 
cousins  call '  a  party ^  Miss  Onslow.'* 
.  a  very  agreeably  party  too,  sir;  much  more  so 

OKE,  I  ever  met  before,^'  replied  Miss  Onslow. 
r,  hear,  hear  I'*  laughed  Mr.  Thomberry,  ''I  owe 
for  ihatr 

look,  Julia  I"  cried  Mary  Melville,  the  eldest  girl, 
eeond  sister;  ''there's  papa  coming  up  that  other 

lie  two  girls  set  off  as  £ut  as  they  could  run,  fbl- 
f  George  and  Hubert,  to  meet  him ;  Mr.  Thom- 
1  the  rest  of  his  guests  hurrying  themselves  lei- 
\a  them.  Mary's  arms  were  the  first  round  her 
leck,  then  Julia's;  then  (jeorge  was  kissed;  then 
the  girls  passed  both  their  hands  through  each  of 
I  and  nearly  weighed  him  down,  as  they  leant  on 
1  bent  forward  looking  up  into  his  face ;  and  both 
at  once,  to  ascertain  the  important  point,  of  the 
xrnent  he  had  got  away  from  Downing  Street,  and 
atulate  him  upon  the  wonderful  good  fortune  of 
having  missed  the  train.  And  next,  of  course, 
B  anxious  to  hear  all  that  had  befallen  him  in  so 
immey ;  and,  finally,  to  narrate  all  tltey  had  seen, 
marvels  they  were  still  to  see,  till  Hubert  at  length 
the  rescue,  with 

I !  nonsense,  Ju. !   YouVe  been  here  often  before, 
a'tyou?'' 
II.  r 
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''  Oh  I  yes.  I  delight  in  the  quaint  old  place.  Fm  lo 
fond  of  those  really  old  brick  houses." 

"Ah  !  and  the  best  brick  of  the  lot  is  old  Thomberry 
himself;  for  he  is  a  regular  brick,"  eulogised  Hubert. 

'^Well,  that  he  most  decidedly  is,"  smiled  Mr.  Mel- 
ville, '^  according  to  your  slang  acceptation  of  the  term, 
Hubert." 

"How  d'ye  do,  Melville? — thrice  welcome  to  buds, 
butterflies,  and  Beddington ;  and  you  are  a  sensible  fellow, 
for  you  got  out  at  the  gate  and  walked,"  said  the  subject 
of  their  conversation,  now  coming  up  and  shaking  hands 
with  him. 

"  Well,  you  are  a  good  old  darling  for  coming  so  soon," 
said  his  wife,  arranging  the  very  ill-tied  bows  of  his 
black  silk  neckerchief,  which  improvement,  however,  did 
not  last  very  long ;  as  Minnie  insisted  upon  his  carrying 
her,  which  could  not  possibly  be  done  without  a  mitrailk 
of  kisses,  chemin  faisant,  which,  as  I  need  not  explain, 
"plays  the  very  dooce  with  a  fellah's  collars  and 
cravats." 

As  they  iieared  the  house,  they  heard  the  first  dinner- 
bell.  The  hall-door  at  Beddington  opened  into  the  great 
hall,  which  Mr.  Thornberry  had  left,  with  its  dais  and  its 
oaken  tables  and  benches,  to  the  empty  memories  of  their 
former  hospitalities,  as  he  infinitely  preferred  the  comforts 
of  a  modern  dining-room,  more  especially,  as  two  terrific 
daubs  on  wood,  let  into  the  wall  at  the  upper  and  lower 
end  of  the  refectory,  one  representing,  as  large  as  Ufe, 
the  death  of  Charles  the  Bad,  King  of  Navarre,  and 
the  other,  if  a  less  horrible  subject,  an  equally  atrocious 
daub,  calling  itself  an  original  portrait  of  Edward  IV. 
The  former,  their  present  owner  declared  was  quite  suffi- 
cient to  take  away  the  appetite  of  an  ogre,  much  more  of 
any  ordinary  mortal. 
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mtftHl  im  «ptrtli  oC  faint,  (tt  orUrr  to  obtaui  am  attt^ 
flbU  hgMU  ilpto  serbanlf  lubtsig  mu  ntghl  fteim  fiim 
vp  in  AcWf  ftmtfg^  0C  ctttttittt  thf  tfurcsb*  siuilit^  s 
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fbfef  actnUtiqi  to  ^tmsuMxtp  m  Kel  fortifi  in  his  Chto^ 
«df 9  ditt  ball  Stnge,  anil  bonKe  jSan,  HiH  forrtaste  of 
lldly  lor  WUta  Hags^  (tt  Ae  horttbk  tortttettis  ot  dicse 
:   lintts^  Uhtch  conlH  ttot  lie  ytU  out* 

rt 

In  abort,  Beddington,  firom  the  chimniea  to  the  foonda- 
itioD,  waa  a  complete  snuggery,  though  the  den  of  an  old 

Eielor,  as  its  owner  called  it ;  and,  thanks  to  Mrs.  Dean, 
housekeeper,  who  was  almost  as  rococo  as  the  place 
F,  the  very  bed- rooms— chintz  and  carpets  having  suc- 
^JBBeded  tapestry  and  polished  oak-floors ;  aiid  high-backed 
My-chairs,  japan  toilet-boxes,  and  old  point  toilet-covers 
done  remaining — were  as  comfortable  and  as'  soignee  as 
if  there  had  been  a  Mrs.  Thomberry's  wifely  eyes  to  pre- 
dde  over  every  separate  lar ;  while  the  dinner,  sans  jyre- 
■MaiUm,  but  every  thing  a  perfection  of  its  kind,  and  done 
M point,  was  such  an  one  as^  without  drawing  upon  France 
^  even  a  name,  might  have  been  often  discussed  a  cen- 
Jarj  ago  in  England,  but  is  certainly  not  to  be  met  with 
ja  this  age  of  vulgar  show  and  stingy  shams,  make-shifts, 
^pid  make-believes — where  nothing  is  but  what  is  jiot — till 
Ihaft  crowning  abomination  of  the  present  millennium  of 
[peannesa,  English  cookery  par  excellence,  or,  rather, 
far  execrableness,  for  toughness,  tastelessness,  and  anti- 
VatritiouB  properties,  more  resembles  the  painted  wood  and 
Mid-board  property  banquets  of  the  stage  than  a  bond- 
JUk  meal  for  real  people. 

But  at  Beddington,  what  poultry !  what  ducks  I  what 

F  2 
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geese  1  brown,  juicy,  savoury,  and  crisply  roasted;  not 
like  those  modem  impostors,  bearing  their  time-honoured 
names,  but  tough,  white,  and  flabby,  as  if  they  had  never 
had  a  swim  in  their  lives,  and  had  been  fed  on  old  white 
kid  gloves  and  white  of  egg.  What  peas  1  large,  mellow, 
and  delicious  1  for  at  Beddington  no  guano  was  used  to 
increase  the  quantity  and  diminish  the  quality  of  the 
vegetables.  What  hams  I  what  cheeks  1  what  bacon- 
eating — short  as  an  official  answer,  with  the  fat  clear  and 
transparent  as  official  humbug. 

In  the  winter,  what  turkeys  I  and  above  all,  what 
genuine  celery-sauce — no  crushing  the  flavour  out  of  the 
poor  water-soaked  vegetable  through  that  greatest  of  culi- 
nary abominations  a  tammy,  but  large,  hospitable  pieces 
of  the  not  over-boiled  root  in  white  sauce,  made  with 
thick,  raw  cream,  (no  abominable  flour-and-water  make- 
shifts), a  blade  of  mace  boiled  in,  and  then  taken  out  of  it ; 
and,  finally,  half-a-dozen  plump  oysters  (the  fins  removed), 
and  a  dessert-spoonfull  of  sherry  stirred  in  it,  the  last 
thing,  to  give  it  that  indescribably  exquisite  flavour  which 
sets  people  eating  and  wondering,  but  guessing  in  vain. 

Then,  what  lobster-sauce ! — No  abomination  of  a  mole- 
hill of  butter  to  a  river  of  water,  and  a  harvest  of  flour, 
made  red  by  a  colony  of  cayenne,  but  good,  thickly-melted 
butter,  without  flour,  the  coral  of  the  lobster  well 
blent  with  the  yolk  of  a  hard-boiled  fresh  egg,  and  three 
or  four  drops  of  Chili  vinegar,  (which  is  the  magic  of 
lobster-sauce,  as  sherry  is  of  celery)  blent  in  with  it ;  after 
which,  the  melted  butter  is  poured  on,  «nd  stirred  into  it^ 
till  the  whole  is  a  beautiful,  smooth,  vermilion  cream,  into 
which  the  pieces  of  lobster  (not  too  small)  are  thrown,  an4 
the  whole  warmed  together,  but  not  let  to  boil.  If  any 
thing   could,   at    tbia    distance   of  time,   resuscitate   and 
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LiMMlhi%  and  make  him  fed  tbat  be  had 
tafc  iMmr  dbed  hdote,  it  would  be  bbater-^anee 


hr  tbe  dd-fiMbioned  Beddington  sweets  I  what 
mpess  tbemf — the  pastry  mad^  as  pastry  alone 
be  medfl^  with  the  best  and  freshest  of  butter, 
in  fose-waler,  and  not,  as  is  usual  in  the  present 
with  every  oleaginous  abomination  under  the  sun 
can  Conglomerate  floor,  and  destroy  the  coats  of  the 
atofnadu     And  what  blancmange  I   made  with 
and  flaffNired  with  uoyeau — (not  a  thing  looking 
like  dirty  soap-suds,  made  stiff  with  gelatine) 
Biodem  abomination),  and  flavoured,  or  rather 
i  with  essence  of  bitter  almond,  alioi  Pmssic  acid. 
ouCatds  i  thidc  with  new  milk,  and  only  the  yolks 
q;gs,  and  flavoured  with  peach-brandy,  and  the 
old-fiMhioned  nutmeg  on  the  top  of  them.    What 
f4oot  jelly  I  clear  as  amber,  and  tasting  like  consoli- 
i  sherry,  with  a  saupt^n  of  fresh  lime  in  it — none  of 
I  bottled  abomination  of  glue  and  cow-heels,  boiled  down, 
i  sold  in  shops  labelled,  or  rather  libelled,  *'  calves'-foot 
'  What  delicious,  pure,  wheaten,  home-made  bread ! 
not-like  fresh  butter !     What  pure,  nut-brown  ale, 
r  straw-eokmred  beer,  such  as  Woden,  in  his  paradise, 
scaoredy  find  surpassed !     What  tea  !  what  coffee  ! 
wine !  what  every  thing ! — for,  like  the  Amphitryon, 
'  tihing  was,  what  it  professed  to  be,  and  as  good,  of 
as  it  possibly  could  be;  for  from  Mrs.  Dean's 
eode,  as  from  her  master's  moral  one,  all  shams 
1  aabatitiltes  were  banished. 
^Am  soon  as  dinner  was  over,  and  Hubert  had  perpetrated 
somewhat  stale  jest,  of  asking  his  brother  George 
,  indeed,  had  steadily  distinguished  himself  throughout 
fte  whole  dinner,  down  to  the  last  apricot  at  the  dessert), 
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if  he  did  not  think  that  "  if  he  stood  up  he  could  eat  a  leetk 
more  '/^  and  George  had  honestly  answered,  that  even  if 
he  were  hanged^  and  stretched  into  double  his  actual  length, 
he  really  could  not  ;  it  was  decided  that  Miss  Onslow 
should  escort  the  children  to  the  winter  garden,  and  the 
cherry-tree,  and  do  the  honours  of  the  syllabub  festa,  as 
the  three  elders  preferred  adjourning  to  the  library,  and 
quietly  taking  their  coffee  there,  preparatory  to  encounter- 
ing the  dissipations  of  the  Circus. 

"  Well,  this  is  an  uncommonly  nice  place,''  said  Mr. 
Melville,  looking  about  him,  in  their  transit  to  the  library ; 
"  and  I  am  not  in  the  least  surprised  at  your  not  leaving  it 
now  ;  but  I  confess  I  am  so,  at  your  having  originally  quit- 
ted Thomberry,  which  is  also  such  an  exceedingly  nice 
place,  and,  moreover,  not  only  your  paternal,  but  your 
birth-place.'* 

"  Ah  !  there  it  is,"  said  Mr.  Thomberry,  wheeling  the 
easy  chair  he  had  ensconced  himself  in  over  to  the  open 
window,  from  whence  he  could  see  the  children  dancing 
delightedly  round  the  cherry-tree,  while  the  gardener,  on 
a  ladder,  was  filling  a  basket  for  them.  "  VoiUt  pourqoi, 
my  dear  Melville,  for  if  there  is  a  vice  on  earth  that  I 
detest  it  is  arrogance,  or  omnipresence  op  selpative- 
NESS,  for  there  is  a  coarse,  but  true  old  English  proverb, 
which  says,  *  Arrogance  is  a  weed  that  always  grows  on 
a  dunghill.'  Now,  what  drove  me  away  from  Thomberry, 
was  the  fear  that  had  I  remained  vegetating  there,  (as 
memory  and  inclination  first  led  me  to  do,)  ay  !  the  mortal 
fear  of  local  pufi*upativeness,  or  moral  elephantiasis,  that 
is,  of  becoming  the  Admirable  Crichton  of  one's  county! 
The  Triton  of  Turnpike  Committees,  the  Gargantua 
of  Boards  of  Guardians,  the  Minos  of  magistrates,  the 
Rhadah ANTHUS  of  ragged  schools — in  a  word,  the  Elijah 

FoORAM  OP  one's  own  PARISH  !  !  ! 


OB,   A   PERSON   OF  CONSEQUENCE.  71 

"Till  I  bad  been  led  on,  step  by  step,  to  the  calculating 
poiot  of  local  pomposity,  that  of  setting  up  some  rag  of 
a  newspi^r,  either  containing  provincial  soothing-syrup, 
mndet  the  title  of  '  7%«  County  Codger,*  or  worse  still, 
tin  I  had  fancied  myself  an  unlimited  Lycurgus,  armed 
^ridi  a  vnirersal  cat-o'-uine-tails,  and  the  special  mission 
«f  establishing  and  hitting  raws  through  the  free  and 
indqiendent  columns  of  '  The  Thomberry  Thistle/  No, 
thsnk  you,  depend  upon  it,  I  did  what  was  best,  which 
"WIS  to  cut  and  run  in  time/' 

**But,  my  dear  sir/'  laughed  Melville,  ''if  doing  good 
in  your  generation,  and  incumng  popularity  on  the  strength 
4if  itp  is  a  dangerous  state,— which  I  don^t  think  it  is,  to 
mmda  and  hearts  capable  of  so  acting ;  surely  you  incur 
as  much  danger  here  as  there,  or  anywhere  else,  of  what 
^  very  aptly  call  moral  elephantiasis/' 

''Not  a  bit  of  it,  not  a  bit  of  it;  for  in  the  lirst  place, 
yAea  one  is  only  ten  miles  from  London,  were  one  to 
vint  every  prison  in  England  twenty  times  a  day,  discover 
ume  extract  of  Utopia  for  regenerating  all  the  prisoners, 
lolve  some  financial  conimdrum,  for  sufficing  to  every 
one's  necessities,  and  not  leaving  a  pauper  extant ;  be  in 
one's  own  person  an  Ambulating  Humane  Society,  and  save 
eiery  one  from  drowning,  or  rub  them  up  to  look  as  good 
IS  new,  after  they  were  drowned,  and  then,  to  win  on  one's 
oim  chess-board  every  battle  in  Europe ;  one  would  in 
ibar-and-twenty  hours  find  one's  level,  and  be  in  juxta- 
position to  nil.  In  the  next  place,  as  Lord  Bolingbroke, 
or  Lord  Bathurst,  or  some  of  that  set  truly  said,  '  The 
world  always  admires  in  the  wrong  place,  and  admires 
most  what  it  least  understands/  But  to  strike  the  ba- 
Imce  even,  the  said  world  also  invariably  censures  in  the 
wrong  place,  and  condemns  most  analytically  those  actions 
ind  circumstances  of  which  it   is  most  ignorant.      So, 
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that  whatever  risks  one's  person,  principles^  or  patieiiee 
may.  incur  in  the  world,  one's  vanity  is  always  safe.  Bat 
a  village,  or  still  worse,  a  country  town,  puts  you  at  the 
fag  end  of  creation  ;  for  which  reason,  if  you  have  a  few 
gold  threads  running  through  you,  you  run  terrible  risks 
of  being  either  cut  off  as  a  pattern^  or  else  dragged 
through  the  mire,  from  being  so  different  from  the  rest  of 
tissue/' 

*'  Well,  pertainly,  there  is  some  truth  in  that,*'  said 
Melville.  "  Talking  of  the  world,  reminds  me  of  one  of 
its  votaries.  Lord  Fortarjis  wanted  to  know  the  other 
day  where  Mr.  Frederick  Vileways  was  ;  can  you,  pro- 
fessionally or  otherwise,  give  me  any  due  to  his  where- 
about ?" 

"No,  thank  Heaven,  1  really  cannot;  but  as  the 
nearest  way  of  finding  him,  I  think  you  had  better  do, 
as  Lord  Oxford's  administration  told  Swift  they  were 
obliged  to  do,  with  regard  to  Lord  Peterborough  ;  for,  as 
they  never  knew  where  he  was  to  write  to  him,  they  used 
to  write  at  him.  Now,  I  recommend  your  adopting  the 
same  plan,  with  regard  to  that  charming  youth,  that 
'  flower  of  English  chivalry,'  (at  least  as  it  is  utidarstood 
in  the  nineteenth  century,)  Mr.  Frederick  Vileways,  and 
occasionally  putting  little  calumnies  of  him  in  the  papers, 
such  as 

'^^We  understand,  from  his  honourable  and  strict 
economy,  during  his  last  five  years'  residence  on  the  Conti- 
nent, the  Honourable  Frederick  Vileways  has  discharged 
every  shilling  of  his  debts ' — or 

"  ^  It  is  currently  reported  in  fashionable  circles,  that 
Lady  Jamly  has,  in  the  handsomest  manner,  discharged 
all  Mr.  Frederick  Vileways'  debts  of  honour,  and  that  he 
will  immediately  return  to  England,  and  once  more  mingle 
in  that  society  which  he  is  so  well  calculated  to  adorn.' — 
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i  ht  owe  Portaijis  anything,  that  Ae  is  to 
\  about  his  moyiements  V* 
'toUmethat  he  did;. bat  I  have  always 
kdMlr'Viknvays  was^very  deeply  dipped  in  all  those 
dGilj  anckei  transactions^  at  the  time  that  fellow 
hanged,  for  the  poisoning  of  Netherby,  the 
J,  who  lode  his  horse.  Skyrocket ;  for  the  rascal 
Itaken  the  field  against  himself/' 
"Akl  .my  belief  is^  that  there  were  more  rascals  than 
I  in  aU  that ;  Imdtfaat^  though  he  was  the  scape- 
theie  are  others  whose  race  is  not  yet  run,  who 
» at  lieUy  deserved  hanging/' 
'Boidy,  you  can't  allude  to  Lord  St.  HeliersP  said 
innocently^  ''for  he  woa  largely,  too,  on  Sky- 
fa  bolting/' 
T'^CkNid  Heavens  I  Lord  St.  Heliers,  no  1  for  he  is  one 
l^tiie  veiy  few  men  whom  I  thoroughly  esteem.  One  of 
very,  very  few,  from  whom  I  would  gladly,  nay, 
accept  a  fevour.  For,  as  some  one  has  truly 
'so  few  men  know  how  to  confer  a  kindness, 
one  would  rather  receive  small  injuries  from  most, 
nominal  services/  For  truly  far  such,  they  are 
*  upon  one  than  Shylock,  as  he  only  took,  or  at  least 
r  wanted,  his  one  pound  of  flesh ;  but  ^they  take  many, 
\  they  have  branded  you  with  an  obligation/' 
M^t  ^F(»  shame,  Mark,"  said  Mrs.  Melville,  quite  sharply, 
bMi  a  tel^raphife  lo6k  lit  Mr.,  Thortiberly.  '^  I  ^m  sure 
pbos  are  other  lords  that  you  know  better,  and,  therefore, 
^^S|i<  to  know  worse,  that  might  have  suggested  them- 
db«,  instead  of  Lord  St.  Heliers." 
'^.^  *  WeD,  dear,  it  was  wrong  I  own ;  I  ought  not  to  have 
Ims  personal  to  any  one." 

"Pereonall  oh,  how  I  do  hate,  or  rather  how  I  do 
fftfm  that  word  personal,  audits  nexta-kin,  personality,*' 
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said  his  wife^  stamping  her  little  foot  on  the  ottoman 
upon  which  it  rested.  ''  When  you  praise  people,  is  it 
not  personally,  for  otherwise  it  would  be  no  praise  ?  Then, 
why  should  vice  and  yillany  alone,  always  have  the  shield, 
the  vizor,  and  the  ramparts  of  impersonality  to  protect 
them  V 

"Brava  !  brava !  Mrs.  Melville,  you  are  quite  right,  and 
when  England  becoines  a  more  Christian,  and  less  canting 
country,  and  has  only  attained  half  the  national  morality 
to  which  it  now  pretends,  we  shall  gibbet  impersonalities, 
instead  of  Jennings's.  Pope  has  a  capital  passage  in  one  of 
his  letters  to  Dr.  Arbuthnot,  on  this  very  subject,"  said 
Mr.  Thombcrry,  rising,  and  taking  down  a  volume  of 
Pope^s  letters.  "  Though  the  personality  twaddle  was  far 
from  having  reached  in  his  day  the  pitch,  in  fact  the 
pitch  which  defilcth,  that  it  has  done  in  ours, — ah, 
here  it  is,*' — and  he  read  aloud: — "To  amend,  and 
"not  to  chastise,  is,  1  am  afraid,  impossible ;  and  the  best 
'^  precepts,  as  well  as  the  best  laws  would  prove  of  small 
'^  use,  if  there  were  no  examples  to  enforce  them.  To 
"  attack  vices  in  the  abstract,  without  touching  persons, 
"may  be  safe  fighting  indeed;  but  it  is  fighting  with 
"  shadows.  General  propositions  arc  obscure,  misty,  and 
"uncertain,  compared  with  painful  and  home  examples. 
"  Precepts  only  apply  to  our  reason,  which  in  most  men  is 
"  but  weak.  Examples  are  pictures,  and  strike  the  senses, 
"  nay,  raise  the  passions,  and  call  in  those,  (the  strongest 
'^  and  most  general  of  all  motives)  to  the  aid  of  reforma- 
"  tion.  Every  vicious  man  makes  the  case  his  own, 
''  and  that  is  the  only  w^ay  by  which  such  men  can  be 
''affected,  much  less  deterred.  So,  that  to  chastise  is 
"  to  amend.  The  only  sign  by  which  I  found  my  writ- 
''  ings  ever  did  any  good,  or  had  any  weight,  has  been 
"  that  they  roused  the  anger  of  bad  men.  And  ray  greatest 
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"  oomfort  lias  been  to  see^  that  those  who  have  no  shame 
"  and  no  fear  of  anything  else^  have  appeared  touched  by 
''my  satires/ 

"  Now>  what  is  the  result  of  all  this  impersonalitt^ 
alias  impunity^  and  ouard  of  honour  to  vice  ?  Why, 
the  same  that  was  in  Judea  of  old^  and  that  will  be  till  the 
world  is  ended,  if  this  state  of  things  continue — namely, 
that— 

*''The  heads  of  the  land  judge  for  reward,  and  the 
people  thereof  judge  for  hire;  and  the  prophets  thereof 
divine  for  money ;  yet  will  they  lean  upon  the  Lord,  and 
say.  Is  not  the  Lord  among  us  V 

"And  thus  hypocrisy,  out  of  injustice,  becomes  the 
only  winner  in  all  the  different  careers  of  life ;  and  our 
misnomered  civilization  (?)  ends  in  an  equal  division  of  our 
time  (to  borrow  an  expression  of  Seneca's)  between  an 
anxious  conscience,  and  an  equally  overburdened  stomach.*' 

Here,  Hubert  and  George  came  running  into  the  room ; 
the  latter  exclaiming,  breathlessly — 

"  Oh,  mamma !  oh,  papa !  you  really  rrnist  come  out 
and  see  Mr.  Thomberry's  green  men  I'' 

"  Who  are  all  still.'"  put  in  Hubert. 

"  Tut,  tut,*'  laughed  Mr.  Thornberry.  "  Mamma  and 
papa  had  the  honour  of  making  their  acquaintance  long 
ago.  They  are  friends  of  '  The  delicate  Knight's,'  not  mine ; 
and  so  I  left  them.  There's  a  sort  of  inventory  of  them 
in  'The  Guardian.'     Hubert,  don't  you  remember? 

"Adam  and  Eve  in  yew.  Adam  a  little  shattered  by 
the  fall  of  the  tree  of  knowledge  in  the  great  stoim. 
Eve,  and  the  serpent,  very  flourishing. 

*'  Noah's  ark  in  holly ;  the  ribs  a  little  damaged  for 
want  of  water. 

*'  The  Tower  of  Babel,  not  yet  finished. 

''  St.  George  in  box ;  his  arm  scarce  long  enough,  but 
will  be  in  a  condition  to  stick  the  dragon  by  next  April. 
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''A  green  dragon  of  the  same,  with  a  tail  of  ground 
ivy,  for  the  present. 

''A  Laurestine  bear  in  blossom,  with  a  juniper-hunter, 
in  berries. 

"A  pair  of  giants,  stunted,  to  be  sold  cheap. 

"A  Queen  Elizabeth,  in  Phillyrea. 

**  An  old  maid  of  honour,  in  wormwood. 

**  A  topping  Ben  Jonson,  in  laurel. 

''Divers  eminent  modem  poets,  in  bays,  somewhat 
blighted ;  to  be  disposed  of  a  pennyworth. 

''  A  quick-set  hedge-hog,  shot  up  into  a  porcupine,  by 
heing  forgot  a  week  in  rainy  weather. 

''A  lavender  pig,  with  sage  in  his  stomach,  &c.  &c.  &c. 
&c.  &c.*' 

While  Hubert  and  George  were  stiU  laughing  at  this 
catalogue  raisonnS  of  the  box  belles,  and  beaux,  of  the 
bowling-green,  Julia,  Jessie,  and  Minnie,  who  it  seemed 
had  been  equally  charmed  with  these  distinguished  mem- 
bers of  the  ''  verdant  green  family,'*  made  their  appear- 
ance, to  add  their  entreaties,  that  their  father  and  mother 
would  come  out  and  see  these  wonders ! 

"Enter  'three  witches  solus*  as  the  stage  directions, 
in  the  original  editions  of  Shakespeare's  plays  used  to 
indicate,*'  laughed  Mr.  Thornberry.  And  while  the  Mel- 
villes  ptre  et  mere  were  lazily  excusing  themselves  from 
paying  their  respects  to  the  bevy  of  box  celebrities  that 
bounded  the  bowling-green,  the  carriage  came  to  the  door, 
followed  by  an  outside  jaunting  car,  for  the  accommodation 
of  the  children,  which  the  host  announced  by  humming 
over,  Lover^s  charming  air  of 

"  THE   LOW-BACK'd  CAB," 

and  parodying  the  refrain,  into  something  about  his  rather 
being 
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^  A  drnzy  that  J60fj  was  pluoking, 
Aa  aha  aat  on  the  low-back'd  ear/' 
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Lend  Chanodlor  of  England;  after  which^  he  oonde- 
ed  to  aay,  in  plain  prose,  though  accompanied  by  a 
{pa$  de  zephyr^  aa  he  set  the  example,  and  made  for 
wr — 

'on  my  life,  we  had  better  go  and  get  ready,  not  to 
my  of  the  fon.^ 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

%  Silbtr  Clouir,  foit|  a  garfe  fining. 

^^HERE  is  something  in  the  stillness  and  languor 
of  the  evening  that  succeeds  an  intensely  sultry 
day,  that  is  r^y  analogous  to  the  exhaustion  and 
apathy  of  a  human  being,  after  the  long  and  futile  struggle 
of  violent  and  conflicting  passions.  It  is  not  till  moral  or 
physical  nature  has  been  subjugated  by  a  superior  force, 
that  they  seem  to  lie  passive  in  the  hands  of  the  Creator. 
Ham  Common  is  neither  a  particularly  romantic  name,  nor 
locale;  neither  is  an  itinerant  Circus,  as  a  general  rule,  the 
cynosure  of  sentiment,  or  of  the  finer  fibres  of  human 
feeling.  But  what  of  that  ?  The  poetry  of  nature  is  an 
electric  fluid  that  penetrates  through  all  things,  from  the 
highest  to  the  lowest,  without  distinction;  and  oftener, 
perhaps,  the  most  sublime,  as  well  as  the  most  terrible  ! 
tragedies  of  lifers  drama  are  enacted  under  the  homely 
garb  of  struggling  probity,  or  the  sordid  rags  of  the  out- 
cast, and  the  wanderer,  than  under  the  purple  of  kings,  or 
the  sheen  of  conventional  respectability. 

It  was  one  of  those  still,  languid  evenings  above  alluded 
to ;  the  calm  sky  was  cloudlessly  blue,  the  young  crescent 
moon  lay  listlessly  ^'  in  the  old  moon*s  arms;''  the  one  or 
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8  tbal  peeped  oat,  aa  if  to  see  whether  the  nin'e 
len  tnck  had  disappeared  from  thehoriion,  (whieh 
lot),  tremuloiuly  twinkled^  and  looked  pale  in  the 

day.  The  very  flowers  had  curtained  their  slum- 
b  their  folded  leaves^  and  balmed^  without  stirring 
air^  with  their  gentle  breath.  While>  in  the  midst 
pausing  atmosphere^  stood  out,  and  seemed  to  float 
te  great  globe  itself," 

MPUS'S  UNEIVALLED  ATTRACTIONS  I'* 
idard  of  England,  the  imperial  tricolour  of  France, 
Prussian  ea^,  floating  from  its  pinnacle, 
old  friend  Bob  had,  by  indefatigable  industry,  and 
oile  resources  of  his  inventive  genius,  during  the 
i  years^,  become  a  bond  fide  partner  in  the  Circus, 
w  regularly  enacted  the  clown,  being  universally 
ledged  to  be,  not  only  the  wittiest,  but  most  pro- 
bwn  that  had  ever  set  an  audience  in  a  roar.     The 

managed  it  was  this;  he  had  no  premeditated 
ptus  set  down  for  him ;  no  ^'  old  Joes''  served  up 
jibes,  or  new  quips  hung  upon  old  cranks.  His 
IS  a  very  simple  one;  but  by  it^  as  he  himself 
A  it,  he  "  kept  his  crop  of  mushrooms  fresh  from 
day;  and  was  not  compelled  to  serve  up  bits  of 

sharpened  with  vinegar,  and  spiced  with  ginger, 
id  no  flavour  of  anything  but  what  was  borrowed 
Moething  else."  The  only  study  required  for  his 
rf,  consisted  in  reading  the  papers  regularly  every 
g,  and  by  keeping  himself  thoroughly  au  counmt 
ing  events,  in  which  iray  he 

**  Gaoght  the  manners,  living  as  ihejjlew  ;*' 

hits  being  struck  from  the  anvil  of  the  actual  and 
sent,  were  sure  to  telL  He  had  also  a  surprising 
<rf  dramatising,  and  condensing,  any  tale  of  stirring 
iphic  interest  that  he  read,  and  therefore  had  intro- 
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daced  histrionic  seSnas  into  the  entertttDBOte;  m 
however^  the  horses^  of  coone,  were  the  pnBdpi 
or  agents,  for  bringing  about  tl^  iemkemmt. 
The  dramatic  interlude^  placarded  fior  dweic 

question,  was  entitled 

KAENOVITCH,  OR  PBEDESTDrATIOll 

▲  CAXJCABiAx  nrciDin. 

EamoFitoh  •  .  Signoia. 

Lieutenant  Zadonskoi  .  .  Signer  fl 

'  Major  Treskoff  .  •  .  Mr.Oiri 

Drunken  Oossabk  .  •  Mr.Wa 

nrrEBiiUDK 

Ul  TWO  ▲CIS. 

The  Millionnaire        . .  ^      .  A  Short 

Now,  be  it  observed,  en  passani,  that  no  one 

seen  poor  squalid  ''Pinch,''  and  *'Skin,'*  the 

Robert  Bumpus  had  rescued  them  firom  the  tende 

of  ''Blinking  Sal,*'  and  given  them  their  first  I 

deserving  that  name,  al  fresco,  at  the  comer  of  tl 

ries,  could  have  possibly  recognised  them  in  the  ( 

graceful  youth,  and  maiden,  called  "  Signor  Oriam 

"  Signora  Angelina."     And  still   leas,  periiap 

their  yet  earlier  period  firiends,  their  pre-Raphadit 

in  fact,  of  "  Fox  Court,''  have  presumed^  upon  the 

of  their  whilom  familiarities  with  Bfaater  Pati 

Miss  Norah  O'Toole,  to  have  accosted  the  well 

well-mannered  youthful  stars  of  ''Bompua's  Ui 

Attractions."     For,  indeed.  Bob  had  tidcen  eto 

with  their  education;  and,  if  never  telling  a  li^  ai 

doing  anything  which  could  tempt  them  into  teD 

constituted  good  morals;  and  firmly  believing  tin 

their  bounden  duty  to  observe  God's  commandma 

rely  for  all  blessings,  temporal  as  well  as  spiritoi 
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of  a  horse^  as  when  kneeling  to  implore  them  in  the  aisle 
of  a  church,  constitutes  piety ;  then,  verily  I  had  the  itine- 
rant Circus  been  a  better  training  school  than  many  a  more 
plausible  and  more  pompous  establishment. 

Signora  Angelina,  and  Signor  Orlando,  were  now  in  the 
receipt  of  the  magnificent  salary  of  £30  a-year  each ;  and 
notwithstanding  their  mother,  Mrs.  Finerty,  nee  Bralla- 
ghan,  was  enjoying  all  the  luxuries  of  her  husband's  ^^  en- 
eoambered  eshtate**  in  Tipperary,  Mr.  Bumpus  felt  (for  he 
could  not  conceal  the  fact  from  himself),  that  having  robbed 
her  of  her  legitimate  portion  of  their  natural  i^ection, 
which  had  all  flowed  into  his  heart,  the  least  he  could  do, 
was  to  make  them  give  her  a  portion  of  that  gold,  which 
had  flowed  to  them  out  of  his  coffers ;  so  that  they  each 
allowed  her  £10  a-year  out  of  their  £30,  (almost  sufficient 
to  have  cleared  the  mortgages  off  of  the  "  encoombered 
eshtate")  One  ten  was  spent  on  their  clothes,  and  the  re- 
maining ten  deposited  annually  in*  the  Maresco  saving  bank 
for  them,  to  accumulate,  with  interest  and  compound  in- 
terest ;  for,  for  their  food  their  patron  charged  them  nothing, 
as  he  said  they  more  than  earned  it.  Indeed,  he  was 
beginning  to  feel  quite  an  editorial  interest  in  his 
handsome  and  intelligent  protegee,  and  protege,  but  more 
especially  in  the  latter,  whom  he  was  often  wont  to  dismiss 
for  the  night,  with  the  following  valedictory  address : 

*' Another  Tirhite  stone  to-day,  Orlando,  good  boy!  you 
only  continue  to  keep  a-head  of  every  sort  of  riff-raff  evil- 
doing,  and  let  nothing  pass  you  on  the  road ;  and  when  I 
cross  the  pale  horse,  if  I  have  nothing  else  to  leave  you, 
why,  I'll  leave  you  my  boots,  and  my  blessing ;  one,  will 
carry  you  over  the  ground  here  below,  and  I  hope  the 
other  will  give  you  a  lift,  up  above." 

Nor  was  it  only  in  his  "foreign  relations"  that  Mr. 
Bumpus  was  so  fortunate.  Mabel  being  out  of  harm's  way, 
Mary  knew  that  nothing  would  delight  him  so  much  as 

VOL*  lu.  a 
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her  takingy  or  appearing  to  take  an  interest  in  his  hobbjr, 
and  accompanying  him  in  his  equestrian  campaigns  through 
the  country.  Therefore^  she  it  was^  who^  in  her  plain  bkck 
silk  dress^neat  straw  bonnet^  and  black  lace  yeil,alwEys  sat  at 
"  the  receipt  of  custom/^  and  took  the  money ;  and  what  she 
had  begun  by  assuming  merely  to  please  him^  namely,  her 
interest  in  the  proceedings  of  the  HippodiomCj  she  ended 
by  really  feeling,  that  is,  feeling  that  she  never  oould  do 
enough  for  one  who  had  done  so  much  for  her;  but  of 
whose  good,  and  even  rare  qualities,  every  day  turned  over 
some  new,  and  hitherto  unexplored  page.  Upon  all  such 
discoveries,  she  would  throw  her  arms  round  his  neck,  and 
exclaim, 

''Ah,  Bob,  if  you  had  only  been  bom  a  gentleman, 
wouldn't  the  world  have  rung  with  your  goodness  V* 

To  which  he  wisely,  and  truly,  was  wont  to  respond, 

"  SUIy  Polly,  that  it  wouldn't ;  for  I  know  the  world 
better  than  you ;  it's  all  very  well  to  preach  up  the  com- 
mandments in  church,  and  to  spin  out  a  chapter  of  a  book, 
by  enforcing  them ;  but  gentlemen,  at  least  what  are  called 
such,  seem  agreed  to  think  acting  up  to  them,  or  even  with 
the  sUghtest  reference  to  them,  is  vulgar ;  and  '  a  gentle- 
man P  Heaven  save  the  mark  I  would  rather  lie,  and 
even  be  branded  as  a  villain,  any  day  \" 

And  Bob  was  right ;  for  the  world  tolerates  nothing  but 
mediocrity :  great  virtues  always  mystify  it  into  scepticism ; 
and  it  recoils,  suspicious  and  disgusted,  from  what  it 
cannot  comprehend.  Great  misfortunes  frighten  it,  and 
it  tiies  from  them  as  far  as  possible.  Little,  small,  decimal, 
surface  amiabilities,  it  thinks  it  eulogizes  itself,  by  lauding 
and  emulating.  And  little  snivelling  cambrichandker- 
chief  sorrows,  (or  rather  sentimentalities)  it  is  always 
ready  to  sympathize  with ;  because  they  require  only  the 
verbal  sympathy  of  stereotyped  ejaculations.  But  woe  ! 
betide  the  wretch  who,  i-ather  than  suffocate,  opens  his 
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ittrt  to  give  the  vulture  gnawing  at  it,  breathing  room  ;  for 
to  ahow  but  the  smallest  particle  of  a  hiunan  heart,  is 
ttooghty  if  possible^  a  more  indelicate  proceeding  in  £ng- 
U,  than  fnr  a  woman  to  unveil  her  face  in  the  East. 

Bu^  to  letom  to  Mr.  Bumpus,  who  was  sitting  at  the 
afamee  of  the  Circus^  talking  to  his  wife^  scratching 
bttm'  back  with  his  foot^  and  also  in  quest  of  a  little 
laitOation,  under  difSculties.  He  had^  had  a  bespeak 
fan  Beddington  tliree  days  before^  and  was  telling  Mary 
flit  when  he  had  gone  up  that  mornings  with  the  plan  of 
fle  amphitheatre^  that  the  gentleman  might  choose  the 
ihceB  he  liked  best  for  himself  and  his  party>  to  his  sur- 
(rise  I  he  found  he  knew  him ;  ^'  and  who  do  you  think  it 
m,  Mary  r"  added  he. 

"Pm  sure  I  don't  know^  dear.'' 

"Well,  but  guess.*' 

''Captain  Momington^  perhaps.'' 

''Pooh!  that  would  be  nothing  extraordinary.     Guess 


"Well,  I  really  can't.  I  know  so  few  people  to  what 
JfOQ  io,  Abbit" 

"Why,  that  elderly  gentleman — that  was  with  Captain 
Uomington  at  our  wedding,  and  who  put  the  ten-pound 
Bote  into  your  hand  when  you  fainted,  Polly — giving 
JOQiself  such  airs,  old  girl,  as  if  you  had  been  a  duchess 
nd  I  a  duke.  Well,  his  name  is  Thomberry,  and  he  is  the 
cvner  of  that  nice,  odd  old  place,  Beddington." 

''Oh,  indeed  I"  said  Mary,  looking  by  no  means  so 
delighted  as  Bob  had  expected ;  but,  as  a  set-off  to  this, 
wbUe  they  were  speaking,  they  saw  Spriggs  advancing,  in 
thigh  state  of  hilarity,  with  a  pocket-handkerchief  tied  to 
die  end  of  a  stick,  which  he  was  waving  with  one  hand, 
ind  doing  the  same  with  his  hat  in  the  other ;  and,  as  s(M)n 
tt  he  had  got  within  hearing,  he  began  crying  out,  at  the 
top  of  his  voice, 

G  2 


eh?    But  Hive  jist  stept  down  bon' 

Cappen  hand  a  lot  of  nobs  his  a-dining  h 
Garter' — party  made  a  purpose  for  the 
has  Thomas  Spriggs  may  say^  vithout  ? 
hall  sich  trumpery,  he  leaves  to  his  betl 
Miss  Hamy  Momington,  as  vos  horiginall 
second  best,  hand  Lady  De  Byons — Sun 
lawr  I  Bob,  you'll  split  your  sides,  ven 
yer  about  that  'ere  courtship,  hand  tl 
hout-methodyed  Madam  Momington,  1 
hunder  her  wery  hyes,  hin  the  death's 
bones  Atat  prison  wan.  It  was  jest  t 
thing  has  you  hever  see." 

''  So  I  heard,"  laughed  Bob. 

''Oh !  lawr !  that  hain't  hall  hon  hit 
comes  single,  partiklar  yen  a  vidder  goes 
hand  gets  married  agin  himmejet.  1 
another  blow,  has  she  calls  it— -oh  I  tr 
Mr.  Luther  aven't  come  to  his  senses  hit 
tail,  hand  left  the  Atat  hand  gone  b 
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Wt  Jolty.  Hif  I  war  to  gnre  an  hopinioii^  vieh, 
i^  mi^  bemg  a  lye-yer^  I  hamt  caUed  upcm  to  do, 
.  aaj  Iiaa  Madam  Mornington  had  better  look 
'  At/H  ave  hanother  Banyan's  Pilgrim's  Progress^ 
I  Heva  hand  Master  Selden,  vhen  they  gets  to 
hmdiaeretion/' 
ly  Moses  writes  me  word  he's  any  thing  but  joUy^ 

lie  mopes  terribly^  and  seems  to  firet  inwardly. 
er  I  he's  been  there  five  years  now;  and  a  village- 
ks  ihat^  is  no  plaee  for  a  fine^  spirited  boy  like 
1  no  oompanions  of  his  own  caste/' 

but  bless  yer,  Mr.  Langston  have  took  a  deal  of 
li  him^  and  he's  half  his  tiixie  at  Maresco." 
'  muttered  Bob;  ''bat  the  ran  of  twenty  houses 
ike  up  the  amount  of  Onb  Home  I    Does  it, 

o!  Tatters,  my  boy!  how  do  they  use  you? 
ken  do  they  give  such  a  great  hactor  hi^  you  a 
ley?" 

Tatters  is  getting  into  canine  years  now ;  he's 
I  old;  so  he's  more  for  looking  after  the  main 
and  chiefly  keeps  with  his  mistress  to  receive 
7 — at  least,  to  see  that  no  one  goes  in  without 

;  reminds  me,"  said  Spriggs,  taking  out  a  porte- 
,  and  withdrawing  from  one  of  its  compartments  a 
id  note—''  that  reminds  me  of  the  business  I  came 
Is  soon  has  hever  I  heerd  from  the  hostler  hat 
rhandOarter'  has  you'd  pitched  your  tent  hon 
onmon,  which  I  did  quite  permiscus,  has  he  war 
ig  about  your  Circus  to  hanother  chap,  I  thort  as 
3U  a  good  turn,  or,  least  ways,  I'd  try ;  for  hever 
^  two  'bus  loads  had  been  set  down,  there  vos  vone 
\g,  hanother  a-sighing,  hand  the  hold  ladiea  «k-\0XL-  ^ 
iea  dinner  would  be  ready,  band  the  yo\xa^^io\m  J 
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a-vaiting  hoD|  hand  a-ranning  aiter  the  gentSy  hand  the 
gents  a-gettiug  avay  from  'em  venhever  they  could,  hand 
saying  how  dooced  slow  it  vos,  hand  vishing  has  they 
might  ave  a  weed ;  ' hand  this*  says  Hi, ' his  vot  the  nobs 
calls  a  party  hof  pleasure  I'  hand^  poor  creturs,  they  does 
nothing  but  gape^  vich^  in  course,  his  to  keep  their  mouths 
hopen,  to  try  hand  catch  the  leastest  bit  hot  pleasure,  has 
hit  his  continually  a-flying  from  'em.  Hat  last  I  gets  a 
chance  to  see  the  Cappen,  a-stretched  hon  a  gardm  bendi, 
hall  by  his  self,  full  length,  his  at  slouched  hover  his  heyes, 
to  keep  hout  the  view.  Still  he  seed  me  pasa^  has  I  vos 
a-going  down  to  the  water-side,  hand  calls  hout,  desperate 
like— 

" '  Spriggs,  vot  a^clock  ?' 

" '  Five  minutes  past  four,  sir/ 

" '  The  deuce !  Surely,  your  watch  must  be  wrong.  It 
must  be  more  than  that  ?* 

" '  Hoss  Guards,  sir,  to  a  minute.' 

"Then  he  stretches  his  harms  above  his  ead,  hand 
yawns,  so  as  they  might  have  heerd  him  hat  Aldershott^ 
jist  has  he  does  ven  Harvey  calls  him  for  parade  hof  a 
morning.  '  Beg  pardon,  sir,'  says  Hi,  '  but  I  think  you 
runs  great  risks  a-sleeping  so  near  the  river's  bank.' 

"  ^  Eh  !  vot !  Vhere  his  she  ?'  says  he,  a-starting  to 
his  feet,  hand  looking  fust  hup  the  valk,  hand  then  down, 
has  hif  for  a  clear  field  to  bolt. 

" '  Who,  sir  V  says  Hi,  quite  hinnocent  hand  hignorant 
like. 

" '  Le — Le — Lady  Gwyndeline  Rivers.  Didn't  you  say 
she  vos  there  V 

" '  Lawr,  no,  sir.     Hi  vos  a  Ualluding  to  the  Thames.' 

'^ '  Oh  !  the  Thames  I  I'm  not  afraid  of  thai,*  drawled 
the  Cappen,  slow  hand  sure,  a-flumping  down  hon  the 
garden  bench  agin,  hand  giving  hanother  yawn,  has  vos 
enough  to  frighten  hall  the  flounders  hinto  an  Hague, 
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MB  Ihe  iMto  of  Hed-pie  Hialaitdy  hand  tend  it 
;  ImniI  to  aet. 

» geotlefoUcB  teems  so  dull  band  moped,  hit's  a 
hlii  that  'ere  Circus  hisn't  haeieUy  hat  Bachmond, 
J  m^  baa  hifa  ftiat-rate/ 
lift  Cifeiuij  Sprigs  V  says  he. 
air,  Robert  Bnmpns's.  He've  got  a  Cireas  now, 
^  ao  be  baa  yoa'd  been  down  here  alone,  sir,  a 
m,  baa  the  saying  his,  yithout  hincombranoes — 
!  made  ao  bold  baa  to  ask  yon,  sir,  to  have  gone 
baa  Am  C<nnmon,  hand  are  looked  bin.  Hit 
[?e  been  sieb  a  thing  for  Bob  to  aye  been  pater- 
yone  hof  the  fionly,  sir.' 

Joye  I  Spriggs,  1bat*s  not  a  bad  idea.    I'll''put  it 
te  at  dinner.     At  all  eyents,  yon  go  and  secure 
;wenty  places.    Whafs  the  damage  ?' 
^ee  shillings,  sir.' 

«e  shillings — ^fiye-and-twenty  three  shillings— em 
im — ^that's  three  pounds  fifteen  shillings,  isn't  it  V 
rig}it,  sir.' 

D,  giye  Bumpus  this  fiye-pound  note— he  need  not 
e  change ;  and  as  he's  not  a  field  officer  of  fiye- 
ity  years'  standing,  and  fiye-and-fifty  general  ac- 
of  them  yictories,  neither  need  he  acknowledge 
ificent  donation  in  ''the  Times." ' 
tnkee,  sir,'  says  I,  a  wrapping  hup  the  dyility  in 
e  of  silyer  paper,  hand  a  putting  hon  hit  hinto 
— '  as  I   set  hoff  to  come  here ;    but  hit's  a 
bg^  that  hit  neyer  rams,  but  hit  pours.     So  has 
lotting  across  the  road,  who  shoujid  I  meet  but 
Sir  Noodle  Fitzdoodle's  senrant,  and  Delpops, — 
gnbers, — ^that  ere  footman,  dressed  Fop  fashion, 
bt  you.  Tatters,  to  the  Boar's  Head." 
trald  think  so^  indeed." 
tb^  said,  as  there  vos  another  large    i^ax\?| 
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down  at  the  Castle,  Lord  St.  Heliers,  hand  a  lot  on  em, 
eighteen  hin  number,  I  think  they  said,  hand  they  voshall 
a  coming  hover  to  the  Circus." 

'^  Well,  I'm  sure,  I'm  very  much  obliged  to  you, 
Spriggs.  My  darling,  what's  the  matter  7"  said  Bob  sud- 
denly, perceiving  Mary's  pale  face,  which  wore  an  expres- 
sion of  mortal  agony. 

'^  Nothing,  dear,  the  heat.  I  shall  be  better  in  a 
moment." 

'^Nottage,"  cried  Bob,  putting  his  head  inside  the 
tent,  and  calling  to  one  of  Uie  men.  "  Bring  a  glass  of 
water  here,  will  you  ?  be  quick." 

"  I'm  better  now,  dear,"  said  Mary,  untying  her  bonnet, 
and  as  she  spoke,  the  tall  village-postman  advanced 
towards  them.  He  was  at  least  seven  feet  high,  and 
thin  in  proportion,  which,  with  his  apple-pudding  crowned 
wide-awake,  made  him,  as  his  lank  shadow  of  legs,  and 
arms^  and  elbows,  was  flung  before  him  on  the  grass^ 
appear  like  an  enormous  locust. 

"  Mr.  Abel  Wild,"  said  he,  presenting  one  letter. 

"  Right,"  answered  Bob,  taking  it. 

"  Mr.  Henry  Carter  ?" 

''Yes." 

"  Mrs.  Robert  Bumpus  ?" 

"  Thank  you,  thaf  s  for  me,"  said  Mary,  holding  out 
her  hand  for  it. 

"  That's  all,  good  evening." 

"  Good  evening." 

And  the  locust  slowly  turned,  and  flung  Ins  long 
shadow  in  the  opposite  direction. 

"Mercy  upon  me!"  exclaimed  Mary,  clasping  her 
hands  convulsively,  as  the  letter  fell  firom  them  on  her 
lap,  and  her  eyes  looked  dry,  wild,  and  burning.  "  But  I 
won't  shed  a  tear.  Bob— no,  you'll  see  I  wont — ^it  is  better, 
it  is  best !     'He  that  giveth,  taketh  away.'     But,  did  he 
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|b|  hrt;  Hi  mB  t^Ee,— oh  I   jm,  Em  wia  ham  ikat 

^Mmry,  Mary,  you  will  break  my  heart — ^for  Heaven's 
iha  vfait  if  tiie  matter  f" 

ir-^Thoe— there,  youean  read  it,"  said  ahe,  pointing  to 
ha  leMer,  with  an  miearthty  and  stony  smiley  that  was 
ndy  ifiiMJIing^  and  hr  more  harrowing  than  the  most 
aaaimnaff  flood  of  tears. 

BobertBampns  seised  the  letter  with  a  trembling  hand ; 
A  was  from  Lady  Clairvilley  and  told  in  a  few  brief, 
,  that  Mabel  was  in  a  brain  fever,  that  Dr. 
i  gave  Utde  or  no  hopes  of  her,  but  that  she  (Lady 
a)  had  telegraphed  to  London  for  Dr.  Roberts,  and 
,  by  leqnesting  Mary  to  lose  no  time  in  eoming 
■m  to  Beedicroft. 

'.Bob  groaned,  as  he  passed  one  hand  over  his  eyes,  and 
4tti  the  other,  handed  the  letter  to  Spriggs.  Then 
nsing  himself,  he  drew  Mary  towards  him,  and  kissing 
cr  pale  fordiead,  whispered — 

*»  While  there's  life  there's  hope,  Polly.'* 

^No,''  said  Mary,  drawing  herself  up,  with  that  sort  of 
aokggerated  air  of  indomitable  resolution  with  which  the 
ittoly,  and  hopelessly  miserable,  in  their  impotent 
nnsy  try  to  dare  Fate  to  do  its  worst,  vainly  thinking 
key  have  nerved  themselves  to  bear  it. 

'^No,  Robert — ^for  some  the  only  hope  is  death ;  but  I 
Bonot  stay  here." 

^Qf  course  not,  darling;  you  shall  go  directly,"  said 
$^  patting  his  arm  round  her  waist  to  lead  her  to  the 
OQse  upon  wheels,  that  formed  their  internal  domicile, 
sd  at  the  same  time  taking  a  well-filled  purse  out  of  his 
sdoBt,  and  slipping  it  into  that  of  her  dress.  "  Of  course, 
ot:  would  to  Heaven  I  could  only  go  with  you.'' 

•'Don't  ee  look  so— pray  don't,  Mrs.  Bumpus,'*  said 
ptjggs,  taking  her  by  the  back  of  her  arm,  and  gently 
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shaking  her,  as  the  tears  dropped  fipom  his  own  eyes ; 
^*  do  try  and  cry  a  bit ;  a  little  rain  does  a  deal  of  good 
to  a  parched  heart,  as  well  as  to  a  parched  soil  sometiiDes. 
I'll  go  with  you  to  the  station,  hand  carry  your  things 
finr  you.  I  honly  wish  has  I  could  get  lei^  to  go  the 
whole  ways  with  yoa.  IVe  a  month's  mind  to  hask  the 
Cappen  ;  but  dcm't  ee  look  so  fixed  like — now  don't  ee, 
pray ;  there's  a  dear — laur  bless  you !  youth  don't  givehin 
so  80(ni  has  hall  that,  hand  Providence  his  very  good.'' 

'^  At  all 'events,  Hb  knows  best,"  said  Mary  solemnly, 
adding,  in  the  words  of  Isaiah,  as  her  fixed,  burning  eyn 
looked  as  intently  upon  vacancy  as  if  i/were  the  telescope 
by  which  Eternity  might  be  scanned — *  Theff  shall  be- 
hold the  land  that  is  very  fSur  off.'" "^ 

"  They  shally  Mary ;  but  that  is  for  them — and  the  book 
of  life  has  also  promises  for  the  living.  And  has  not  the 
same  prophet  declared  that — '  They  that  wait  upon  the 
Lord  shall  renew  their  strength ;  they  shall  mount  up 
with  wings  as  eagles ;  they  shall  run  and  not  be  weary ; 
they  shall  walk  and  not  feint.'  "  f 

"  Neither  shall  I,  Robert,  for  I  do  wait  upon  Him." 

"  Then  if  you  do,  cry  out  like  a  woman,  Polly,  and 
don't  leave  such  snivelling  work  all  to  me,  and  Spriggs,  to 
get  us  laughed  at,"  said  Bob,  throwing  his  arms  round 
her,  as  the  big  tears  streamed  down  his  own  rough  cheeks ; 
and  he  pointed  to  Spriggs,  who  was  fairly  blubbering,  but 
holding  his  hat  before  his  fece,  (as  if  he  had  been  in 
church),  to  conceal  the  fact.  The  sympathetic  grief  of 
the  two  men  was  too  genuine  not  to  be  infectious.  So, 
burying  her  face  on  her  husband's  shoulder,  the  hard-locked 
flood-gates  of  poor  Mary's  heart  burst  open,  and  the 
mighty  torrent  of  her  affliction  came  gushing  out  through 
her  eyes. 

•  Isaiah  xxxiii.  17.  t  Isaiah  zL  31. 
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ah  gpodncw^Pm  not  afraid  to  let  you  go  now/' 
Oft  tendcrljF,  patting  har  on  tfa^  baek,  as  a  mother 
iBing  infittt. 

ok  joa,  lin.  Bampos,''  said  Sprigs  wiping  hit 
[^  aa  Ik  offiored  her  his  arm  to  walk  aeioM  the 
inking  BoVs  was  not  enough, 
ik  yon,  I  feda  oonaiderable  better  now/' 
I  preparationa  were  not  long  making.  One  of 
rtnymteana,  and  a  carpet-bag,  were  soon  padced 
ke  wanted ;  the  former  lifted  npon  Sprigs'  ahonl- 
batler  taken  in  hia  hand;  during  whidi  prelimina- 
ieia  aat  with  that  wise,  lagaeioiia,  pensive  eipies- 
di  invariaUy  veik  a  dog's  ooontenanoe,  when 
MA  is  ever  piofding  like  a  bniglar  abont  most 
las  flmig  her  dark,  ganat  diadow  across  his  mas- 
ishdd ;— and  as  he  sat,  hia  head  foUowing  every 
It  of  the  trio,  he  looked  enquiringly  from  Bob  to 
1  at  length,  when  the  portlnanteaa  was  so  fiw  on 
a  to  have  reached  Spriggs's  shoulder,  his  canine 
was  exhausted,  and  first  moving  one  paw  and 
other,  like  a  person  in  the  fidgets,  he  looked  up 
into  his  master's  face,  with  a  slight  quivering  of 
ind  a  Uttle  low  whine,  and  then  looked  at  Mary. 
te  right.  Tatters,  as  you  always  are,''  said  Bob, 
da  head ;  '^  it  is  not  well  to  let  her  go  alone,  and 
)d  easy,  when  you  are  with  her.  There,  boy, 
r;  Tatters  is  to  go  with  mother.'^  And  he  flung 
snd  in  the  direction  of  Mary,  whereupon  the  dog 
•and  caracoled  round  her,  and  then  ran  back  to 
ia  master's  advice  and  caresses. 
U  write  to  me,  Polly  V'  said  Bob  in  a  tremulous 
fcween  the  last  two  kisses  he  imprinted  on  her 
lips>  as  he  strained  her  to  his  heart, 
ctly,  dear,  as  soon  as  I  arrive, — thank  you 
Matters  come  with  me ;    I  shall  feel  that  I 


ally  waved  her  hand  to  bim.  1^^^^ 
*^  Ah  I  my  Pdly,  it's  the  world^oM  i 
come,  can  never  replace  what  ii  gone," 
armsj  he  stood  looking  after  her,  tiU  she 
the  last  tip  of  Tatters*  tail,  were  quite  oi 
for  a  moment,  he  stood  with  his  an 
dropped  listlessly  down  by  his  side,  th 
his  right  hand  tightly,  and  flung  it  out 
he  had  been  in  the  act  of  striking 
muttered  between  his  set  teeth, 

"Pine  people,  indeed!  ay,  who  kno 
may  be  amongst  them  who  tore  up  yo 
flung  it,  ^ith  your  etcnial  soul,  like  ti 
into  the  first  ditch.  What  then  ?  he  m\ 
play  his  part  before  a  diseeming  pd 
clonn  must  paint  kis  tooj  and  do  his 
the  same  master !  Ay,  marry !  and  1 
for  the  wages  of  toil  ia  bread  j  and  t 
i>EATB ;  well,  yesj  death,  but  the  death  ■ 
flrst ;  for  graves  are  not  the  only  sepuld 
living  body  is  there^  if  motion  he  life 
tomb  of  a  dead  heart  f     Still,  we  are  to 
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CHAPTER  V. 

*I  DO  HUari  THAT  BASBI8TXB8  ABS  IH  eSVXSAL  A8  HOHOUB- 
AIU  JJTD  HIOH-PBIKCIPLXD  A8  AKT  OTHXB  CLASS ;  BUT 
THB  SnLL-FBSTAILIKO  THXOBT  AS  TO  THXIB  BIGHTS  AHD  DU- 
XEBSyUyl  THUrX,  ABSOLVTBLT  MONSTBOUS  IN  ITS  ABSUBDITT, 
AMD  THB  FBAOTICX  AH  IHTOLBBABLB  KXHSAHCB.  OUB  teek- 
mpu  HAS  BBXH  BBFOBHBD  ;  IT  IS  TIHB  THAT  OUB  morale 
IHOVLD  BX.*' 

From  an  admirable  letter  in  "  I^  Times"  of  December 
26tli,  1867,  headed 

"COUVSXL  AND   FBLOHS." 

IHMHE  musical  artistes  of  the  Circus,  as  the  hour  of 
aKB  seven  struek,  had  finished  the  discordant  tuning 
^^^  of  their  instruments,  and  were  playing  some 
dmnuDg  concerted  morceaux,  firom  ^^  L'Ambassadrice" 
ud  "  The  Domino  NairJ'  The  Genius  loci  had  painted 
lliB  fiiee  half  an  inch  thicker  than  usual,  and  whitened  the 
ioles  of  his  shoes  in  proportion,  so  that  none  among  the 
diaoeming  hundreds  who  honoured  his  temple  of  mirth 
tJiat  night,  guessed  how  darkened,  and  heavy,  was  the  other 
•oal^  under  all  this  gay  colouring.  Nor,  indeed,  did 
odiaBy  hr  more  intimately  acquainted  with  what  was  under 
fbe  paint ;  for,  as  usual  to  all,  and  over  all,  he  had  cast  a 
master's  eye,  from  the  Shaslta  of  Signora  Angelina,  and 
the  heshmet  of  Signor  Orlando,  who  were  to  personate 
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Kamovich  and  Zadonskoi^  in  the  interlnde  of  ''Pbedis- 
tination/'  down  to  the  caparisons  of  the  chestnut  eqmDe 
Prima  Donna,  ''Rosa  Munda/^  and  even  to  the  shoaof 
his  dapple-pied  carps  d^ equitation,  A  goodly  mustering  of 
nobodies  had  of  course  gathered  while  the  lamps  were 
lightings  and  the  orchestra  tuning. 

At  two  minutes  past  seven  precisely^  the  party  from 
Beddington  arrived ;  for,  during  the  last  thirty  yean  thit 
Mr.  Thomberry  had  officiated  in  the  somewhat  anomalo% 
and  hybrid  capacity  of  half  ht-Bonne  d'EnfanU,  half- 
lacquais  de  place,  in  beating  up  places  of  amusement  fori 
and  escorting  the  juvenile  dissipation  of  the  metropdb  to 
them  afterwards^  there  was  not  even  an  oral  traditioa 
extant^  of  his  ever  having  been  once  a  single  moment  Iste, 
either  at  the  place  of  rendezvous,  or  at  Astley's,  the 
Cosmorama,  or  the  Marionnettes ;  so  that  he  had  not 
that  small  great  sin  to  answer  for^  of  having  made  young 
hearts  sick  with  "  hopes  deferred/*  or  young  eyes  sleepy 
with  patience  protracted. 

"  Well,  come/'  said  the  worthy  man,  looking  round,  u 
soon  as  he  had '  seated  himself,  and  quite  out  loud,  on 
purpose  to  be  heard,  without  reference  to  the  mauvaii  /m 
of  the  thing,  but  merely  because  he  thought  that,  even 
in  overpaying  for  the  places,  he  had  not  done  quite  enough 
for  the  poor  mountebanks ;  for,  as  they  took  so  much  paim 
to  give  the  spectators  pleasure,  he  had  no  notion  why  the 
latter  should  not  endeavour  to  return  the  compliment; 
"  Well,  come,''  therefore  he  repeated,  "  upon  my  word, 
this  is  very  prettily  arranged ;  and  so  well  lighted  too, 
and  so  clean,  to  what  those  travelling  Circuses  generally 
are." 

No  sooner  were  they  all  seated,  than,  on  a  preconented 
signal  from  Bob,  Signora  Angelina,  not  yet  dressed  for 
her  professional  duties,  but  in  a  plain  high  white  mndin 
\,  fitting  to  perfection,  and  her  rich  burnished  hair 
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A  «•  wtiiif  pbdnly  braided  Tound  her  weD'tnnied 
ied^-ihq^  lieedy  and  altogether  looki^ 
7:  and  what  waa  hi  mate  extraordinary^  exceedingly 
t  iBid  lady-like,  advanoed^  with  a  black  hat-shaped 
V  baaket»  filled  with  tea  b^iutifolly-arranged  boaqoets, 
h  wen  a  graeefol  little  oSenBg,  on  the  part  of  poor 
^  in  mnenibranoe  of  the  bridal  ten  pounds  lir. 
rnbery  had  given  Mary. 

cnh  {fat  anch  waa  her  real  name)  presented  one  to 
.  MebiUei  Miaa  Onslow^  .the  two  gentlemen,  and 
9^,  to. Hubert  and  George;  who  aU,  and  each,  ex- 
m4  thdr  thanks  for  the  attention,  and  their  admiration 
beibwen;  but  lir. Thomberry, not  satisfied  with  this, 
d  np,  and  with  his  hands  (in  which  was  his  hat) 
■ed  in  towards  his  heart,  commenced  a  series  of  silent 

psofound  bows,  as  if  the  queen,  instead  of  the  poor 
s  mgmruj  had  chanced  to  be  there,  and  had  actually 
Bed  across  the  amphitheatre  to  compliment  him,  viva 
',  iqpon  the  able,  and  eloquent,  manner  in  which  he  had 
nded  and  saved  some  fidsely  accused  unfortunate.  A 
ig  so  pieposterouslyimpossibleevertohappeninEngland, 
are  court  etiquette  is  never  violated,  (however  things 
■dered  to  be  of  minor  importance,  such  as  the  Com- 
idments,  may  be),  that  it  was  really  absurd  of  the  man 
raste  time  in  rehearsing  this  rdle  with  a  little  flower* 
,  who,  on  her  side,  viras  so  confused  by  the  unusual 
lage  of  such  deferential  gallantry  from  a  oentlsman  I 
i  she  actually  backed  out  of  the  presence,  as  if  he  had 
A  real  royalty,  curtseying  down  to  the  ground^  and 
lUng  up  to  the  temples.   Mr.  Thomberry,  still  standing 

bowing,  till  she  had  quite  disappeared  behind  the 
leSy  or,  at  least,  behind  the  canvass. 
fe  verily  believe,  that  had  the  tailor  who  made  his  coat 

''a  soul  above  buttons/'  and  consequently  made  the 
toiipholes  large  enough  for  so  daring  an  exploit,  this 
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highly  respectable  Q.  C.  would  have  been  quite  capBbli 
decorating  himself  {without  royal  permisaion)  with 
bouquet,  the  whole  h^mquet,  and  nothing  but  the  buuqu^ 
one  of  theiH|  for  the  reat  of  the  evening.  When,  howtf 
he  at  length  sat  down,  and  recovered  his  presence  of  m 
sufficiently  to  speak,  he  turned  to  Melville,  from  wh 
face  the  quiet  snide  occasioned  by  this  Kcena  had  not 
died  fiway,  and  said, 

"  That  can*t  be  my  friend  Bumpus's  daughter,  (uij 
he  was  married  before),  she's  too  old ;  for  that  girl  at 
be  fourteen ;  but  whoseever  daughter  she  is,  she*i 
uncommonly  fine  girl ;  and  so  camme  ilfaui  in  her  manfl 
and  appearance  too;  he*s  not  far  wroug  about  the  't 
rivalled  attractions/  if  there  are  any  more  sach^ 
company/^ 

But,as  here  the  performance  commenced,  Mr.  Thorii' 
had  the  good  manners  to  become  atleut^  though  it  u^om 
ftu  itinerant  Circus.   The  basineaa  of  the  amphiteatre  b 
with  the  usual  impossible  horse,  aud  the  cIo\\ti^s  impo 
efforts  to  mount  him^  followed  by  innumerable  toi 
ultimately  crowned  with  the  triumph  of  riding  off  c 
firom  his  lawful  owner,  with  his  face  to  the  tail,  to 
he  informed  the  audience,  that  he  was  not  pursued, 
the  spectators  were  edified  by  vmous  poses  ploitiqn 
back  of  a  sleek  pie-bald,  by  Mr.  Henry  Carter,  chief 
attitude  of  John  of  Bologna's  Mercury,  on  one  foo 
his  exploits  by  dashing  through  the  world  which  t 
trians  were  holding  up  for  him ;  and  though  it  v 
paper  one,  he  accomplished  the  feat  in  a  m« 
excited  the  envy,  as  well  as  the  admiration,  of  ma 
mob  Jeremy  Diddler  in  the  crowd. 

Scarcely  had  the  plaudits  for  this  tour  defer 
before  the  two  omnibus  loads  firom  ''  The  Star  a 
and  the  carriages  full  from  the  Castle  arrivec' 
the  commotion  their  e:ntrie  occasioned,  iv 
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aa  Orognon  did  those  of  ''The  Fair  One  with  locks  of 
gold ;''  ''for  the  light  makes  my  eyes  ache,  and  it's  very 
disagreeable  to  have  all  the  sawdnst  and  orange-peel  that 
the  horses  kick  up  with  their  hoofs,  flong  into  one^s  lap; 
besides,  if  there  was  an  acddent,  one  would  be  sure  to  get 
hurt  in  those  firont  seats/' 

"  Ha,  ha,  ha !''  gaffisiwed  Lord  Clanhaven.  ^  Sit  doam, 
Nao,  can't  you ;  you  may  be  sure  the  old  girl  wonld  not  have 
offered  it  to  you,  if  it  was  not  the  wcnrst  seat  in  the  place." 

As  his  two  sisters  seated  themselves,  they  pereeived  that 
they  were  in  some  unaccountable  manner  divided  by 
Master  Nodie  Fitsdoodle,  of  whose  personal  acquaintance 
they  had  not  the  honour;  but  whoae  cqpen  mouth 
and  air  ebite  seemed  to  afford  them  simultaneous  amuw- 
ment ;  for  exchanging  looks,  they  both  put  their  handker- 
chiefs before  their  mouths  to  hide  their  laughter.  Now, 
five  summerS)  and  as  many  winters  had  past  since  we  last 
had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  that  interesting  young  gentleman, 
so  that  his  mamma's  great  commandment,  of  never  to 
speak  to  people  he  did  not  know,  had  become  at  last,  not 
only  a  fixed  principle,  but  a  part,  and  parcel,  of  himself; 
and  as  it  is  very  certain  that  if  matters  only  prc^resaed 
as  they  had  begun,  nobody  would  ever  take  tUe  initiative 
in  asking  to  be  introduced  to  Mm, — it  may  be  conjectured 
on  what  a  very  limited  liability-scale  his  acquaintance  were 
likely  to  be.  His  mother,  with  maternal  prescience,  per- 
haps foreseeing  something  of  this  sort,  now  began  poking 
him  with  the  stick  of  her  parasol,  leaning  over,  nodding, 
WLuking,  and  whispering  him — 

"  Noodle,  dear,  you  may  speak  to  those  little  girls,  they 
are  Lord  Portarjis's  daughters,  and  that's  their  brother, 
Lord  Clanhaven." 

But  Noodie,  though  he  did  not  die,  "  made  no  sign,'* 
— neither  took  he  the  hint,  but  remained  with  hia  mouth 
open,  and  his  ears  seemingly  shut,  for  being  too  logical  to 
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heeonU  not  immedifttely  pereeive 
ooeanon  was  .to  be  tdected  as  the  eioep- 
rt  Has  to  prove  the  role,  he  had  been  made  so 
tij  to  obaenre  all  his  life,  which  diffi^ty  of 
ioo  aroae,  no  doabt,  from  the  great  genius  his 
laid  he  had  tor  mathematics,  supposed  to  have  at 
wafy  age  evinced  itself,  in  the  same  manner  as 
Msrtinns  Seribkms,  via.: — by  drawing  parallel 
hia  bread  and  butter,  and  intersecting  them  at 
i^g^.  But  there  is  no  record  of  Scriblems's 
r  having  strewed  over  the  asperities  of  science, 
its  of  imagination,  which  Master  Noodie  o&mi^ 

Alt  parallel  lines  and  right  angles,  in  the  form 
fid  sogar ;  therefore,  we  may  reasonably  opine  that 
!foodie,  was  the  greater  genius  of  the  two. 
Clanhaven,  with  his  hat  on,  was  leaning  on  his 
m,  and  his  shoulder  against  a  piUar,  and  endea- 
lo  rest  his  left  leg  d  P American  on  the  front  of 
;e  that  partitioned  off  the  seats  from  the  amphi- 

when  his  father,  who  never  interfered  about  his 
bg,  or  selfishness  to  his  mother  and  sisters,  was 
sdfy  shocked  I  at  his  bad  manners  and  Hze  bien- 
\  the  public,  said  sternly — 
ihaven,  take  off  your  hat,  sir,  and  sit  properly .'' 
ed  to  obey,  like  all  coerced  mortals,  the  young 
in  took  refuge  in  the  free  expression  of  his 
I,  and  now,  therefore,  leaning  forward,  and  kying 

arms  at  full  length  on  the  front  of  the  box,  and 
sheek  upon  them,  be  said,  addressing  his  young 
it  so  much  out  of  any  kindness  to  her  as  not  to 
nduoed  to  the   select   alternative  of  talking  to 

a  cursed  shame,  that,  as  they  don't  allow  cigars 
I  in  these  places,  they  don't  proliibit  governor, 

H  2         ^ 
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When  the  young  iBneas  had  thus  spoken,  his  wan- 
dering eye  rested  on  Master  Noodie,  who  now,  for  the 
first  time^  he  not  only  seemed  to  perceive,  but  to  scruti- 
nize^ as  something  new  in  his  experiences  of  natural 
history.  At  lengthy  imitating  Hamlet's  civility  to  the 
ghost^  he  thought  heM  speak  with  it,  which  he  did,  by 
the  following  query : — 

"  Have  you  ever  been  here  before  ?" 

No  answer. 

"  Is  this  the  first  time  you've  been  at  this  place  ?*' 

The  mouth  still  remained  wide  open,  but  no  sound 
issued  from  it. 

^'  I  think  he's  dumb,  or,  perhaps,  part  of  the  show. 
Eh?" 

His  two  sisters  being  now  convulsed  with  laughter,  he 
took  Gemma's  marquise  out  of  her  hand,  and  deliberately 
poking  the  point  of  it  into  the  very  centre  of  Master 
Noodie's  mouth,  and  rattling  it  up  and  down  against  his 
teeth,  as  if  he  had  been  knocking  at  a  hall- door,  roared 
out,  as  though  he  had  been  addressing  a  deaf  giant,  after 
muttering,  "  IVe  seen  that  fellow's  stupid  face  at  Eton, 
I  wonder  who  he  is  ?" 

"  Have — you — ever — been — here — before  ?" 

"  Oh,  don't, — you  hurt  me,"  re-roared  Master  Noodie, 
repulsing  with  both  hands  the  clumsy  debut  in  dental 
surgery  of  the  parasol-stick. 

"  Noodie,  dear,"  squeaked  his  mamma,  bending  forward 
and  poking  him  between  the  shoulders  with  her  parasol- 
stick,  "  I'm  sure  Lord  Clanhaven  was  only  in  jest,  and 
didn't  mean  to  hurt  you/' 

"  Don't,  Ma,  you  hurt  me,  too,"  said  Noodie  peevishly, 
shaking  his  shoulders.  "  I  never  was  so  poked  about  in 
my  life.  I  wish  there  were  no  such  things  as  parasol- 
sticks  in  the  world.  V\\  break  the  next  that  comes  near 
me,  and '' 
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*  Ak  P  latwrmiled  Lord  Clanhaven^  *Vhen  sticky  meeta 
liU^  ihm  eomes  the  tog  of  war/' 


^That's  wrong,''  add  the  mathematieal  Noodie.  '^fa 
phea  Gmk  meeta  Greek'—'' 

''OhI  don't— you'll  kiU meT  langhed  Lord Claiihayen, 
iUing  both  hia  aidea.  ''  Only  tell  me  where  you  were 
n^tP 

But  here,  the  aihrer  and  aylvan  notea  of  a  hunting-hom 
an  heard ;  and  Signora  Angelina  rode  gracefully  into 
le  Circna,  moat  beeomingly  dreaaed  aa  a  nymph  of  Diana 
hoeria,  in  fiict),  in  the  moat  floating  and  vapoury  white 
me,  with  a  ereacent  on  her  forehead,  a  scarf  of  rainbow- 
lifted  areophane  on  her  ahouldera,  and  her  little  feet 
baaieaUy^and  beautifully  aandalled,  amid  the  enthusiastic 
ppkoae  of  the  denaely-crowded  amphitheatre ;  but  finding 
■adf  pnraued  by  Cephalua  (Signor  Orlando),  she  sprang 
»her  feet  on  the  saddle,  and  then,  as  she  flew  round  and 
landy  over  brake,and  through  thicket,  (as  it  was  supposed), 
la  delicately-tinted  scarf,  gracefully  draped,  now  above 
r  head^  and  now  around  her,  became  a  perfect  rainbow, 
id  created,  as  it  were,  an  atmospheric  haze  of  fused  light, 
id  lovelinesa  about  her,  in  which,  she  actually  appeared 
iout,  till  it  seemed  as  if  the  rude  material  plaudits  of 
laany  human  hands,  must  dissolve  and  dispel  so  ethereal 
riaion* 

«  Well,  you  are  spicy !"  said  Lord  Clanhaven.  "  She's 
arlh  the  whole  corps  de  baUet  put  together.  I  wish  to 
odneaa  the  maternal  had  a  bench  here,  instead  of  a  box 
tbe  opera.  I  wonder  what  her  name  is !  I  wonder,  too, 
I  eoold  get  these  people  to  come  down  to  Eton.  1*11  go 
d  apeak  to  that  jolly  old  chap  of  a  clown.  He  seems 
vcraor  here.  I'll  tell  him  they'll  get  lots  of  tin.  By 
fe  1" — and  the  next  moment,  placing  his  right  hand,  in 
a  moat  unceremonious  manner,  upon  Master  Noodie's 
oolder^  and  caaaing  a  violent  shock  to  that  young  ^jeolC^ 
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man's  whole  system,  by  the  violence  with  whieh  he  leant 
his  whole  weight  upon  him,  and  by  his  compolsory  assist- 
ance, he  vaalted  over  the  partition  into  the  amphitheatre, 
and  disappeared  in  the  rear,  leaving  Master  Noodie  no 
alternative  but  to  roar  out,  ^'  Ma !  I  wish  you'd  poke 
that  boy  with  jrour  parasol,  he's  hurt  me  so/' 

After  the  departure  of  Signora  Angelina,  and  Signor 
Orlando,  the  clown  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  said : 

"Oh!  dear!  yonr*re  easily  pleased.  /  can  ride  fifty 
times  better  than  that ;  but,  you  see,  beauty  is  all  a  matter 
of  taste;  and  there  are  people  who  actually  prefer  the 
sort  of  bread-and-butter  baby  face  of  that  little  Signora 
Angelina,  to  my  grand  I  majestic  I  and  legitimate  dnma- 
style  of  beauty." 

And  here,  draping  a  horse-cloth  like  a  toga  about  him, 
he  threw  himself  into  a  tragic  attitude,  and  made  so  so- 
lemnly |2^rotesque  a  face,  that  the  audience  roared. 

"Ah  I  I  see  you  appreciate  really  good  acting ;  but 
'  Strive  not,  Tragedy,  or  Comedy,  to  engross  a  Garrick  I' 
Now  the  common  run  of  critics — and  what  in  this  world 
runs  80  common  as  critics? — but  I  was  going  to  ob- 
serve— that  these  literary  swell-mobs'-men,  who,  after 
burking  a  book,  think  nothing  of  swearing  a  poor  devil 
of  an  author's  life  away,  have  always  thought — that  cau- 
tion to  Tragedy,  and  Comedy, — about  committing  bigamy 
with  Garrick — alluded  to  his  excelling  in  both.  Not  a 
bit  of  it — it  was  made  in  reference  to  the  most  tragical, 
and  the  most  comical,  event  of  his  life — the  first  of 
which,  was  his  lending  five  hundred  pounds  to  Mr.  Whit- 
field to  finish  his  Tabernacle — (the  poor  player  did  many 
such  things) — and  never  getting  back  a  penny  of  it.  The 
next,  was  the  comic — which  was  his  blowing  up  Peg  Wof- 
fington,  at  his  own  house,  one  evening,  for  making  the 
tea  too  strong.  And  his  rage  was  so  great,  as  to  be  within 
an  inch  of  apoplexy — which  made  his  firiends  laugh  more 
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iui  he  had  ever  made  them  do  at  Dnuy  Lane^  in  the 
Ifidiiiate  drama." 

And  haei  he  took  his  chin  g^gerly  between  his  finger 
■d  thambj  and  made  another  face,  that  created  firesh 
am  of  langhteTy  which  when  they  had  in  some  degree 
ibaided,  he  aaid^  in  a  sort  of  friendly,  confidential  tone : — 

"Perhaps  you  are  not  aware— that  mine  is  the  very 
neat  kind  c^  genius — for  I'm  an  original  genius— ^oc/, 
pni  my  honour ! 

^Therefore,  having  given  you  '  a  taste  of  my  quality'  in 
kigedy^  I  will  now  give  you  a  little  Domestic  Drama^  not 
lipted  Jroim  the  French^  and^  indeed^  by  no  means  so 
ill  adapted  to  them  either,  as  it  is  to  ourselves. 

**  Ladies  and  Gentlemen, 

''This  short  Drama,  in  Two  Acts,  is  entitled 
Ihb  Miluonnaikb  ;'  and  I  can  only  say  that,  as  '  on 
leir  oum  merits,  modest  men  are  dumb,'  I  sincerely  wish 
lat  the  title,  though  not  the  moral  of  this  piece,  could  be 
anaidered  a  personality  to  every  one  here  present. 

''Now,  Mr.  Carter,  prepare  with  dignity  to  bear  your 
Bverae  of  fortune. 

'  Act  well  your  part :  therein  the  hononr  liea.' 

"Ho!  who  waits  without?  Simpkins,  bring  in  the 
erpentine,  and  lock  up  the  Humane  Society.^' 

And  two  men  entered,  bringing  in  an  immense  oval 
ibj  filled  with  very  good  imitation  green  gauze  waves, 
hich  they  placed  at  one  end ;  while  they  put  a  table, 
ith  ledgers,  and  money-bags  on  it,  and  an  easy-chair 
snde  it,  at  the  other;  and  under  the  very  eyes  of  the 
idience,  Messieurs  Bumpus  and  Carter,  dressed  and  com- 
bftdy  transmogrified  themselves  for  their  respective  rSles, 
\m*  Bumpus,  as  the  Millionnaire,  in  a  Oeorge-the-Fourth 
ig  and  whiskers,  blue  coat,  white  waistcoat,  incipient 
aonch,  a  galaxy  of  studs,  chains,  and  seals,  and  rings 
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his  little  fingers^  wbich^  if  tbey  did  not  come  from  the 
Philippine  Isles,  ouphi  to  have  done  so ;  while  Mr.  Carter, 
with  his  pale  face,  lanky  figure,  and  decent,  but  thread- 
bare garments,  equally  well  personified  the  struggling  and 
needy  man.  Mr.  Bumpus  seated  himself  at  the  table, 
threw  himself  back  in  his  easy-chair,  gave  three  son<m)iis 
ahems !  opened  out  ''  The  Times/'  evidently  aa  much  to 
display  his  rings,  as  to  read  the  news,  crossed  his  legs,  and 
looked — what  he  was — a  man  of  a  million  ! 

Scene  First. 

MUlumnaire. — ''Ahem!  Very  sorry,  my  Ariend,  that 
I  can  do  nothing  for  you ;  but  I  can  give  you  a  word  of 
advice : — Economize  !" 

Poor  Man, — "  But,  sir,  when  there  is  nothing  to — " 
Millionnaire, — "Nonsense!  Under  certain  circumstances, 
a  man  must  know  how  to  save/' 

Scene  Second. 

[The  Millionnaire  drowning  in  a  pond.     The  Poor  Mm 
looking  coolly  on,  from  the  shore.'] 

Poor  Man. — "  Sorry,  my  friend,  I  can  do  nothing  for 
you ;  but  I  can  give  you  a  word  of  advice  :—5i trim  /" 

Millionaire  (choking). — "Bub — bub — bub — but  when 
a  man  can't  swim !'' 

Poor  Man. — "  Nonsense  !  Under  certain  circum- 
stances, a  man  must  know  how  to  swim." 

To  carry  out  which  theory,  Mr.  Bumpus  sprang  on 
shore,  and  making  a  6eorge-the-Fourth  bow  to  the  au- 
dience, in  his  George-the-Fourth  wig,  said : — 

"  True  bill,  I  assure  you,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  which 
every  day's  experience  endorses.  But  I  just  wish  to  ex- 
plain to  you,  for  fear  you  should  think  ill  of  me,  not  that 
in  an  enlightened  and  unprejudiced,  a  Christian,  and  a 
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'  ^^  eoontrjr  like  En|^d»  a  MUtiamuA^M  ooo- 

f*^^  it  lAit  it  mighty  would  ever,  by  an  idolatxons 
^^^  iQd  a  idf-abnegatmg  society,  be  judged  harshfy. 
^^  ^  thaty  aa  the  bets  hare  beim  pkced  before  yoo^ 
Pf^'^SpPia  a  ieeik,  just  an  infinitesimal  globule  cf  expla- 
|ft»  to  Buke  things  pleasant  to  all  partiei.  Theiefbrej 
P^toiBfixrm  you  that^  as  our  national  phrase  runs,  the 
P^'^IMD,  in  thelitde  interlude  I  have  just  had  the  honour 
^ l^ficsenting  to  you,  had  'no  cbdm,'  none  whatever, 
'^tk  rich  gentleman;  that  is,  he  had  never  done  him 
Nkrasenrioe,  or  an  injury — ^might,  probably,  never  be  in 
to  do  him  either — and,  consequently,  did  not 
to  be  paid  off,  or  bribed  off-— was  no  relation — 
lAa#,  instead  of  being  a  ebnmon  anyone,  generally 
l#  of  Downing  Street)  constitutes  a  diaelaimer.    But  he 

•  even  no  aequaintanee  of  the  Millionnaire's — had  no 
itUy  thing  to  plead,  in  fact,  but  his  distress !  and  what 
t  denoe  could  that  be  to  a  man  who  knew  nothing  of  the 
^f,  but  the  name  ? 

"'It  is  true,  we  have  aU  heard  the  parable  of  the  good 
naritan,  who  had  never  seen  the  man  before,  whom  he 
t  on  the  high  way,  rescued  from  thieves,  and  further 
ivided  for  the  continuation  of  his  journey,  and  his 
ooin  at  the  inn.  But  all  /Aa/,  no  doubt,  was  only 
mt  aa  an  ensample,  and  a  precept  to  primitive  Christians : 
fc  times  diange,  and  we  must  change  with  them.  And 
Dg  now  CoMMXRCUL  Christians,  of  course  this  sort  of 
ma»  ratio  of  highwajrmen's  proceedings,  would  never 
I  For,  as  a  modem  author  'truly  observes,  '  It  is  one 
tihe  singular  facts  of  the  present  state  of  society,  that 
I  qualities* which  in  theory,  we  hold  to  be  most  lovely 
1  deairable,  are  precisely  those,  which  in  practice  we  treat 
b  the  greatest  contumely  and  disdain/ 

*  Then,  have  we  no  charity  7  no  sympathy  for  the  woea 
teHoW'Creaturea  f^Ob  !  dear,  yes— no  ]^p\bxi:(i^ 
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the  sun  have  such  extensive  pubUe  charity,  sach  nnlimited 
public  sympathy,  as  the  Bnglish;  let  but  a  snobbiih 
Ensign  in  country-qnarters,  get  unfairly  tossed  in  a 
blanket  in  a  barrack-room  row,  and  straight  '  The  limes' 
will  furnish  him  with  one  of  its  largest  sheets,  to  bolster 
up  his  case,  as  one  worthy  of  universal  sympathy !  that  is, 
subscriptions,  the  best  of  all  sympathies!  forming  'The 
golden  opinions  of  all  sorts  of  men/  And,  lo !  all  England 
rushes  at  the  appeal,  to  deposit  its  cash,  and  its  compas- 
sion, as  'a  light  to  lighten  the  Gentiles'  in  the  world-wide 
Pharos  of  that  journal.  But,  as  for  all  private,  and  tnifi- 
vidual  misery,  injustice,  or  destitution,  those  are  things 
which,  being  private,  nobody  presumes  to  meddle  with,  and 
which,  therefore,  are  invariably  shunned  under  two 
heads,  '  Imposition,'  or  '  Thbir  own  faults.' 

*'  To  ascertain  the  truth  of  either  of  these  categories  is, 
of  course,  not  necessary ;  this,  perhaps,  arises  also  from 
our  rehgious  liberty,  which  enables  us  to  draw  what  infer- 
ences we  please,  from  the  diflFerent  texts  of  Scripture; 
and  as  we  read  that  ^  they  sought  darkness,  because  their 
deeds  were  evil,*  we  have  no  idea  of  insulting  our  good 
deeds,  by  treating  them  in  the  same  manner,  and  so, 
seldom  waste  our  time,  or  our  substance,  in  relieving  the 
wants,  or  comforting  the  affictions  of  those  in  obscure 
places ;  but  let  our  charity  (?)  ring  out  in  the  full  blase 
of  the  meridian  sun,  to  show  that  the  coin  is  genuine. 
So,  you  see,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  the  millionnaire  wss 
quite  right  in  not  encoun^ing,  that  always  suspicious,  if 
not  always  criminal  thing— Jriendless  destitution. 

"  MORAL  ! 

'A    DROP     OP   FORTUNE,    IS   WORTH     A   CASK     OF   WISDOM, 
AND   A   WHOLE   WELL    OF   HONESTY.'" 

Amid  mingled  laughter  and  applause,  (the  latter  in- 
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*^  jNnknged  by  Mr.  Tliombanry)^  the  poor  down 
^.^  hit  ■operion,  (f)  and  onee  more  temponrily  re- 
!|[!*^^^  piifite  life  behfaid  the  euivas.* 

the  niteml  that  enaiied  in  the  tpeetaele.  Lady 

chafing  ntteriy  feikd  in  aroniing  her  aon'atociali 

I  ponrera,  although  she  had  upon  the  moat 

prineiplesy  been  meeaaantly  atirring 

L  the  long  pole  of  her  paraaol^  now  gave  the 

in  deapair,  and  tamed  to  her  far  more  docile 

it,  if  not  mofe  brilliant,  lord  and  Laekmf,  and 

and— 

Sir  Noodle,  what  it  the  use  of  your  being 
to  Lord  St.  Heliera,  and  within  one  of  L(»rd 
^  ,  if  yon  dra't  aay  a  wcord  to  either  of  them.  I 
ifelaie  yon  are  aa  bad  aa  Noodie;  I've  quite  bent 
f'  puaaol-atick,  trying  to  get  him  to  talk  to  Lord 
bahaTCin  and  hia  listen, — they  would  be  such  nice 
liainfannra  for  him  ;  and  it  is  quite  a  rank  in  life  to  be 
b  to  aay  one  has  known  that  sort  of  people  in  child- 
0^  and  to  be  eonaequently  intimate  and  familiar  with 
wmp  instead  of  merely  meeting  them  when  they  are 
nm  up,  as  if  one  was  a  parvenu,  and  had  only  got  on 
Imdw  them  in  the  course  of  time/' 
^  Ah  1  ah ! — yea — ^very  well,  my  dear.  111  try  and  say 
to  ihem:  but  I — I've  been  listening  to  the 


^  And  like  those  graduated  Swiss,  and  Indian  boxes, 
^  amall  by  degrees  and  beautifully  less,'  that  fit  into 


^  This  very  sHght  Silhouette  of  Mr.  Bompus's  professional 
mtrfawe^  will,  we  fear,  appear  a  rank  short-coming  and  injus- 
a^  in  the  estimate  of  the  really  pre-eminent  abilities  of  the 
ternity;  for  all  persons  conversant  with  Circuses  most  often 
M  been  astonished,  not,  indeed,  at  the  racy  and  genuine  wit, 
t  flA  the  deep  philosophy,  knowledge  of  the  world,  and  eren 
Mishre  reading,  aptly  and  happilv  applied,  (which is  aspe- 
•  of  wit  and  wisdom  in  itself)  of  "  Ths  Clown,"  and  have 
B»  awsv  wonderinff  where  he  could  have  got  it  all?  as  Boileau 
mdmd  whcore  Moli^  got  his  rhymes. 
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each  other ;  Sir  Noodle  Fitzdoodle's  hanging,  and  open 
mouth,  looked  like  the  case  of  his  son's,  being  so  exactly 
modelled  on  it,  only  a  size  larger. 

''He!  he!  he!''  giggled  Lady  Fitzdoodle,  ''do  look 
at  Sir  Fulke  Clairville,  and  Captain  Momington,  both  hst 
asleep^  and  poor  Lady  Gwyndeline  Ritrers  sitting  between 
them,  looking  as  old  as  Lady  Agincourt,  and  as  triste  as  a 
Trappiste." 

"  Ah ! ''  said  Sir  Noodle,  and  that  was  all  he  said ;  bat 
he  silently  wished,  that  he  too  had  thought  of  going  to 
sleep,  and  then  he  would  not  have  been  ordered  to  rush 
into  conversation,  with  so  clever  a  man  as  Lord  St.  Heliers ; 
but  no,  there  was  the  parasol-stick,  and,  of  course,  what 
was  wrong  for  the  gosling,  would  have  also  been  wrong  for 
the  gander ;  so  Sir  Noodle,  with  a  resigned  and  philosophical 
sigh,  came  to  the  conclusion,  that  there  is  no  escaping 
one's  fate ;  and,  therefore,  like  an  Athlete  girding  himself 
for  the  struggle,  he  pulled  his  left  ear  thrice,  preparatory 
to  entering  the  arena  with  the  Peer,  by  propounding  the 
indisputable  proposition,  "  that  it  was  very  hot." 

"  Rather — certainly— but  I'm  very  glad  the  poor  people 
have  got  such  a  cram,"  said  Lord  St.  Heliers. 

The  latter  word  naturally  remmded  Sir  Noodle  (without 
any  reference  to  Hamilton,)  of  ''Parliamentary  logic 
and  oratory."  So,  throwing  out  his  jets  with  additional 
brilliancy,  like  a  newly-lighted  gas-lamp,  he  resumed  the 
conversation  with, 

"What  do  you  think  of  Derbiraeli's  speech  on  the 
currency  ?" 

"  I  can't  say  that  V  m  an  admirer  either  of  Mr.  Der- 
biraeh's  oratory,  opposition,  or  oracles,"  smiled  Lord  St. 
Heliers. 

"  But,  surely  you  think  him  clever  ?  "  said  Sir  Noodle, 
leading  the  forlorn  hope,  of  that  stereotyped  Anglo-Saxon 
clencher ! 
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^Wlqrf  7B»— in  the  Phuetoii  ityk,  certainly. 


^       "HkSHueitPliaebm  earns  aiirigapi^^ 

QfiCTi  d  non  tcniiit  masnu  tainftn  6xidit  miig,** 

br  decidedly,  he  cannot  manage  his  fether'a  triomphal 
^  md  or  decidedly,  he  is  always  failing  in  some  great 
tanpty  which,  after  all^  it  a  spedes  of  greatness^  as  some 
MOB  never  even  attempt  anything,  great  or  small/' 
Ifow,  for  80  amiable  and  high-bred  a  man  as  Lord  St. 
eonsidering  the  person  he  was  addressing,  this 
wo  rather  an  invidious  speech ;  bat  many  men, 
B  among  the  cleverest,  speak  as  others  whistle,  ''for 
lA  of  tkoaght.''  Bat  here,  the  music  played  that  pret- 
ift  and  most  plaintive  of  Russian  airs,  the ''  Fakewsll 
Moscow/'  And  Signora  Angelina  and  Signor  Or^ 
ilo^  made  their  appearance,  mounted  on  two  magnifi- 
ift  Arabs,  dressed  in  Cossack  uniforms,  bowing  gracefully 
h,  their  shashkas  in  their  hand,  to  the  audience — pre- 
led,  however,  by  Lord  Clanhaven,  who,  having  failed  in 
t  embassy,  bounded  over  like  a  shell,  back  into  his  former 
itp  not  in  the  most  enviable  humour  in  the  world,  and 
petting  he  had  not  waited,  and  put  on  a  pair  of  false 
NUtaches  before  he  had  made  the  attempt ;  for  Hobbe- 
loja  as  well  as  men,  are  wont  to  ''  lay  the  flattering 
fltion  to  their  souls,''  that  their  escapes  from  success 
weD  as  danger,  are  but  hair-breadth  ones. 
The  9c6ui  now  about  to  be  enacted,  was  condensed  from 
long  and  very  interesting  Caucasian  tale,  called  ''PftsoES- 
VATION,'  founded  upon  an  extraordinary  circumstance, 
it  really  happened  at  Stanitza,  near  Rostoff,  on  the 
m,  in  1840,  and  naturally  created  a  great  sensation 
ere,  at  the  time.  The  only  portion  selected  for  this 
me,  was  the  culminating  point,  or  denouement  of  the 
rrp".  A  set  of  young  officers  being  garrisoned  in  one  of 
e  itrongholds  of  the  Caucasus,  where  idleness,  and  \t% 
ir-nppBrent  ennui,  nearly  proved  fatal  to  them  ;  \.n?o  ^ 
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these  young  men^  Lieatenants  Kanumtdi  nd  ImSkmAm, 
the  former  a  beUerer  in  Predegtination,  the  other  not,  oon- 
trive  to  get  up  a  little  eicitement  by  betting  on  the 
subject.  A  Pole  having  told  Kamovitch  that  he  had  an 
infiJlible  instinct,  which  had  never  yet  deceived  him,  by 
which  he  knew  when  a  person  was  iJ)out  to  die :  and  be 
assured  the  former,  that  thai  night,  would  be  his  last. 
But  Kamovitch  asserted  he  was  sure  that  if  his  hour 
had  not  come,  a  whole  arsenal  of  bullets  would  take  no 
effect.  "  Done  !'*  said  one  of  them  offering  to  bet,  where- 
upon, Kamovitch  had  his  pistols  taken  from  the  holster; 
but  it  was  objected  that  he  had  used  others  instesd 
of  the  regulation  pistols  lately,  and  that  those  he  had  now 
taken,  were  not  loaded.  ''  I  maintain  that  they  are 
loaded,"  said  an  old  officer. 

"  What  pleasure  can  you  find  in  continuing  the  farce 
any  longer  V  said  one. 

''  It  is  a  foolish  joke  I"  added  another. 
'^  Well,  I  bet  twenty  imperials  to  the  contrary,  that  they 
are  not  loaded,'^  cried  Zadonskoi. 

'^  I  accept  the  wager,"  said  a  young  Cossack  officer,  has- 
tily, and  the  new  bet  being  agreed  upon,  the  pros,  and  cons, 
had  lasted  so  long,  that  the  affair  appeared  to  be  border- 
ing on  the  ridiculous,  when  the  Pole,  who  began  to 
suspect  the  Servian  of  bravado,  said, 

^'  Listen,  Kamovitch  :  either  shoot  yourself  at  once,  like 
a  good  fellow,  or  replace  the  pistol  in  the  holster,  and  let 
us  end  '  this  farce,  and  get  to  bed.^ " 

"  Oh !  by  all  means,"  cried  the  rest,  "  let  it  be  one,  or 
the  other." 

"Gentlemen,  I  beg  of  you  not  to  move  from  your 
places,"  said  the  fatalist,  pointing  the  muzzle  of  the  pis- 
tol to  his  forehead. 

All  suddenly  became  immoveable  as  statues,  yet,  still 
not  thinking  he  was  in  earnest.    *'  Lieutenant  Zadonskoi,'* 
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M^  ildn  •  end  and  throw  it  in  the  air/' 
■ihmiKng  wbat  tiui  wo  fer^  lie  diote  one  fimn 
|MHk  on  a  table  httart  him — it  happened  to  be 
padea ;  he  threw  it  apwarda,  as  he  had  been 
■7  one  wo  at  the  hif^iest  pitdi  of  eorioaity^ 
thought  it  wo  iCMne  mere  iarce.  Stilly  with 
eeqnration,  all  ejea  were  fiied  apon  the  flight 
which  deaeendcd  alowly ;  at  the  very  moment 
ked  the  table  again,  Kamovitch  pulled  the 
lepiatoL 
iaaedfirel 
tement  wo  great,  and  erery  one  spoke  at 

Heaven  I"  ezehdmed  aevend  voieea,  "  it  wo 

,  however,  try  again,''  said  Kamovitch.  He 
primed,  the  pistol  a  second  time,  aimed  at  a 
}  hanging  over  the  window  at  the  urther  end 
n,  and  at  once  fired;  the  smoke  filled  the 
when  it  had  cleared  away^  the  cap  wo  taken  from 
t  wo  found  to  be  hit  in  the  very  centre,  the 
pme  through  it,  and^  of  course,  had  deeply 
the  wall,  where  it  lay  buried, 
ort  interval,  no  one  wo  able  to  utter  a  word ; 
a  pin  might  have  been  distinctly  heard,  but  for 
r  the  five  and  twenty  imperials,  which  Kamo- 
eisurely  dropping,  one  by  one,  into  his  purse. 
;ht  the  pistol  might  have  been  rusty,  others 
mder  had  been  damp,  and  that  the  obstinate 
ght  unobserved,  have  poured  some  that  was 
it,  before  his  second  aim  at  the  foraging^^p  ; 
ormise  the  Pole  negatived,  by  saying  he  had 
3  his  eyes  off  the  pistol  for  one  moment. 
:e  fortunate  at  hazard,  sir/'  said  he  to 


°jr\ 


u^ 


THE    W0RLI>   AND    HIS 


"  It  ia,  OB  the  contrary,  the  first 
replied  calmly,  with  a  quiet  smUe ;  " 
tuT  chance  than  aome  maligD&iit  dev 
or  Landsiknecht,^^ 

"  For  that  reason^  no  doubt,"  co 
was  also  a  little  more  uncertain  *" 

"Well,  sir,"  he  demanded  '"hai 
yourself  a  proselyte  to  prediistinatio 

"Not  exactly,''  said  the  other,  "  tl 
a  very  extraordinaiy  coincidence, 
added  he,  lowering  hia  voice,  "} 
to-night," 

*  *  *  * 

That  night,  a  few  hours  later,  a 
brute  of  a  CoBBack  soldier,  from  the 
ever\^thin^  like  a  nTauiac,  hacking,  a 
left,  with  his  naked  sabre. 

"  Hallo  I  friend,  who  do  you  seek  i 
a  qniet  pedestrian,  trying  to  get  on 

"You  !"  shouted  the  savage,  run 
body,  and  then  galloping  away. 

In  another  hour.  Lieutenant  Zada 
to  his  quarters,  heard  the  bugles  so 
in  hurrying  forward,  be  stumbled  o^ 
the  dead  body  of  a  man — and  the  t 
emerging  from  a  cloud,  revealed 
Karnovitch,  the  Fatalist! 

All  this  was  so  perfectly,  and  g 
Angelina,  Orlando,  and  Aleseieui 
Angelina  pei*aonatiug  Karnovitch,  a 
Cossack,  that  all  the  gentlemen  wol 
deacendcd  to  be  greatly  interested. 

^'  I've  heard,  or  read  that  stoty  eoi 
Momington.     "  It's  in  some  book,  < 

Jo  you  recollect  where,  liilton  ?" 
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md  Mmm,  like  Tim  Tndc,  lumng  "only  jiut 
atmlf^  tat  a  miUtirj  nan/'  did  not  remember^ 
wwM  quite  nm  he  had  not  seen  it^  either  in  ''The 
The  Kdd,''  or  ''BeU'a  Life/' 
then,  I  aiqipoa^  I  waa  miataken/'  aaid  Bowea^ 
D,  with  a  Tagae  idea  that  all  Uteratnre  began, 
and  ended,  in  the  three  above-named  joornala. 
Sir  N00&  Ktidoodle  haying  received  a  poke 
It  real  aehoofanaater  abroad,  the  parasol-stick, 
lied  by  several  josa-Uke  pantomimic  nodsfirom  his 
the  direction  of  Lord  St.  Heliers  ; — he,  though 
le  habit  of  ooraseating,  thought  he  would  venture, 
tdade  was  drawing  to  a  conclusion,  upon  a  litde 
aplay  of  brilliancy,  similar  to  the  bouquet,  which, 
leatteied  sparks,  forms  the  obKgato  finale  of  pyro- 

So,  turning  round,  he  said — 
hat  was  taken  firom  a  Caucasian  tale,  Derbiraeli 
avebeen  here/' 

that  matter,"  smiled  Lord  St.  Heliers,  ''I  don't 
hat  the  Caucasian  entoorimuzzy  *  is  a  bit  more 
in  him  than  any  of  his  other  get-ups,  as  he  is 
the  Bickerstaffian  school  of  philosophy." 
It  is  that?"  asked  Sir  Noodle,    with    amiable 

f,  you  know,"  smiled  Lord  St.  Heliers,  ''when 
>lingbroke  said  that  '  the  hoarse  voice  of  party' 
iahed  firom  his  retreat,  and,  therefore,  all  ga- 
bd  pamphlets  excluded,  and  that  if  he  made  an 
1  in  fiivour  of  Isaac  BickerstaflP,  it  was  because  he 
that,  that  illustrious  philosopher  had,  like  the 
Uiu,  the  Grecian  Pythagoras,  the  Persian  Zoroaster, 
are,  his  precursors,  among  the  Zabians,  Magians, 
Egyptian  Seers,  both  his  outward,  and  his  inward, 

ioe,  entbusiasm.— So  ] 
ctraction,  whom  Lor 

[II. 


botn  ms  outward,  and  nis  tnwara,  __ 

\o  pronounoed  by  some  r^*^"**1llt^^^^ 
ardt  Byron  cites.  ^^^ 
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doctrine ;  but  that  at  bottom,  he  was  of  no  siie  tU  all 
But  here  comes  the  other  saltimbanque,  which^  of  the  two, 
I  infinitely  prefer/' 

'' Aks!  poor  Kamovitch!^  sighed  the  clown,  soliloquiang 
over  the  corse,  much  after  the  fashion  of  Mark  Antony 
over  that  of  Caesar. 

''  Such  is  Fate !  or  rather^  such  are  the  ways  of  Omni- 
potence in  all  things,  that  they  tae  never  man's  ways  in 
anything,  we  having  but  the  small  limits  of  Tun 
wherein  to  act  our  allotted  pafts,  and  '  fret  our  little  hour' 
upon  life's  narrow  stage^— are  ever  for  hurrying  on  the 
catastrophe — and  think  that,  as  in  the  discharge  of  a  pistol, 
the  report  follows  the  flash,  so  should  the  reward,  or  the 
punishment,  follow  close  upon  the  deed.  But  Pboyidxnci, 
which  has  all  Eternity  to  enact  the  great  Drama  of  Crea- 
tion in,  is  a  more  consummate  artist ;  analyzes  first,  com- 
bines next,  and  slowly  and  progressively  culminates,  to  the 
great  solution  of  the  foregone  concrete  mystery ! 

"  Poor  Kamovitch!  you  primed,  loaded,  and  fired  a  pistol, 
with  ^the  muzzle  to  your  brain — it  misses  fire,  and  you 
escape  unscathed,  and  walk  forth  confidently,  to  renew  your 
lease  of  life.  In  this  rash  act  you  tempted  Providence, 
and  Providence  treated  your  impious  temerity  with  con- 
tempt, and  disdained  to  accept  the  life,  you  had  no  right 
to  give.  You  go  on  your  way — if  not  actually  rejoicing, 
at  least  secure.  When  lo !  at  the  moment  that  you  are  not 
actually  sinning,  and  certainly,  at  that  when  you  least  expect 
it,  and  have  done  by  no  immediate  act  anything  to  provoke 
it,  Death  presents  his  '  little  account,'  and  you  have  to 
settle  it,  whether  prepared  or  not.  And  so  it  is,  with 
all  our  silken  and  successful  sins,  which,  in  the  hard,  inex- 
orable hand  of  Time,  turn  to  scorpions,  to  scourge  us  to  our 
Fate  ; — ^though,  of  course,  sin,  like  all  else,  or  rather  more 
than  all  else,  that  is  of  the  earth,  earthy, '  wears  its  rue 
with  a  difference.'     For, — for  the  low  wretch  who  grovels 
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down  to  the  level  of  swine^  through  intemperance, — there 
•re  the  police-court,  and  the  fine  ;  while  the  Patrician 
IWhanalj  who  quafib  out  his  reason  in  Burgundy,  or 
laqnial  Tbkay,  is  bat  'a  little  cut/ 

^Tke  low  Macklcg  whose  frauds  are  detected  oa  the  turf 
I  ct  eoone,  hooted  (if  not  ultimately  hanged)  for  degrad- 
that  noUe  sport;  but  the  hundreds,  and  thousands, 
;  have  passed  into  noble  lords',  and  honourable  gentle- 
fm  ooffersy  through  the  dirty-worldng  rogues'  industry, 
aorsey  in  no  way  degrades  or  compromises  them.    The 
,  who  betrsys  a  woman,  is  at  least  punished  in  pocket 
fihft  parish.    Gtffi/ileoiai  manage  these  little  affiurs  better, 
take  care,  not  to  let  any  of  the  little  inconveniences 
at  on  them  recoil  upon  themselves; — ^which  would 
latiionaandpitieal  considering  how  pure  and  high-flown, 
*  verial  morality  is,  in  both  Houses  of  Parliament,  or 
fStney  kindly  take  the  chair  at  Merchant  Taylors' 
\.  Companies,  Commercial  Travellers',  or  the  Blue  Soup-plate 
^in-Leathers,  Schools.  And  if  a  gentleman  has  the 
to  design  an  extensive  commercial  swindle, — vid 
'  upon  a  laige  scale,  and  the  mawwormism  to  lay 
\  firandation  for  it,  by  publishing  a  volume  of  sermons, 
I  dedicating  them  to  an  archbishop,  the  bright  idea 
eCa  its  just  revrard,  and  the  dear,  good,  pious  man's 
oa  frauds,  are  endorsed  to  any  amount,  and  he  takes 
'  Nobody's  life  without  benefit  of  clergy. 

^&it  woe  I  betide  the  plebeian  wretch,  who  attempts  this 
^ntor-Hall  dodge  in  the  homoeopathic  form  of  a  begging- 
letter!  Not  only  are  all  the  detectives  let  loose  upon  him^ 
**«— but  we  have  the  lord  mayor  fulminating  anathemas  from 
tte  ehfie  ehair, — and  the  whole  corporation  chorusing  out 
^utknia  to  the  British  public,  to  beware  of  a  monster,  who, 
XnAer  the  pretext  of  wanting  bread,  is  endeavouring  to 
fkfrand  them  out  of  the  means  of  criminally  indulging  in  ^j 
liritish  brandy!  ^ 
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*'  And  this  mob  of  vicious,  critni] 
11  ion  people,  look  on,  with  their  hoU 
t^yea,  and  ghake  their  lean  shmdders 
as  vice  in  velvet,  and  emiined  cri 
iptash  the  spumed  mire  upon  the 
tniimiuring  ask,  if  this  be  just  ?  Ev€ 

ONE  OF  THESE,  THERB  IS  THE  Co 
or  RKTRIB0TIOK,  WHEN    AND  WURR 

IT !     If  sometime»  we  see  the  wid 

our  heads,  and  say,  *  Let  ike  justice 
much  more  should  we  &ay,  when 
great,  but  ever  slippery  prosperity^ 
op  Heaven  ripen  1*'^ 

The  clown  folded  his  arms,  m 
and  looked  after  the  body  of  Kamo 
now  bejiring'  away;  the  enter  tain  ni 
the  plaudits  the  Clown^s  soliloquy  h 
people  preparing  to  leave* 

^'  Thei^e  arc  infernally  low  places  t 
Portarjis,  rising,  and  addressing  hi« 
Clairville,  who,  awaking  from  his  si 
thick  and  inarticulate  voice  i~ 

"  Yea,  confound  it  I  one  gets  nu^ 
[ilaces/* 

As  soon  aB  the  bulk  of  the  crowd 
pops  appeared,  holding  his  hat  aboi 
and  gallantly  stemming  the  remainc 
announce  that  "  the  carriages,  and  i 

in  the  squeeze  at  the  door,  feeli 
without,  rather  on  the  increase.  Sir 
held,  by  the  flare  of  the  gas,  his  portl 
Mrs,  Jobbins,  who  ccrtamly  had  na 
they  first  met.  She  also  recognised 
moment,  a  hand  was  passed  round  h< 
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i  kcriide— while  a  man  dashed  thioogh 
mi,  and  took  to  hia  heda  aeroea  the  eommoii. 
kf»y^ootfwatch!  stop  thiefP'eried  she.  ''He've 
yr^Motf  waldi  and  ehain,  as  poor  Jobbixia  gi^e  forty 

i(  My  firs — ^flsy  las — my  only  love  V'  hieenpped  Sir 
and  then  endeavoared,  bat  in  vain,  to  sing : — 

•< Wa  met!  Qd6)  'tmt  in  a  (hio)  ewond!" 

lekmiiag  to  plain  prose,  he  tried  to  pat  his  arm 

her  waist  and  said, 

vdieat  of  leviathans !  nevdr  mind  yoor  watch !    I 

tfih  over  yoa  I" 

aeapoB,  die  began  screaming  oaty  '^Police!  police!" 

iBiing  to  Sir  Folke  with  both  hands,  whik  she 

My  kicked  him,  with  both  feet,  adding, 

aiow  if  8  that  ere  good-for-nothink  Brigham  Young 

I  took  my  watch/' 

a  which,  all  the  gentlemen  set  up  a  roar — Sir  Fulke's 

ti  having  long  been  made  known  to  them  by  Lord 

Dston ;  while  the  scandalized  policemen,  seized  poor 

>bbins  by  the  arms,  as  if  with  intent  to  pinion  her> 

I  her  into  a  straight  waistcoat,  with  an  expostulatory, 

me,  come,  my  good  woman :  mind  what  yon  are 

I%at  is  Lord  Justice  Clairville  V 
Ho !  Pfe^ceman,  look  sharp  I"  cried  Spriggs. 
I  file  chap  as  took  that  good  lady's  watch.  He's  a 
awelL-mob's-man  he  is;  does  a  little  thimble- 
:  en  race^courses,  he  do ;  and  I  seed  him  once  afore 
in  charge,  on  Tower  Hill,  for  picking  a  gemlen's 
^  hand  wuss  than  that,  he  'sociates  with  Methodies ; 
it  no  good,  you  may  depend  on't." 
his,  two  detectives  immediately  gave  chase,  while 
rd  remained,  to  keep  off  Mrs.  Jobbins's  profane 
bom  Sir  Fulke,  and  see  that  the  law  waa  dxA^  t^ 
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qieeCed  in  hit  tugntt  penon — prcqioimdiiigi  at  he  did  n^ 
the  following  interrogatories  to  Spriggt :— - 

''Is  he  a  taU,  thin,  yonng  feUow,  with  hir  hair,  i^;1ir 
featoresi  but  a  down  look  and  a  stoop  in  his  ahonldeiar' 

''That's  itl  h^xact!  vith  treadmill  a-sqninting  hont 
hof  vone  heye,  hand  gaUows  hout  hoi  'tother^— haa  sore 
has  my  name  is  Thomas  SpriggsP'  said  that  worthy, 
slapping  his  thigh,  as  he  thus,  like  the  old  masters,  pat 
his  name  in  the  comer  of  the  portrait  he  had  just  finished. 

**  Ah/'  ssid  the  policeman, ''  we  have  long  been  looking 
after  that  chap ;  Dick  Greenlow  is  his  name,  though,  of 
coarse,  he  has  a  hundred  aliases/' 

Meanwhile,  the  thief,  who  had  by  some  minutes  got 
the  start  of  the  officers,  completely  eluded  their  pursuit 
Sir  Fulke  being  partially  sobered  ftom  having  been  recog- 
nised by  the  myrmidons  of  the  law,  made  a  great  effort  to 
stand,  and  speak  steadily,  as,  with  much  dignity,  he  re- 
spectfully addressed  to  Mrs.  Jobbins  a  hope  that  she  might 
recover  her  stolen  property,  and  an  assurance  that  he  him- 
self would  stimulate  to  the  uttermost,  the  exertions  of  the 
police  to  regain  it.  But  that  good  lady  not  being  easily 
hood- winked,  was  not  easily  mollified;  and,  therefore,  in 
return  for  this  kind  sympathy,  only  sturdily  reiterated 
with  a  toss  of  her  head,  that  whether  the  pickpocket  was 
caught  or  not,  her  belief  was — as  that  ere  good-for-nothink 
Brigham  Young  was  the  worst  of  the  two. 

But  all  the  vehicles  being  now  drawn  up,  and  the  ladies 
handed  into  them,  Sir  Fulke  scrambled  into  the  last  om- 
nibus; but,  unfortunately,  his  foot  slipped,  and  he  would 
have  measured  his  whole  length  on  the  fioor,  at  the  feet  of 
old  Lady  Agincourt,  had  not  Lord  Fortacjis,  as  was  his 
wont,  given  him  a  helping  hand. 

"  Bibere,  riri  iUostres,  res  et  qas  in  omnihuM  terris,'* 
as  Lord  Dufferin  said  at  the  Iceland  dinner  party,  in  reply 
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|p^J■r  ImMi  Wbg  drunk,  for  hiring  gone  oat  in  bis 
^Tkm  loam.^    He  was,  of  eoone,  never  aft  a  loss 
^iimfiwA  xeqaiate  for  speechifying;  however,  kii,  at 
•a  tme  sparkling  Fakiiiian  froth,  quite  equal 
K  cf  dM  hereditary '' sherry  P' 


I 
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**  Ego  xbo,  post  Pbihcifix."- 

"It  IB  better  to  avoid  nn  ihan  to  fly  from  de 
are  not  prepared,  how  will  joa  be  to-m<»i 
an  nnoertain  day,  and  how  do  yon  know  w] 
a  to-morrow  P" — Tkouab  a  Kbxfu. 

iiHEN  Mabel's  mother  arrived  at 
miDUB^  she  had  to  wait  several 
mail  (which  was  the  last)  train 
Fleary.  Poor  mother !  oonld  not  the  h( 
hopes,  and  of  immortal  prayers,  oflSeiec 
msval  altar,  a  sorrowing  heart,  stir  wi 
breath  to  quicker  speed,  the  cycle-san( 
orable  glass;  no,  it  might  not  be;  A 
lagging  moment  came^  lingering  with  d 
winged  pulses  of  her  fears,  and  then,  or  i 
verily  there  is  no  tyrant  like  to  timb  for 
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»  jood^  t  liKMn  hdeo  with  hof^  £ur  sweet  bk)ii^^ 
Utaxitj,  a  trae  of  knowledge,  bearing  bitter  froiti  for 
CMKy  and  gddenonei  for  others;  mighty  Proteus  1  of  pas- 
ion's  pantonmney  ever  forswearing  thyself  in  some  new 
qoBL,  as  we  qnestum  thee  1  Great  Athlete  and  Victor ! 
A  life's  Olympiad  rsce  1  say,  oh  say,  why  tarriest  thoa 
SBver  in  thy  onward  oonrse,  save  to  langh  at  Love's  vain 
rffarts  to  outstrip  thee;  to  pink  the  psllid  popinjay  of 
flsMQiey  who  vainly  tries  to  Idll  thee,  or  to  mock  with 
ten  lefosak  the  tortured,  perishing  wretch,  who  prays  to 
VUB  as  to  heaven's  delegate,  to  hasten  on,  and  bring  some 
ansfort,  0€  some  change  1  Oh,  thou  art  desf,  stone  deaf, 
riH  Time,  from  the  piercing  waQ  of  poor  humanity's  cease- 
n  struggle.  So,  on  thou  goest,  heedless  of  it  all,  mend- 
ptg  the  world's  highways  with  ruihed  empires,  granite 
'  ivoDgs;,  and  broken  hearts ;  and,  as  succeeding  ages  travel 
sisr  them,  to  that  for  unknown  country,  where  thou  shalt 
kw  wwre,  thou  standest  on  the  mighty  causeway,  pro- 
iiiiniiHj^  trumpet-tongued,  like  a  vain  braggart,  "  Behold 

'WKM  WONDSaS  I  HAVX  WROUGHT  1" 

^  Boor  mother !  weep  on ;  the  tyrant  of  tyrants  has  nt} 
m  for  thee;  but  the  King  of  kings  has,  and  the  tears 
ttat  flow  through  prayer  are  invested  in  Heaven ;  so  draw 
"mi  on  earth  for  consolation,  for  it  has  none  for  thee.  The 
HTf  mystery  of  God's  dealings  with  his  martyrs  here 
hkm,  is  an  earnest  that  they  have  a  monument  above. 

It  was  one  o'clock  in  the  morning  before  the  train 
Msftcd  for  Field-Fleury.  As  Robert  Bumpus  was  only  a 
Mor  mountebank,  he  always  insisted  upon  his  wife's  tra- 
ialling  in  a  first-class  carriage,  both  for  safety,  and  for 
sasafott,  he  himself  economising  by  going  in  a  second,  or 
pfCQ  a  third-class.  Poor  Bob  1  chance,(f )  that  bungling 
bwybody,  who  has  always  held  office  in  the  home-depart- 
since  the  first  dawn  of  civilization  began,  did  right 
IdddiMig;  you  into  the  world  vi&  the  door  o{  a  N^S\a|gs 
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ale-house ;  for^  nature  having  divested  yoa  of  aD  sel^  ni 
all  meanness^  had  quite  unfitted  you  for  a  gcgntleman ;— it 
leasts  as  they  are  cast^  lackered^  and  got  up  in  true  Bm- 
magem  style^  at  the  cheapest  remunerative  nite^  and  in  tte 
most  showy  taste^  now-a-days  forthe  million;  havingnoiUiig 
of  goldabout  them  but  the  glitter^  and  nothing  aterlingabouft 
them  but  their  money,  which  accounts  for  their  virtnoM 
reluctance  to  part  with  it  on  all  occasions,  knowing  as  A^ 
do^  that  in  these  days  of  prated  progression,  our  verhd 
philanthropy  is  so  colossal,  that,  like  the  Leviathan,  dul 
model  maritime  monster,  it  is  immoveable  for  all  pFM^tioi  • 
purposes ;  and  so,  according  to  nineteenth  century  ethio^ 

Money  "  Makes  the  man,  want  of  it  the  fellow* 

And  all  the  rest,  is  leather  and  prunella."  ' 

Upon  getting  into  the  train,  poor  Mary  was  still  soUxng 
violently,  the  sounds  of  which,  she  endeavoured  to  stifle  bj 
keeping  her  handkerchief  before  her  face,  as  she  saw  tbit 
opposite  to  her  was  a  gentleman  who,  having  secured  Ui 
hat,  umbrella,  and  a  bundle  of  papers  in  the  nettiiifr 
had  taken  out  a  travelling-cap,  a  shawl  for  his  neek,  a 
railway- wrapper,  and  all  the  other  et  ceteras  that  oooiAi* 
tute  a  locomotive  masculine  toilette  de  ntdt,  and,  in  skorii 
was  endeavouring  to  conduce  to  his  own  personal  eomfint 
in  every  way  within  his  power ;  and  which,  whenever  m 
Englishman  fails  in  doing,  said  failure,  never  arises  fron 
want  of  the  most  strenuous  and  indefatigable  efforts  on  his 
part,  or  from  any  puerile  fear  of  encroaching  upon,  or 
militating  against,  the  comforts  of  other  people. 

Now,  certain  it  is,  that  this  state  of  intense  natioml 
NUMBE&-ONE-ATIVENE8S,  has  brought  the  modem  An^ 
Saxon  very  much  to  the  state  of  practical  individualityi 
of  that  peculiar  sect  which  formerly  existed  among  the 
Jews,  a  sect  between  the  Rechabites,  ahd  the  Essskh^ 
supposed  to  Ylvi^  >a^\i  i<(sx>SL<^sd^\s^'^^i;!^^«AK^^&a^^      but 
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i  m  loleiim  ctAh,  neyer  to  hdp  eadi  other, 
lioweYer  ditireasiiig;  or  however 
the  snflieren  their  own  parents,  mneh  kn 
i;  ihey,  holding,.that  all  virtue  conaiated 
being  aelf-aapporting.    It  ia  true, 
iqwofod  them  for  thia  inhuman  code.    But 
^  AeUeaaed  Founder  of  the  aelf-abnegating,  Do-unto- 
kA0»TOir-woirLB-THiT-aHOULO-no-i7NTo-Toi7|    aya- 
lef  SMtalfy  waa  ftatidioua,  aa  he  even  taxed  the  Levitea 
bOb  of  divorce^  ^'became  their  hearts  were 
IP    And  yet,  eouM  anything  be  ftirer,  more  above- 
r  SMie  in  the  apirit  of  live,  and  let  live,  than  the 
of  theae  aneient  Mosaic  Aiab-gendemen — ^theae 
n-Juaaa;  when,  from  any  audden  whim,  they  wiahed 
^fel  lid  of  their  legal  incumbrancea.    They  forthwith 
i  fliem  a  ''  Ohbt,''  or  written  letter  of  divorce ;  and,  to 
1  an  abuae  of  thia  summary  practice^  and  all  unfair- 
towur^  the  repudiated  human  chattel,  this  *'  Ohbt'^ 
\  written  before^  and  signed  by  witnesses,  and  delivered 
iHm  woman  in  the  preaenoe  of  a  priest;  who,  having 
it,  bid  her  not  marry  for  three  months ;  at  the  er- 
of  which  time^  ahe  should  be  free  to  do  so;  the 
L  who  had  abandoned  her  for  his  whim,  by  every 
human  and  divine,  having  no  further  control  over 
"  Look  on  that  picture  and  on  this  I" 
r^tTomr  modem  En^ish  gentleman,  when  the  whim  aeizea 
ii%  to  torn  hia  wife  out  of  houae  and  home,  acts  verydiffer- 
iaOy.    What  can  the  poor  vrretched  wife  get  f  without  the 
Kf  and  even  with  it,  nothing  but  horse-hair — and  humbug, 
in  the  Demoniacal  iniquity  of  the  English  eccle- 
lawa,  an  English  gentleman  (f )  in  turning  his 
loose  upon  the  world's  wide  wilderness^  flings  a 
round  her  neck,  far  more  galling  than  the  legitimate 
matromonii,  the  ends  of  which^  he  keeps  tightly  in 
bid,  and  upon— ''The  farther  we  fly,    tbe  tigYilet  ^^ 
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tie/'-plan  (at  least  as  far  as  «Atf  is  concerned)— -the fiortliar 
the  care,  and  protection,  of  a  husband  are  witbdrami  firan 
her,  the  tighter,  and  more  coerciYe,  becomes  the  galliiig 
stringency  of  his  legal  power  of  oppression  over  her. 
His  money,  and  impunity,  always  providing  km,  with 
plenty  of  tools  to  do  his  dirty  work ;  he,  of  course^  nefv 
appearing  ostensibly  in  it ;  but,  like  the  onion  in  Sydnq^ 
Smith's  salad,  ^'  unsuspectedly  animating  the  whok.^ 
And  what  redress  has  his  legal  victim  f    NONE ! 

She,  cannot  bring  an  action  against  his  emissaiies,  bs> 
cause  his  name  must  be  joined  in  the  writ  with  hers;  sod 
though  she  would  be  content,  even  with  his  refusal,  to  bt 
it  be  as  a  sufficient  proof  of  his  complicity  in  the  oonspincj 
against  her, — there  is  scarcely  a  sneaking,  rascally,  pet- 
tifogging, lick-the-dust  attorney  in  all  England  that  wooU 
even  run  the  risk  of  offending  the  powers  that  be,  hj 
applying  to  the  husband  for  his  name,  to  proceed  agtinit 
his  wife's  aggressors,  said  little  pettifogger,  knowing  that 
they  are  the  moneyed  husband's  emissaries.* 

The  other  day,  a  poor  schoolmistress  sued  a  hnsbiod 
who  was  separated  from  his  legal  slave,  for  six  monthi' 
board  and  tuition  for  his  daughter,  (the  case  was  tried  is 
the  Birmingham  County  Court).  The  righteous  judge 
decided,  that  the  mother  having  been  separated  from  her 

•  All  rules,  of  course,  have  their  exceptions.  And  even  titf 
Law  has  its  prophets,  or  men  that  deserve  to  be  such ;— and  to 
refute  the  proverb,  by  having  muck  honour  in  their  on 
country.  Foremost  among  these  exceptions,  stands  Mr.  Chirle* 
Hyde,  of  Ely  Place ;  an  honour  alike  to  the  religion  he  profeases. 
and  to  the  profession  he,  ^ith  such  astuteness,  and  ability,  prt^ 
tises ; — thereby  proving,  that  the  triune  attributes,  of  a  smcew 
Christian,  a  higli-minded  gentleman,  and  a  shrewd  lawyer,  vt 
perfectly  compatible.  And  certainly  a  more  thorou^y  good, 
large-minded,  large-hearted,  '*  honourable  man,"  both  in  nis  pn- 
vat«,  and  his  professional  career,  or  a  more  Christian  OB5TLnAif 
never  entered  Heaven,  than  the  late  universaUr  lamented  Mr- 
Eobert  Hodg^^ou,  of  Broad  Street  Buildings.  Hiese  will  saSee 
to  proTe,  m^l  S£  ""L&ie^  kxu^ko^ti  if^xi^^crrcit^"  it  sonietii»« 
alsoattamit. 
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liBgfl  ^imt  at  the  tune  she  hmd  pot  her  child  to  school,  ke 
«li  IB  no  wij  answenble  for  the  support  and  tuition 
if  Us  child  1 ! !  The  poor  schoolmistress  then  wanted  to 
MB  the  Bother  for  the  reoorery  of  the  debt,  but  was  told 
Ikty  as  m  married  woman,  oHom  a  nonentity,  she  could  not 
he  Bind.  So,  between  these  complex  chartered  frauds  of 
the  English  kw,  espedally  framed  by  unprincipled  profli- 
tor  the  protection,  and  impunity,  of  unprincipled 
i,-*the  poor  goremess  was  completely  cheated  out 
rf  ha  hard-eBrned  money-  No  doubt,  England  is  a  great 
■  a  IBM  J  great  eoontry,more  especially  in  its  own  estimation. 
^^  Mly  oat  of  the  infernal  regions,  m  no  country  isthere  such 
Miaiie  injustice,  and  iniquity,  as  that  tissue  of  both,  the 
&|^Ssh  eedesiastical  laws.  However,  she  can  boast  One 
M  JP. — a  TBSt  surplus !  as  times  go,  who  did  say, 
the  protracted  discussion  upon  that  most  iniqui- 
4bbs  of  modem  humbugs,  the  new  Divorce  bill,  when  the 
iossfdis  (Surfiuse)  among  the  Lords,  and  Commons,  were 
immdating  the  country  with  their  pure  and  stringent  ver^ 
W  morality ! — "  How  greatly  it  would  simplify  the  matter 
uder  debi^,  if  by  any  provision  of  nature  it  could  sud- 
denly appear  on  the  forehead  of  each  member,  in  both 
kmses,  the  exact  number  of  times  he  individually,  had 
bn^en  the  seventh  commandment!''  But  leaving  this 
iither  ''difficult  sum  in  addition''  to  the  Chancellor  of  the 
bebequer,  or  Mr.  Babbage's  calculating  machine,  let  us 
letnm  to  our  travellers. 

**  Beauty  in  tears !"  like  many  other  things,  is  very  well 
on  paper,  but  most  men  without  even  being  husbands,  or 
the  weepers  being  their  own  wives,  have  as  great  a  horror  of 
damp  eyes,  as  they  have  of  damp  feet,  firom  having  a  vague 
idea  in  both  instances,  that  the  latter  endangers  their  lives, 
and  the  former  perils  their  purse ;  for  there  is  no  such 
thing  BB  actively  taking  part  in  any  species  of 
without  iihe  so  doing,  incu/pating  some  sort  oi 
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Bat  no  sooner  is  any  MiriJkml  of 

brought  before  your  modem  Philanthrop 
and  separate  burden  of  sorrows,  or  of 
manege  benevolence  so  graceful  and  intre 
and  in  speeches,  books,  and  magaxinea, 
at  the  vulgar,  abstract  misery,  as  ^pereom 
it  from  young  England,  collectively,  or 
to  be  guilty  of  the  ^'bad  taste''  of  med 
especially,  if  they  happen  to  be  wholesi 
fessional  dealers  in  sentiment,  and  ovei 
for  their  species,  in  lucrative  serial  wori 
political  corruption^  and  social  abuses,  at 
in  provincial  or  metropolitan  journals. 

One  of  our  most  charming  of  modem 
who  "  does  the  sentiment ''  in  his  books,  1 
them,  in  fact,  (as  a  gentleman  behind  th 
the  relative  merits  of  real,  and  imitation  1 
— gets  it  vp,  quite  equal  to  real  feebig,'- 
discrepancy  between  theory  and  practioey 
worst  of  it  is,  that  eternally  writing  fine 
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ii«i»4-oji^  within  the  depths  (tf  his  undoMraist* 

^Wliiii»eoii£Miiidedb(nrethat8mvelliDgwoina^       She 
\.mlbaAf  vidi  her^  and  will  be  losing  her  way^  or  her 


t  and  asking  me  to  look  after  it.  So  after  having 
tmiB  flijadf  eomfiortaUe,  I  shall  have  to  ask  the  guard  to 
fift  mm  into  another  carriage— deuce  take  it  V 
-  How  all  this,  though  it  don't  look  particularly  well 
i  down,  and  still  less  so  in  prints  yet,  as  it  never  was 
I  to  he  either,  must  be  merely  looked  upon  as  the 
[  off  cl  the  steam  of  a  high  pressure  engine  which 
t  a  vary  few  hours  before,  furnished  (to  order)  a  most 
and  indignant,  article  upon  the  unjust,  cruel,  and 
rdq;iaded  position  of  women  in  Great  Britain,  owing 
\  feodal  barbarisms  <rf  our  particularly  uncivil  code,  and 
i  off  the  same,  to  ^'  Thb  Livsbpool  Allioth,''i<  and 
» or  four  more  provincial  papers ;  for  which  he  fabricated 
» and  did  '' ?it)gress,''  and  ''Enthusiasm,''  and  ''the 
:  ol  Abuses,"  at  a  very  trifling  additional  charge, 
ftis impossible  to  bum  the  candle  at  both  ends:  and  a 
Ma  cannot  sell  all  the  finer  feelings  of  human  nature  at 
MmnA,  per  maxim,  punctuation  included,  and  no  extras 
|jAr Capitals  or  Italics;  and  yet  bestow  them  gratis,  too, 
i4|QB  every  ostensible  object  of  compassion  that  he  hears 
l(  or  sees.  At  least,  if  there  are  any  such  benevolent 
ipndthiifts,  Mr.  'Warren  Hastings  de  Musty  was  not  one 
tf  them,  but  kept  steadily  to  his  paper  currency,  and  his 
attes  for  general  circulation ;  and  never  indulged  in  the 
atevaganee  of  any  acts  of  personal,  or  individual,  kindness 
tf  his  incarnate  fellow-creatures  so  long  as  they  were  dis- 

*  N.B.    This  jourDsl,  however  closely  it  may  otherwise  be 
with  Ursa  Major,  has  no  connection  whatever  with 
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embodied; — ^as  the  mass, — that  wai 
he  beeame  tndy  Catholic,  and  celebj 
easAT  Altar  of  Public  Humbug. 

Therefore,  at  the  very  first  stati* 
stopped,  out  got  Mr.  Warren  Hasti 
popped  Tattera'  head  from  ander  tl 
somewhat  lengthened  growl,  which 
way  of  expressing  how  much  he 
epondent  of  "  The  Liverpool  Alliot! 
pany ;  after  which^  that  very  sensible 
mistress's  lap,  and  by  his  genuine  a 
tion,  (for  I  will  not  use  that  detea 
**  Sympathy^'  always  employed  to  esq: 
feeling)  x  the  great  cold  load  at  Mar 
warmed,  and  lightened,  as  it  could 

Did  not  the  disciples  sleep  for  sc 
sleepers  has  that  same  bitter  opii 
when  the  train  reached  Twaddleton 
the  next  momingj  and  the  guard  ope 
Mary  fast  asleep,  a  cold  atraggling 
fied  on  her  cheeks^  and  her  chin  rest 
dog,  who  seemed  to  know  he  was  wi 
for  he  waa  sitting  bolt  upright  in  \ 
brown  eyes  occasionally  blinked,  bei 
powered  with  sleep,  they  were  insta 
the  strong  will  of  their  owner,  and  i 
being  opened  wider  than  ever. 

With   these   two  honest   brown 
Tatters  looked  at  the  guard,  as  muel 
I  to  do  ?  you  sec  she  is  asleep,  and  i 
for  &lie  is  very  unhappy," 

And  then  he  gently  licked  one 
clasped  round  his  chest,  and  Mary 
but  soon  that  hea\7,  leaden  sense  * 
always  1\i^t\1j  ^^^^%  N^^Sj^KSi^  ^ 
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settiKBOiimwildiigyiecaned  her  completely  to 
d  btitiljr  puttrng  down  Tatten^  and  patting  on 
ahe  got  oat  of  the  carriage^  cold^  and  cramped 
sfineahing  aleep;  bat  jast  in  time  to  see  the  at 
4ie  of  Mr.  Wanen  Hastings  de  Mosty's  mac- 
ule was  getting  into  a  fly  with  all  his  little 
NHithim. 

get  yon  a  fly^  ma'am?''  asked  the  gaard;  mo?ed 
nd  compassion  by  the  deep  sorrow  that  so  many 
raced  apon  poor  Mary's  face, 
yon ;  bat  if  it  is  not  too  hr,  I  fed  so  nombed 
Id  rather  walk; — ^howfSur   is  Beechcroft  from 

two  miles ;  or  only  a  mile  and  a  half^  Ma'am,  if 
ftig^t  across  the  fidds ;  and,  when  yoa  get  to  the 
,  and  orer  the  last  stile,  yoa  take  the  first  turning 
t,  that  will  bring  you  out  into  Beechcroft,  close 
tdi." 

you ;  but  how  can  I  get  my  luggage  sent  f " 
bere's  a  carrier  leaves  this  in    two  hours,   at 
idL ;  where  is  it  to  be  sent  to  ?" 
resco; — Lady  Clairville's," 
)d, — I'U  see  to  it  myself,  ma'am,"  said  the  man, 
svilly,  touching  his  cap.  Mary  thanked  him,  and 
half  a  crown  for  his  trouble,  which  he  refused, 
1  only  thank  him  again,  and  follow  the  direction 
yat  to  the  first  field  she  was  to  take ;  whereupon, 
10  had  been  listening  attentively  with  drooping 
Q,  to  the  conference  between  her  and  the  guard, 
night  end  in  a  fly,)  now  pricked  up  the  one,  and 
}  other,  as  be  bounded  on  before  her,  and  soon 
'  the  way,  by  jumping  over  the  stile  of  the  first 
ame  to. 

,  bloom  and  beauty,  sunshine  and  flowers, 
Dg  things;  for  let  sorrow  and  fear,  or  evea 
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itself^  come  amongst  them  as  they  wiU,  no  shadow  can 
their  dark  substance  cast^  upon  these  ephemeral  summer 
parasites.  And,  as  Mary  walked  through  all^  and  each  of 
them^  with  her  quick  step,  and  heavy  heart,  and  the 
crushed  grass,  sent  up  the  fragrant  incense  of  its  unuttered 
prayer,  and  the  soft  morning  air  came  balmed  by  the  odours 
of  a  thousand  flowers,  and  played  around  her  aching  tem- 
ples, she  felt  as  so  many  have  felt  before,  that  all  which 
Nature  has  of  pleasures,  and  of  pastimes,  for  the  happy 
are  but  so  many  additional  taunts,  and  torments,  to  the 
wretched. 

Not  so,  poor  Tatters ;  it  was  many  a  day  since  he  had 
revelled  in  the  rich  pasture  of  the  Field  Fleury  meadows, 
— where  the  first  swift-pawed  pranks  of  his  puphood  had 
been  gambolled ;  and  now,  on  he  bounded,  over  long  headed 
spear-grass,  and  snowy  lady's  smocks, — his  nose  now  buried 
under  their  dewy  sprays,  rifling  the  sweets  from  purple 
clover,  or  from  golden  celandine, — till  ever,  and  anon,  the 
piny  pungency  of  some  too  aromatic  trefoil,  would  set  him 
sneezing,  when  up  went  his  head  in  the  air,  as  if  loudly 
calling  upon  Ganymede  for  another  draught  of  that  real 
nectar,  sunlight,  filtered  through  summer  morning  hours, 
and  then,  suddenly  reproaching  himself  for  all  this  selfish 
enjoyment,  he  would  run  back,  and  jumping  up,  put  his  two 
fore  paws  upon  Mary's  arm,  and  looking  steadfastly,  and 
fondly  into  her  face,  seemed  t6  say,  with  a  little  low  whine — 

"  I  only  wish  I  could  make  you  feel  half  as  happy  as  I 
do.''  At  which  she,  with  a  fresh  burst  of  tears,  would 
stoop  down,  and  kiss  his  head,  saying,  "  Go,  go,  run  on, 
poor  fellow,  for  it  will  be  some  Httle  comfort,  to  be  able  to 
tell  your  poor  master  how  happy  you  are." 

When  they  arrived,  at  length,  at  the  last  field,  and  had 
got  over  the  last  stile,  Mary  stood  for  a  moment  undecided 
whicln  yja^  \.o  Iwcw,  (lot  though,  for  the  last  five  years,  she 
had  passed. «L  vje^j  X.^'vs.^  ^  ^'e^  ,\x«>si"^^CiX!a^^    wid  Mid- 
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^,  tt  Maiesoo,  Bob  had  either  brought  her  straight 
leld-Fleory^  or  she  had  come  down  with  the  Circus 
'gt  market-town  within  twenty  miles  of  Beechcroft, 
bich  an  old  stage-coach  still  ran  to  Beechcroft^ — and^ 
her  short  stay  at  Maresco^  she  had  always  felt  too 
to  stir  beyond  its  grounds^  except  just  down  to  the 
lands^  immediately  opposite  to  it^  to  pick  up  sheUs 
abel.  So  that  she  was^  in  fact^  a  stranger  to  the 
f  Beechcroft^  and  now  stood  looking  at  the  old  grey 

with  its  avenue  of  yew  trees^  and  its  ivy-covered 
But  the  face  of  its  clocks  was  at  least  an  ''old 

face  *'  to  her,  and  she  now  looked  up  inquiringly 
id  it  answered  her^  that  it  was  exactly  half-past  nine, 
this  dialogue  between  Mary  and  the  clocks  Tatters 
nning  down  a  lane,  on  the  right  of  the  church,  that 
field  Fleury,  and  running  back  again,  with  his  head 
he  comer,  to  see  if  she  was  coming. 
,  no.  Tatters — Fm  sure  that  must  be  the  wrong 
le  way  down  to  Field-Fleury,  and  thaf  s  the  reason 
It  to  go.'' 

are  "  owned  the  soft  impeachment,"  by  rearing  up 
lind  paws,  and  bowing  his  two  fore  paws  gracefully 
,  as  he  had   seen   Kosa  Munda  often  do  at  the 

j11,  Pm  sorry  to  disappoint  you,  poor  fellow,  but  I 
e  must  go  the  other  way/' 

Ho !  Tatters,  my  man,  how  be  you  ?  and  how  be 
lot  fur  oflF  I  guess,  when  you  are  to  the  fore ;  so,  ho, 
g,  good  dog,  well  I  be  main  glad  to  see  ee ;  for  it's  a 
ing  than  ever  was  put  upon  a  ^md^-stone,  is  that 
of '  love  me,  love  my  dog,'  and  I  du  love  Bob  Bum- 
1 1  du." 

greeting  (which,  as  the  Americans  say.  Tatters 
f  "reciprocated")  was   uttered  by  an  old    m«acL 

r.  ^. 
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coming  out  of  the  churchyard,  with  a  pickaxe  on  his 
shoulder,  and  closing  the  gate  after  him — in  fact,  it  was 
Nahemiah  Twigg,  who  had  been  at  his  morning's  work, 
in  what  he  piously,  and  poeticaUy  called,  '^  God's  garden." 

'^  Could  you^  sir,  have  the  kindness  to  tell  me  if  going 
straight  on  to  the  left  will  take  me  to  Maresco  f '' 

'^  Ay  sure,  ma'am^  straight  as  the  bird  flies — bat  stay,  I 
may  as  well  go  ?rith  ee,  for  I  was  going  up  there  sune,  to 
ax  after  one  of  the  poor  little  lasses  there,  that  be  cruel 
bad,  and  Ifak  it,  I  du,  most  as  if  it  'twarmyown  flesh  and 
blood,  for  it's  poor  Bob's  little  lass,  leastways,  his  missus 
as  he  married." 

Here,  a  wild  sort  of  shriek  burst  from  Mary,  who  sank 
down  upon  one  of  the  old  grey  broken  stone  steps  of  the 
churchyard. 

"  Good  lack !  what  ever  have  I  done  ?  "  cried  the  old 
man  flinging  down  his  pickaxe,  and  taking  Mary  by  the 
shoulder,  to  prevent  her  head  falling  against  the  gate-post. 
"  I  wish  ee  could  talk.  Tatters,  and  tell  me  all  about  it ; 
sure — ly —  this  baint  Bob  Bumpus's  missus  ?  the  poor 
little  lass's  mother;  don't  ee,  ma'am,  take  on  so — pray 
don't.  The  Lord  is  good, — I'm  an  old  man  now,  and  it's 
forty-six  year  I've  tended  His  two  gardens  here,  and  at 
Field-Fleury,  and  though  I'm  used  to  the  work,  I  can't 
say  as  I  ever  like  gathering  on  them  buds  for  Paradise 
nosegays ;  it  seems,  too,  like  tearing  on  em  up  by  the  roots : 
let  em  bide  a  bit,  say  I,  till  they're  more  blown,  and  nipped 
with  this  world's  cold  winds,  and  fiJl  off  natrel,  leaf  after 
leaf,  that  is,  hope,  after  hope,  year  after  year,  and  then 
they're  glad  enough  to  be  gathered, poor  things,  and  planted 
out,  for  another  chance ;  still,  in  course.  He  knows  best, 
and  what  He  wants.  He  must  have,  and  if  it  comes  to  that, 
never  tear,  Tm  old  it's  true,  and  can't  du  quite  as  I  used 
tUy  W\  ^  \o\x^  ^  I  ^^giTv  hoar  my  own  name,  and  answer  tu 
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ks  iriboie  woitiy  as  little  Mabel's ;  no,  that  there  shaVt^ 
MRH^  I  wamntee;  the  daisies  shall  grow  like  print 
ffaa  iky  and  FU  tudc  it  in,  all  round  with  violets,  so  that 
li  wither  wind,  nor  rain  shall  oome  to  her,  only  the  blessed 
ll^  of  dqr,  and  the  stars  by  night,  whieh  I've  heerd  say, 
M  SBgei's  ejeB,  as  sits  up  a  watehing  over  the  world/' 
'  iMddly,  the  dd  sexton's  well-meant,  bat  harrowing  oon- 
ilafkais  tdl  upon  a  deaf  ear,  for  exhausted  by  fatigue, 
pirtiiig^  and  anxiety,  after  Nahemiah  had  so  painfully  struck 
lli  jarriiig  ehofd  in  her  heart  by  his  sudden  allusion  to 
pr  diiUPs  danger,  Mary  had  &bited,  and  the  old  man  was 
1131  entreating  her  to  open  her  eyes,  and  the  dog  was 
iMamng  and  licking  her  hce,  when  Luther  Momington, 
■ImI  Walter  Selden,  emerged  from  the  lane  skirting  the 
pnirdi,  Aat  led  firom  Field-Fleury.  Lather,  no  longer 
(pgiiisid  by  serious  garments,  looked  like  what  he  was,  a 
Mry  handsome  young  clergyman,  with  that  large  dower  of 
iMdligence,  with  which  Heaven  had  gifted  him,  beaming 
ill  in  every  feature : — and  Walter,  a  tall  stripling  of  fifteen, 
Ifeifli  a  dream-like  beauty,  and  a  precocious  shade  of  melan- 
iiofy  haunting  his  deep  starry  eyes,  such  as  is  so  often 
Imi  in  those,  whose  first  young  years  have  been  step- 
Mdiered  by  solitude,  and  fed  with  her  hard  crusts  of  me- 
iHiilioa,  thus  ignoring  all  the  sunlight  of  existence,  and 
•iHMringin  its  shade,  till  they  become  at  once  the  prophets, 
nd  the  martyrs,  of  their  own  exceptional  doom. 

^Eh !  Mester  Momington,  and  Maister  Walter,  thai^k 
pwiness  you  have  come  this  way,  for  see  here; — hok  at 
his  poor  body  as  pale  as  death/' 

^She  does  indeed  look  ilV  said  Luther;  loosening  the 
I  of  her  bonnet,  while  he  took  one  of  her  cold  mo- 
1  hands  between  both  of  his,  and  began  chafing  it, 
md  alapping  the  palm. 

^  How  is  this,  Nahemiah  ?  how  came  she  in  this  state  T 
isd  here^BBobBumpua^a  dog;  bo  I  poor  Tatters,  YiO'w  di^^ 
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ClO  V  added  Luther^  as  Tatters  poked  his  cold  nose  ioto)ui 
hand^  with  a  little  friendly  whine  of  recognition. 

*' Why  you  see.  Sir,  the  way  of  it  wor  thus,  I  wu  i 
coming  out  of  the  garden,  where  Fd  been  making  a  bed 
for  Nanny  Fairlop,  as  is  to  be  laid  in  it  to-morrow ;  when 
up  comes  Tatters,  and  in  course,  I  expected  to  see  Bob; 
stead  of  which,  there  was  this  young  ooman :  and  sbetxei 
me  if  so  be  as  I  could  put  her  in  the  way  to  Maresco?  Akl 
sure,  says  I,  and  then  as  second  thoughts  is  best,  I  miVi 
go  with  her,  as  I  had  been  a  going  there,  to  ax  after  one  of 
the  little  lasses  as  was  dangerous  bad,  fiob  Bumpus's  littk 
lass,  leastways  his  missuses;  and  with  that,  the  poor cretor 
give  one  loud  scream,  as  shrill  as  a  petrePs  afore  a  storm, 
and  down  she  drops,  into  a  sound  as  you  see/' 

"  How  unfortunate :  you  should  never  tell  a  straDger 
bad  news  so  suddenly,  Naheroiah;  you  donH  know  bat  joo 
may  be  signing  their  death-warrant/' 

And  Luther  then  recollected,  that  on  account  of  the  strong 
holds  of  infection  into  which  he  went,  he  was  seldom  hd- 
provided  with  a  lancet,  a  roll  of  lint,  a  bottle  of  aromatic 
vinegar,  and  another,  of  Felsina  water ;  so  now,  turning 
to  Walter,  he  said, 

"  Just  put  your  hand  into  my  right  coat  pocket,  Walter, 
and  you'll  find  two  bottles,  one,  a  very  small  one,  in  a  mo- 
rocco case ;  the  other,  a  larger  one,  in  a  wicker  flask ;  bdI 
give  them  to  me." 

He  did  so ;  and  then  Luther  holding  the  aromatic  vinegar 
to  Mary's  nose,  he  told  Walter  to  put  some  of  the  Eau  de 
Felsina  on  his  handkerchief,  and  bathe  her  temples  witk 
it,  under  which  treatment  she  soon  revived,  and  stared 
about  wildly;  not  at  first  recollecting  where  she  was,  and 
seeming  to  listen,  as  if  for  information ;  from  the  hollow 
measured  whisperings  of  the  waves,  as  they  came  munnnr- 
ing  in,  fringed  with  white  foam,  to  meet  the  sands. 

**Do  'jouOcax^ftL'^wsL  m^\i'i  T6^^  \a  ^«^lk  now?" said 
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imOme,  in  a  kind  low  voice,  as  he  gently  took  her  hand 
mi  plaeed  it  nnder  hk  ann.  * 

^  Oh !  the^thank  yoa^  Sir  -/'  said  Mary,  making  an  effort 
ia  wme,  '^  but  I  am  giving  you  a  great  deal  of  tronble/' 

''Not  in  the  least,  for  we  are  going  to  Maresco,  and  I 
HBie  ao  fur  good  news  for  you,  Mr.  Langstonandl^left  dear 
Mit  Mabel  qnite  rational  at  two  o'clock  this  morning,  so 
ka  will  know  you,  and  has  been  asking  for  you,  which  is 
^fpreat  eomfort/' 

*'  Heaven  bless  you.  Sir ;  so  you  know  my  poor  child.'' 

^  Know  her,  yes,  she  is  a  great  favourite  of  mine,  is  good, 
IHitle,  winsome,  little  Mabel." 

"We  all  love  Mabel,"  put  in  Walter.  ''So  pray  lean 
OBI  mes,  too,  and  you'll  be  able  to  get  on  faster." , 

Mary,  strangely  touched  by  the  caressing  tones  of  the 
vaioe  that  dropped  these  words  of  kindness,  like  balm  on 
her  wounded  spirit,  looked  up  into  his  face,  but  her  heart 
pRM  too  full  to  speak.  The  strange,  yet  familiar  beauty  of 
flioae  young  features,  (for  there  are  lineaments  which 
ihough  unknown  to  our  eyes,  are  instantly  recognised  by 
Qsr  hearts)  seemed  to  touch  a  new  chord  in  her  nature, 
idiich  vibrated  for  a  moment,  between  pleasure  and  pain ; 
bat  ended  in  the  latter,  as  she  thought  this  must  be  the 
Master  Walter  whom  Robert  spoke  so  much  of,  and  knew 
m  little  about^  and  it  was  always  *'  poor  Master  Walter." 
Now  '*  poor"  is  the  burr  of  pity,  which,  like  every  other 
lonr,  attaches  it  is  true,  but  frets  and  chafes,  the  while.  So 
llarfr  took  ''poor  Master  Walter's"  proffered  arm,  and 
^ghtly,  and  almost  involuntarily  pressed  it  as  she  did  so ; 
ml  she  said  nothing,  except  a  tremulous  ''thank  you,"  to 
ht  old  sexton,  as  she  walked  on,  with  her  two  companions, 
mt  soon  relinquished  Luther's  arm,  saying  she  felt  quite 
Ide  to  walk  now,  without  troubling  him.  He  assured  her 
t  was  no  trouble,  and  tried  to  put  her  at  her  ease,  by 
Bg  after  his  old  Mend,  Boh,  as  he  called  him,  and 


'^ 
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how  glad  he  felt,  that  he  had  married  so  well/and  thstiQil 
a  great  and  beneficial  change  had  taken  place  in  him  tffm 
that  out. 

'^  Indeed,  Sir/'  said  Mary^  with  a  faint  flash  caiued  by 
many  mingled  feelings,  the  predominating  one  being  a 
grateful  enthusiasm  of  sincerity,  in  the  words  she  uttered; 
'^  if  there  is,  it  is  only  in  some  trifling  outward  matten,fa 
a  truer,  a  more  honest,  a  more  noble,  and  I  may  ny,  i 
more  delicate  nature,  than  Robert's  never  existed.  Nobody 
but  One  above,  and  himself,  and  those  he  serves,  ever  knoir, 
or  even  suspect,  the  good  he  does,  for  he  never  hints  at  it, 
and  he  is  right,  as  it  is  so  much  to  his  credit,  that  it  wouU 
be  very  like  praising  himself  tremendously  if  he  did.'' 

"  You  only  confirm  what  I  always  thought  of  him,* 
rejoined  Luther  :  ^'for  even  in  his  racing,  and  his  ragged, 
days  I  used  to  say  he  had  one  of  the  best  natures  in  the  woiU, 
utterly  flung  away,  and  turned  out  of  its  proper  course;*) 
that  all  who  wish  him  well,  must  thank  you  for  having 
picked  the  gem  out  of  the  mire,  and  set  it  properly." 

"  Not  me,  sir,  but  him ;"  said  Mary  in  a  voice  choked 
with  tears. 

"  Oh  !  do  tell  me  how  Mr.  Bumpus  is,"  cried  Walter, 
^^  and  when  he  is  coming  down  here  again  with  his  Circus;  be 
is  the  best  friend  I  ever  had,  and  never  shall  I  forget  hii 
kindness  to  me  the  first  day  I  came  down  to  Field-Fleory, 
and  how  he  made  me  a  great  kite,  (I've  got  it  still,)  and 
sat  by  my  bedside  all  night  !  because  I  was  foohshly  afraid 
of  sleeping  alone,  in  that  old  groined  Priory  room,  norshaD 
I  ever  forget  the  first  riding-lesson  he  ever  gave  me  on 
Solomon,  along  this  very  beach.  I  remember  it  as  if  it  were 
but  yesterday." 

"  Just  like  him,"  smiled  Mary,  with  an  expression  of 
real  pleasure  flitting  across  her  wan  face,  *'  but  this  is  the 
first  time  I  have  heard  of  all  that,  though  I  have  heard  lo 
much  of  Master  Selden,  or  Master  Walter,  sir,  as  Robert 
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haft  eiDi  jOT^  Ibr  I  think  H  is  to  him  I  ha^e  m^ 
McfipMkii«. 

^^l  ym,l9m  BoVs  fnend,  Walter/' 

*I  dunk  I  should  have  known  you  anywhere,  sir,  from 
Bobert  deseribe  yon  so  often/'  And  then  she 
nn  inqnirkig  ghnoe  npon  Lather,  who  answered  it 
f  Brtvodneing  hifloself. 
'^And  I  am  Lather  Momington/' 
^  Vmng  Mary's  look  of  ill-snppressed  sarprise,  he  added, 
lii  tt  quiet  smile, 

[^'^Toa  know,  Mrs.  Bampos — ^for  yoor  hasband  has  given 
pi  the  best  pvoof  of  it,— that  'it  is  nbvsbtoo  latb  to 
tuiDJ  I  have  got  a  living  now  in  Northumberland,  to 
Itfeh  I  am  gmng  in  a  fortnight,  and  where  I  hope  to^do 
if  doty  in  that  state  of  life  imto  which  it  has  pleased 
pitoraitoeanme.''' 

'In  troth,  a  great  ehange  had  come  over  the  spirit,  not 
■ised  of  Lather  Momington's  dream,  bnt  of  his  night- 
Itre,  daring  the  last  five  years.  And  his  mother,  much 
iher  r^ret  and  amazement,  had  been  the  cause  of  bring- 
Ig  aboat  the  very  thing  she  most  dreaded : — ^like  the  king, 
i  tile  £sble,  who,  having  been  warned  by  an  astrologer  that 
ha  piinee,  his  son,  woald  lose  his  life  by  a  lion,  shut  up 
ha  yoong  man  in  his  palace,  forbidding  him  ever  to  join 
bs chase;  when  one  day,  the  prince,  hearing  the  sound  of 
hs  horns,  and  the  pack  in  fuU  cry,  was  so  exasperated  at 
ii  own  imprisonment,  that,  happening  to  look  up  at  the 
lotlire  of  a  lion,  he  dashed  his  clenched  hand  between  the 
fm  of  the  painted  beast,  exclaiming,  ''Ah I  brute,  if  it 
«e  not  for  you,  I,  too,  should  be  enjoying  the  chase !'' 
nd^  in  so  doing,  his  hand  came  in  contact  with  a  rusty 
aOj  which  tore  it ;  and  the  wound  festering,  he  died  by 
lie  very  means  taken  to  guard  him  from  danger,  as  is  too 
ften  the  result,  of  short-sighted  human  precautions. 

'In  like  manner,  had  Mrs.  Momington,  after  the  scandal 
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brought  upon  the  Atat  by  her  daughter's  dqwnieiit  wi& 
Sir  Hugh  De  Byons,— (that  wolf  in  sheep's  dothing,  ii 
she  always  called  him) — so  strenuously  warned  htfr  MS 
against  the  moral  malaria  of  Maresco,  and  ''the  ttrnp 
woman  that  flattereth  with  her  tongue,''  as  she  most  ui- 
justly  called  poor  Lady  Clainrille,  that  Luther  began  kf 
defending  her  in  his  heart  against  so  utterly  fidae  an 
sation^  and  ended^  by  filling  that  heart  ficom  all  the  fit. 
humanities  and  benign  influences  that  surrounded  hagB 
from  a  fountain  of  Ught^  and  life,  till  the  dark  conventidi 
of  his  soul,  in  which  hitherto  the  '^  letter  which  kills" 
alone  been  preached,  became  Ut  up,  and  the  spirit, 
gives  life,  by  teaching  how  to  Uve,  began  gradually  to 
place  it. 

Then  he  thought,  and  thought  truly,  that  the  arrogi^ 
not  to  say  blasphemous,  doctrine  of  election,  and  its 
comitant,  self-righteousness,  inculcated  at  the  Atat,  wm 
no  better  than  the  abominations  of  that  early,  Judsean,  jth 
vert  Christian  sect,  the  Antinomians,  so  called,  for  re}c«U 
ing  the  law,  as  a  thing  of  no  use  under  the  Gospel, 
creed  was,  that  good  works  could  not  further,  nor 
works  hinder,  salvation;  that  the  elect,  or  children  of  G4 
as  they  called  them,  could  not  sin  ;  that  murder,  aduko]! 
drunkenness,  and  every  other  crime,  were  only  sins  in 
wicked,  but  not  in  the  elect !  and,  therefore,  that  AbnM 
lying,  and  dissembling,  were  no  sin ;  and  that  the  child 
grace,  being  once  assured  of  salvation  (?),  never  dodUdl 
afterwards.  That  no  one  should  be  troubled  in  oonacieMI 
for  sin ;  or  that  no  one  should  be  exhorted  to  perform  t^ 
duties  of  Christianity;  and  that  a  hypocrite  may  hsieJ 
the  graces  that  were  in  Adam  before  the  fall.  That  CM 
is  the  only  subject  of  all  grace;  that  no  Christian 
believed,  or  could  work  any  good;  but  that  Christ  •!■• 
believed,  or  wrought  it.  Neither  did  God  love  any  fc 
their  holiness  (1)  and  that  sanctification  was  no  evidenQtc 
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jiutdfication.  There  may  indeed  be  some  truth  in  the  latter 
tenet;  but  all  the  rest,  is  the  blasphemous  Calvinistic 
doctrine  of  election — the  fire,  and  faggot,  for  my  heretical 
neighbour,  the  irresponsible  sin-charter,  for  my  hypocritical 
self. 

Alas !  poor  human  nature !  hast  thou,  then,  no  medal, 
even  when  struck  in  commemoration  of  the  holiest  subjects, 
but  what  has  its  obverse  ?  None  !  for  in  Heaven  alone,  is 
there  Ught  without  shade — because  light  is  God's  shadow. 
But  on  earth — oh!  on  earth, — where  hopes  fade,  and'flowers 
wither, — our  very  virtues  cast  cold,  dark  shadows  before  us, 
which  lengthen  as  we  go;  but  jitill  it  is  the  eternal  sun 
above  us,  that  makes  us  perceive  our  own  opaqueness.  It 
is  easy  to  talk  of  hating  the  sin,  and  loving  the  sinner,  but 
it  is  very  difficult  to  do ;  and  it  is  still  more  difficult,  to  ad- 
mire and  worship  virtue  in  the  abstract,  and  not  love  the 
Being,  who  has  made  of  it  an  incarnate  loveliness  to  us. 

It  is  as  who  should  say : — '^  I  luxuriate  in  the  exquisite 
perfume  of  the  rose, — I  could  dwell  for  ever  on  the  soft 
beauty  of  its  delicate  tints, — ^but  I  care  not  a  fly's  wing  for 
the  flower  itself/'  Then  what  becomes  of  the  perfume  ? 
what  of  the  glowing  tints  ?  and  what  of  the  flower  ?  Its 
breath,  which  is  its  soul,  may  be  embalmed  in  an  essence, 
and  live  after  it ;  but  its  form,  its  colour,  its  beauty,  and 
its  grace,  can  only  blush  through  its  leaves,  and  perish  with 
them  I  So  does  the  memory  of  good  deeds,  and  bright 
things,  live  after  their  authors ;  but  that  all  of  grace,  and 
beauty  which  leads  captive,  lives,  and  breathes^  or  ceases 
with  those,  from  whom  it  emanated,  and  cannot  be  con- 
densed into  either  an  essence,  or  an  abstract. 

The  pure,  calm,  holy  atmosphere  of  practical  Christianity 
at  Maresco,  which,  like  a  broad,  deep,  noiseless  river,  fer- 
tilized and  beautified  as  it  flowed,  had  first  braced  Luther's 
mind  into  a  healthier  tone ;  and  then,  the  self-same  words, 
from  out  the  book  of  life,  that  were  fulmix\aLl^iL  «X.  \Jdl'^  K£^^ 


lips.     Uh !  wayward,  wandenngj  w1 
that  thou  art  indeed  "  deceitful  above  all 

rately  wicked?'^  that  Luther  Morning 
ushered  either  into  Lady  Clainillc^s  lii 
room,  and  bad  to  wait  till  «he  came,  fel 
rush  in  Buch  tumults  through  his  tbn 
looked  upon  her  work,  her  books,  her  flc 
that  wm  herSj  or  that  she  had  touched  ;— 
and  giddy,  at  the  soft,  tepid,  perfume 
through  the  room,  as  if  every  sigh  tl 
breathed,  was  collected,  and  prisoned,  1 
mei'ely  that  for  eight-aud -twenty  years  h 
petrified,  in  the  ice-bouud  atmosphere  of 
grown  hloodless,  gazing  at  the  insent 
Covenanters,  and  wearj^,  at  the  very  sigl 
stiff,  Procrustes  bed-looking  fumitiure  f 
the  memorable  oeeasion  of  the  inverse 
helped  to  produce  at  CI  an  haven  Hou^e, 
a  neiirer  imitation  of  the  gentler  sex  tha 
sisters,  and  the  black,  serge  petticoats,  a 
gotha  bonnets  at  the  At  at  ?  Now  thatj 
he  came  within  the  Circean  aphcre  of  a  i^ 
woman,  he  fek  like  one  entering  the  gs 
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» it  Wit  noi  pity.  Men  donH  pity  women  of  Bea- 
nm  CUvfiBe's  sianip.  Oh,  no  I  their  sympathies  (f )  are 
B  fiv  Iwrge  public  evik ;  they  can  become  the  apostles  of 
■qjlan,  and  of  mnrderers, — thai  brings  popularity;  or, 
fc-fcaat^  notoriety,  which  is  its  telling  part.  Nay,  they 
jipi  Mntamentaliie  about  street  ''  Traviatas/'  and  even 
|ite letten  to  ''The  Times''  upon  ''The  greatest  of  our 
Evib^''  leomnmending  fresh  penitentaries;  never 
to  leoolkct  who,  and  what,  it  is,  that  causes  thi^ 
;  of  our  social  evils,''  and  that  peoples  these  pe- 
But  for  the  dark,  dense,  tortures  of  marital 
f,  they  have  no  feeling,  or  even  no  fustian,  for  that 
i  pslent  pivot,  on  which  the  axis  of  the  irresponsibility 
'  ikeir  self-delegated  privilege  of  sin  turns. 
pDii!  mercifol  Creator!  "whose  way  is  in  the  great 
and  whose  footsteps  are  not  known,"  among  the 
'  high,  and  deep  mysteries,  which  constitute  at  once 
attributes,  and  thy  essence,  there  is  none  so  high, 
«o  deep,  as  the  injustice,  the  oppression,  and  the 
y,  which  thou  permittest  to  form  the  billets  of  the 
for  the  social  suttee — sacrifice  of  women.  Is  it, 
;  even  those  bitter,  nay,  those  bitterest,  herbs  of  earth — 
( discrepancies  between  their  wide  aspirations,  and  their 
sphere, — between  their  Catholic  faith,  and  their 
fate, — must  still  be  crushed,  and  bruised  to  the 
iMHarmost,  before  they  can  rise  up  as  a  meet  incense  to 
JMMompany  the  cries  of  the  victim,  from  these  expiatory 
iwrian  altars,  to  Thy  Throne  of  Grace  F  Thou  knowest, 
j^.iWe  know  not  I  But  certain  it  is,  that  men  do  not  com- 
IhMioDato  such  women  as  Beatrice  Clairville;  and,  when 
lifliej  think  they  do,  it  is  not  the  wrongs  which  arouse ; — 
it  is  Ae  WOMAN  that  attracts  them.  And  if  they  are  men 
«f  the  world,  they  immediately  cast  about  to  see,  how 
Ihejr  can  consummate  the  ruin,  which  it  is  not  in  the  power 
«f  the  most  brutal  husband,  without  such  ulterior  aid,  to 


p^^^^^^l 

•\ 
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thoroughly  accomplish ;  that  is,  tl 

how  they  can   best  immolate  wha 

\ 

victim,  upon  the  ahrinc  of  their  owi 

But  Luther  Morningtou  was  Jtai 

— he  was  a  man  of  God; — when  f 

being,  and  wondrous  creature,  floe 

bright  lightj  of  pure  and  holy  tl 

basked,  he  revelled  !  in  it*  And  gra 

i^-eb  of  uncharitahkness,  and  iutoler 

f 

had  woven  for  so  many  years,  be 

sd 

soften,  under  the  benign  iDfluence 

light  5  but  as  this  '^  Diiina  Coinedk 

perceived  from  whose  eyes  this  '*  j 

t 

and  that  the  Beatrice  of  Ai^  divine  d 

1 

iu  purgatory,  and  would  lead  bim  : 

put    Heaven,  between  her,  aud  hi 

Gideon  repeated,  as  his  constant 

ottend  thee,  pluck  it  out  f'  "  a} 
oifvud  tbee,  pluck  it  out,  too,"  Ai 
inscription  over  his  cross,  in  the  is 
tion, 

*'  TKirK.  SHE  IS  A  BAD  MAjS 
SHE,  IS  HIS  WIFEr 

Still,  the  cross,  though  it  bore 
planted  too  near  the  temptation ;  it 
oHj  and  thus  it  was,  that  he  applied 
living  in  Northumberland;  when  1 
granting  his  request,  be  was  in  bis 
little  volume  of  Bible  Stories^  that  b 
ClairvilJe's  request,  for  her  children 

touching,  practical,  and  well  chosen;  t 
and  brought  out,  by  ao  abundance 

ji 

lore,  set  forth  in  a  clear,  natural,  ai 
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WhfOBL  iUi  ktter  wm  put  into  his  hand^  he  trembled  80 
kimxSy,  tiiat  it  wm  ■ome  seconds^  before  he  could  open 
t|  andy  iriften  he  did  to,  he  looked  upoD  the  words  that 
fmM  lunre  been  the  heralds  ot  soch  glad  tidings  to  most 
MB,  with  a  fixed  g^aied  vacant  stare.  The  letter  at  length 
bopped  fiom  his  hands,  which  he  placed  before  his  face^ 
m  hmA  £dl  npon  the  table,  and  he  burst  into  a  paroxysm 
if  lean.  Bat  the  sacrifice  was  completed — the  last  frag- 
iHBi  of  the  idol  was  destroyed ! — and,  lifting  up  his  eyes, 
mA  jmee,  to  Heaven,  he  made  a  solemn  vow,  to  roll  back 
fte  stone  of  silence  and  secrecy,  and,  if  it  might  be,  of 
Hfifkm,  npon  the  empty  sepulchre  of  his  heart. 
^•' Only  in  prayer— only  in  prayer,  will  I  remember  her; 

tibe  fiir  polar  star  guides  the  tempest-tossed  mariner, 

shall  the  memory  of  her  unsetting  labours  guide  mine ; 
■■d  as  the  bright  hosts  of  Heaven,  from  out  their  eternal, 
iiiyi  unapproachable  spheres,  marshal  the  tides  of  the 
Vhqp,  fathomless  sea,  the  bright,  pure  halo  of  her  distant 
l|^  shall  influence  the  ebbs,  and  flows,  of  mine/' 

One.  struggle  more,  and  Luther  was  not  free,  but  firm 
hk  his  resolve  to  have  such  a  mastery  over  himself,  as  that 
the  cause  of  this  first,  and  last,  great  mystery  of  his  life 
ihoold  never  suspect,  what  a  ruined  Carthage  she  had 
made  of  his  heart ;  and  how,  Marius-like,  he  endeavoured 
fifanly  to  contemplate,  the  broken  pillars  of  his  hopes,  and 
4m  fiaed  temples  of  his  worship. 

On  the  morning  which  he,  and  Walter,  had  found  Mary 
insensible  upon  the  steps  at  the  gate  of  the  old  grey 
dhnrdi  at  Beechcroft,  his  printed  volume  of  Scriptural 
Bloriea  had  come  down  from  London^  and  he  was  going 
wUk  it  to  Maresco,  and  also,  to  make  his  final  adieux  to 
ttwt  fair  paradise,  and  its  mistress. 

But  here  they  are,  at  the  Lodge. 

m 
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"  It  is  vain  to  say  buman  beings  ougbt  to  be  satisfied  with 
quillity :  they  must  baTO  action,  and  they  will  make  it,  if  duf 
cannot  find  it.  Millions  are  [condemned  to  a  stiller  doom  tlitt 
mine,  and  millions  are  in  silent  revolt  against  their  lot.  9^ 
body  knows  how  many  rebellions,  besides  political  rebellioBi^ 
ferment  in  the  masses  of  life  which  people  earth.  Women  tft 
supposed  to  be  very  calm  generally ;  but  women  feel,  jnit  m 
men  feel ;  they  need  exercise  for  their  faculties,  and  a  field  far 
their  efforts,  as  much  as  their  brothers  do ;  they  suffer  from  too 
rigid  a  restraint,  too  absolute  a  stagnation,  precisely  as  mA 
would  suffer;  and  it  is  narrow-minded  in  their  privilegeJ 
fellow- creatures,  to  say  that  they  ought  to  confine  themsdm 
to  making  puddings,  and  knitting  stockings,  to  playing  on  thi 
piano,  or  embroidering  bags.  It  is  thoughtless  to  condsaa 
them,  or  laugh  at  them,  if  they  seek  to  do  more,  or  learn  moic^ 
than  custom  has  pronounced  necessary  for  tiieir  sex." 

Jakb  £tbb,  Page  100. 

^S  they  neared  the  hall-door,  poor  Mary's  tears 
again  became  uncontrollable,  and  deep,  and  heart- 
rending as  her  sorrow  was,  Luther  almost  enned 
her  its  unforbidden  source,  which  could  claim  soeh  i 
relief.  Plutarch  has  somewhere  truly  remarked,  of  ani- 
mal courage;  that  "  Valour  is  not  a  fixed  and  permanent 
quality,  nor  is  it  found  in  any  one  always  in  the  same 
degree,  ioi  XXi^X.  ol  «!^  \!ti^  xycXxsj^^Sx  «sa\3^  vtadf  most  int- 
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and  rises  by  fits  Uke  ''  a  divine  inspiration/'  And 

(till  more  tme  of  its  fiur  nobler  elder  brother,  moral 

The  former  is  a  gladiator,  or  a  warrior,  with  an 

ed  world  for  speet8t6rs,  and  their  plandits  ringing  in 

The  latter,  a  poor  anchorite  in  his  lonely  cell, 
eye  bat  that  of  the  nnseen  Creator,  to  watch  the 

and  mieqaal,  conflict  of  a  thousand  temptations. 
One  Vibtub  !  and  no  chronicler  bat  the  record- 
ed, with  the  deferred  glories  of   his  Doomsday 

ig! 

1   Horton  opened  the  door,  his  honest  face  met 

anxioas  one,  with  a  glow  ol  cordial  kindness  as  he 

.  very  happy  to  tell  yon,  that  a  visible  change  for 
or  took  place  in  Mabel  last  night,  Mrs.  Bumpas. 
[oite  sensible  now,  and  has  been  talking  about  you 
morning.  Her  ladyship  is  up  with  her  at  present^ 
of  our  children  (Ruth  Norland,  I  think)  went  to 
Qy — didn't  you  meet  her  V 
I  bat  then  I  came  the  shortest  way,  across  the 

D,  jast  so  ;— ctrange  to  say,  Mabel  dreamt  you 
mne  that  way,  and  begged  of  Ruth,  I  think  it  was 

0  go  and  meet  you.  I  wonder  how  she  came  to 
Q.  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Momington,  and 
Selden ;  but  won't  you  walk  into  the  library  ? — I'll 

1  let  her  ladyship  know  that  you  are  here.'' 
don't,"  said  Luther;  "  I'll  go  into  the  school- 

^ve  something  to  say  to  the  children,  as  I  shall  so 

leaving  them  now— so  don't  interrupt  Lady  Clair- 

ean  wait  till  she  comes  down." 

1 1,"  said  Walter,  *'  will  go  and  sit  in  the  library, — 

Horton  ?" 

be  sure,  sir,  you  may,  unless  you  prefer  going 

garden.     I  assure  jou.  Master  Walter,  the  ^p^a^^ 
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gages  are  well  worth  any  young  gei 
now/' 

"  Thank  you/^  rejoined  Waltet 
tined-    I'd  rather  go  in,  and  ait  dov 

"  Well,  then,  sir,  if  you'll  allow 
the  hreakfasUroom,  far  her  iadysh 
yet,  and  Vm  sure  sheMl  be  glad  c 
nington's  company.  You  know  y< 
Bunipua?'*  added  Horton,  throw 
charming  Wattean  morning-room, 
laid,  with  a  profusion  of  fniit  and 
embosaedj  but  particularly  cosy-l 
time,  the  stiver  Bockingham-sh 
branch  of  leaveaj  and  bright  app! 
lea* canisters,  shaped,  one  like  a  lai 
qaiiice,  with  the  ohUgato  branch  i 
remove  the  lids.  The  square  mass 
tuba  in  which  orange-trees  are  plai 
on  each  side  to  lift  it  up  by,  an 
for  pouring  out  the  cream,  w^hile  th 
were  in  the  shape  of  melons ;  but 
Rococo  service  wag  a  very  large  sil 
of  tlie  table,  every  quarter  of  whi 
at  the  top  of  it,  fell  down,  and  ea 
opened  with  a  hinged  Ud,  Uke  th 
tained  diferent  sorts  of  sweetmi 
Polosanto  jelly,  and  quince,  and 
down  to  raspberry  jam,  and  new  h 

The  hang'bgs  of  this  little  sn 
coloured  damask,  with  blue  satin  & 
esses  all  over  it,  presenting  eacl: 
and  bouquets  of  flowers,  tied  with 
The  window^s  had  the  old-fashioi 
aeata,  with  cus^hions  of  the  sara< 
eider -dovJt^^  ^lii.  ^}aRSK,  VxxxSKraiNsw 


\ 
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of  the  fer-famed  Maresco-giant  red  carnations,  so  that 
really,  ^'all  Arabia  breathed/^  or  seemed  to  breathe,  through 
this  little  paradise  of  coquettish  comfort. 

Walter  took  off  his  hat,  laid  it  on  a  table,  flung  himself 
into  one  of  the  window-seats,  and  leaning  his  elbow  on 
the  sill  of  the  open  window,  and  his  chin  in  his  hand, 
looked  out  upon  the  rich  red  flowers  beneath,  unfurled 
like  a  royal  standard,  and  began  thinking  of  the  first  day 
Gemma  had  torn  up  so  many  of  them,  and  given  them  to 
him.  But  we  will  leave  him  to  his  thoughts  for  the  pre- 
sent, and  go  with  Mary  up  into  the  room  of  her  dying 
child. 

Not  only  did  the  poor  mother's  heart  almost  cease  to 
beat,  but  her  whole  being  seemed  to  stand  still,  as  she  got 
to  Mabel's  door ;  she  could  not  for  a  few  seconds  even 
enter,  though  the  door  was  a  little  ajar,  but  paused,  and 
listened  breathlessly,  for  she  heard  the  low  murmuring  of 
a  voice— yes,  it  was  Mabel's  voice, — very  feeble  it  is  true, 
but  distinct  and  coherent ;  and  these  were  the  words  Mary 
drank  in — 

"Till  my  mother  comes,  if  it  is  not  troubling  your 
ladyship  too  much,  would  you  read  me  one  of  the  Mor- 
ning Watches  V 

"  With  pleasure,  my  darling ;  have  you  any  particular 
one  that  you  like  ?" 

"Yes,**  said  Mabel;  ^^I  forget  which  morning  it  is, 
but  I  know  the  verse  that  heads  it,  is  the  15th,  and  31st, 
of  the  first  of  Corinthians. — ^  I  die  daily.*  '* 

Poor  Mary  !  these  faint,  feeble  words,  struck  like  hard, 
tiiavp  daggers  down  firmly  into  her  heart,  and  she  bit  her 
lips  nearly  through,  to  prevent  the  cry  which  rose  up  from 
it,  issuing  out  of  them. 

Lady  Clairville  had  also  to  turn  away  her  head,  and  dry 
the  tears  in  her  eyes,  before  she  opened  the  precious  little 
book,  and  read  out  in  a  tremulous  voice  the  tweKlVi  Mom^Ti^ 
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Watch^  the  beginning  of  which  is  as  foIlowB,  and  seemed 
almost  like  the  prophetic^  and  parting  prayer  of  the  jWDf 
spirit^  that  was  so  soon  to  return  into  the  hands  of  tk 
covenant  God^  who  had  lent  it  to  earth. 

"  Heavenly  Father,  who  hast  permitted  me,  in  Vxj 
great  mercy>  to  see  the  light  of  another  day,  enable  me  to 
begin  and  to  end  it  with  Thee.  Let  all  my  thoughts,  and 
purposes,  and  actions,  have  the  superscription  written  oo 
them — '  Holiness  to  the  Lord.' 

"  Grive  me  to  know  the  blessedness  of  reconciliation^ 
that  it  is  as  a  sinner,  and  the  chief  of  sinners  to  come,  jut 
as  I  am,  without  one  plea  to  '  that  blood  which  deaosetk 
from  all  sin/  I  desire  to  take  hold  of  the  sublime  ain- 
rance,  that  *  Jesus  is  able  to  save  unto  the  uttermoit*— 
that  he  has  left  nothing  for  me  as  a  suppliant  at  llij 
throne — a  pensioner  on  Thy  bounty,  but  to  accept  all,  m 
the  gift,  and  purchase,  of  free,  unmerited  grace.  WMc 
I  look  to  Him  as  my  Saviour  from  the  penalty,  may  I 
know  him  also  as  my  deliverer  from  the  power  of  sin." 

Mary  could  listen  to  no  more — she  walked  suddenly,  yd 
noiselessly,  into  the  room,  and  stood  before  them.  Aftint 
cry  escaped  from  Mabel,  and  the  one  word  "  Mothee  I** 

She  was  unable  to  lift  her  head  from  the  pillow— tie 
face  was  nothing  but  a  white  shadow,  fair,  and  fragile,  is 
some  scattered  leaf  of  a  lily;  but  the  deep,  dark,  luminow 
eyes,  had  that  unearthly  largeness  which  precedes  death, 
as  if  they  had  already  opened  upon  the  illimitable  of  etcr 
nity,  and  could  not  narrow  back,  to  the  small  boundaries  rf 
the  material  world.  But  with  this  cry  of  *'  Mother,"  she 
held  out  her  arms,  and  the  next  moment,  the  little  fleeting 
child  was  clasped  to  her  mother's  aching,  breaking  heart. 

"  Don't,  mother  dear  I ''  said  Mabel,  kissing  away  her 
tears,  and  smoothing  back  Mary*s  hair  with  her  poor  little 
transparent  hands.  "  If  you  knew  how  happy  I  am,  you 
would  not  shed  a  tear  for  me;  and  look  how  good  God 
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has  been  to  the  last.  I  had  but  one  wish — to  see  vou 
again,  and  he  has  granted  it.  Instead  of  crying,  thank 
dear  good  Lady  Clairville,  who  has  been  for  five  years  doing 
all  9he  could  to  make  your  poor  little  foolish  Mabel  fit  to 
go  to  Him/' 

Lttdy  Clairville  held  out  her  hand  to  the  poor  mother, 
and  aflently  pressed  hers,  kindly. 

"  And  how  is  dear  old  father,  mother  ?  "  For  so  Mabel 
always  called  Bob. 

*'  He's  very  well,  thank  Heaven,  and  doing  very  well.^* 
**  I  should  like  to  have  seen  him,  too,  once  more,  but  one 
cu't  have  every  thing ;  and,  besides  seeing  you,  I  wish  to 
«tay  here  till  the  25th,  which  is  a  week  off,  and  my  birth- 
day, when  I  shall  be  twelve  years  old,  and  Dr.  Roberts,  and 
Dr.  Arnold  say,  that  they  think  I  may  last  till  then — and 
tkink  how  happy  we  may  be  in  a  week,  mother ;  and  then 
yoa  know,  when  next  we  meet,  it  will  be  never^  never  to 
part  again.  Oh,  poor  Tatters! — thank  you,  dood  old 
Doatskin,  for  coming  to  see  oos  sister,"  said  Mabel,  put- 
tfaig  her  arms  round  the  neck  of  the  dog,  who  had  clam- 
liered  up  on  the  bed,  and  was  whining  and  licking  her  face. 
•'Oh!  and  me's  got  a  present  for  oo.  Tatters.  They  were 
obliged  to  cut  off  all  MabePs  long  ears,  and  it  will  make 
a  collar  for  oo,  my  doggie.  Would  your  ladyship  kindly 
give  my  mother  my  hair  that  was  cut  off?  " 

Lady  Clairville  reached  from  off  a  chest  of  drawers,  a  long 
packet  of  silver  paper,  containing  a  thick  cable  of  Mabel's 
beautiful  satiny  chestnut  hair,  tied  at  either  end,  with  a  knot 
of  brown  ribbon  ;  but  seeing  that  every  word  she  uttered 
was  wringing  her  mother's  heart,  she  said,  as  she  handed 
it  to  Mary,  and  marked  the  hot  hectic  spot  that  had  come 
into  the  child's  checks — 

''  Now,  my  little  Mabel,  who  has  been  so  good,  and  such 
a  real  patient  all  along — must  not  say  another  word,  for 
you  have  made  yourself  quite  feverish  again ;  so  promise 
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m«  that  yon  won't  taJV  any  mor 
may  trust  you  if  you  do  pTomise;- 
poor  mother  must  want  some  bref 
muA  it  up  to  her." 

At  this,  I^f  abel  would  not  ctci 
but  nodded  her  head  in  assent^  an 
of  nice  cool  harley*wat€r,  but  Ma 
a*  crystal,  and  of  the  colour  of  s 
flavour  of  a  fresh  lime,  which  havi 
to  her,  I^y  Clain  illej  on  her  i 
another  window,  not  that  the  rooi 
disagreeable  ;  it  was  too  well  Ten 
that,  and  what  erery  sick  room  m 
u,  the  perfection  Qf  deanliness^  o 
trical  neatness ;  and,  besides  the 
hme,  to  present  infection,  corks 
small  brazier,  on  the  hearth— thoi 
Jrtskest  of  fnm  lotions  for  any  rot 
delicious  periVime,  they  leare  m 
pastilles.  Before  Lady  ClmirYiUe 
said  on  her  fineers — 

"  Has  not  Ruth  come  back  vet 
met  her?" 

But  Mary  answered  in  the  negi 

And  Mabel  looked  annoyed, 
bonnet  and  cloak,  Tatters  strete 
bed,  and,  preyious  to  enjoying  tbi 
up  kngnidly  to  the  little  white  d 
if  he  had  been  sua^in^^  or  saying 

'*  On  pe^-oQ  tew  mie^ix,  qa'sa 

Lady  Clairville  saw,  and  so  i 
with  a  peosri  e  but  benerolent  sa 
ifxm  v^  xWnit  aiA  ^^^1  dofWQ  to 
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she  saw  Walter  sitting  in  the  shade  of  the  window,  looking 
out  dreamily,  not  to  say  gloomily,  with  his  cheek  resting 
upon  his  hand,  his  eyes  wandering  vacantly  over  the  red 
carnations,  and,  in  short,  in  precisely  the  same  attitude 
in  which  he  had  been  left  when  Horton  closed  the  door  on 
him,  for  he  had  not  moved  since. 

''Ah !  Walter !  *'  said  Beatrice,  with  a  little  start  of  sur- 
prise at  seeing  him— and  then  advancing  to  shake  hands 
with  him,  she  added,  in  the  kind,  and  sympathizing,  tones 
that  she  had  for  every  sorrow,  from  the  thewed  and  smewy 
struggles  of  a  giant,  down  to  the  ruffled  plumage  of  an 
affrighted  sparrow — 

"What's  the  matter  with  my  boy?— he  looks  dull/' 

"Do  I?''  asked  Walter,  with  one  of  those  pale  smiles 
which  are  the  most  melancholy  phase  of  melancholy — ' 
when  all  of  joy  is  left  out  of  them. 

"  Do  I !  yes,  that  you  certainly  do ;  tell  me,  has  anything 
gone  wrong,  at  Field  Fleury  ?  Moses  Bumpus,  I  hope,  is 
not  in  any  way  unkind  ? '' 

"  Oh !  no.  no,''  said  Walter,  hastily ;  "except  his  brother, 
I  don't  think  there  ever  was  such  a  kind  old  soul  as 
Moses." 

"  Then,  perhaps,  it's  some  of  your  schoolfellows  that 
you  don't  like;  they  are  not  a  very  refined  set,  certainly •'* 

"I  don't  think  about  them,"  said  Walter  with  a  shrug 
that  was  worthy  of  Sir  Charles  Coldstream,  as  be  seated 
himself  at  the  table. 

"  Then,  decidedly  you  were  thinking  of  something,  and 
something  not  very  pleasant ;  and  I  don't  think  it  Idxid  of 
you,  Master  Walter,  to  keep  all  your  thoughts    to  your- 
self," said  Beatrice,  pouting  out  her  lip  as  she  rang  for  the 
urn  and  the  coffee,  and  pushed  over  a  plate  of  roUa,  ano- 
ther of  grapes,  and  the  before-mentioned  silver    xnelon  to 
her  youthful  guest. 

''Ah!  you  know,  dear  Lady  Clairviflc,"  sai^L  '%^[\!e;  \w^i 
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colourings  "  if  the  thoughts  were  either  pleasant  ooei,  or 
good  ones,  I  would  no/  keep  them  from  you.'' 

"  Walter !  Walter ! "  she  rejoined,  shaking  her  held,  lod 
holding  up  her  finger,  '^  I  can't,  that  is,  I  wonft  bdieit 
such  a  calumny  as  that  you  have  iai2  thoughts;  bntefC&H^ 
the  worst  thoughts,  once  confessed,  are  often  by  reason,  ni 
friendly  counsel,  blown  into  empty  air  like  thistledown,  but 
hoarded  and  brooded  over,  bad  thoughts  may,  and  toooAa 
do,  mature  into  bad  deeds ;  for  it  is  quite  true  what  Dr. 
Johnson  says,  that  '  The  beginning  of  action,  is  in  Ae 
mind. ' " 

"  Well,  rU  tell  you,"  said  Walter,  colouring  still  note 
deeply ;  and,  as  he  spoke,  hastily  plucking  off  grape,  after 
grape,  from  a  very  fine  bunch,  and  not  eating  them,  ini 
filliping  them  roimd  his  plate,  as  if  they  had  been  marblet; 
"  I'll  tell  you  what  I  was  thinking  of.  I  was  thinking— 
that  is — I  was  feeling— what  an  odd  thing — what  a  cold 
strange  thing  it  was — to  belong  to  nobody  ! — to  be  akoe 
in  the  world — and  to — to — to  have  nobody  to  care  for 
one." 

A  sharp  pang  shot  through  all  the  woman  of  Beathee'i 
nature ;  for  she  knew  what  he  meant ;  but,  putting  on  a 
bright  smile,  she  got  up,  folded  her  hands,  and  made  him 
a  low  curtesy,  as  she  replied — 

''  I  thank  you.  Master  Walter,  on  my  own  account,  and  in 
the  name  of  all  your  other  friends,  for  the  camplmad 
(we'll  say  nothing  about  the  gratitude)  that  you've  noboii 
to  care  for  you ;  but  perhaps  you  only  mean  to  allode  to 
the    gentleman   I   used   to  sing  about,  when  I  was  t 

'  Nobody !  nobody !  my  own  dear  constant  nobody !' 

the  moral  being,  that  he  was  the  only  person,  who  ever  u 
constant  to  anybody  in  this  world !" 

Here,  Horton  and  one  of  the  footmen,  brought  in  the 
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bh  and  the  eoffee;  and  the  former  announced,  that  Mr 
iomington  waa  in  the  achool-room. 

^fjnqft  then,  let  him  know  that  breakfast  ia  ready,  and 
pnig  aome  dioeolatey  which  I  think  he  likes  better  than 
pa  or  co&e;  and  tell  Braoebridge  to  send  Mrs.  Bompua 
m  pome  faveakfitft*'^ 

,.  Aa  aoon  aa  the  senrants  had  left  the  room,  Walter  rose, 
mi,  with  tean  in  his  eyes,  bending  over  the  back  of  Lady 
SbirviDe'a  chair,  said, 

^  ^Gk^  ionU  think  me  nngratefdl,  dear  Lady  Clairville, 
pr  all  your  long  kindness  to  me;  for  which  I  shall  al- 
I  loi^  and  be  grateful  to  you,  as  long  as  I  live;  more 
I  fear  than  I  shall  ever  haye  the  power  of  proving 

yon;  and,  indeed,  everybody  here  has  been  very,  very 
to  me.  It  is  not  that.  All  I  meant  was,  that  I  waa 
lot  Hke  other  people.  I  have  no  parents,  no  brothers  and 
Mtera;  no — ^no  home;  and — and — though  it's  very  good 
af  peq>le  to  love  me— yet,  you  know,  no  one  is  obliged  to 
isao/' 

^  My  dear  Walter,''  said  she,  pausing  in  the  hot  bath 
4b  waa  giving  the  cups,  and  endeavouring  to  look  him 
^aadily,  and  unflinchingly^  in  the  face^  with  her  large  soft 
hsad  eyes — ''No  one  ever  is  obliged  to  love;  for,  love 
mift  be  obliged,  that  is,  compelled;  it  must  be  free,  and 
ipoiitaneous.  Duty  even  cannot  create  it ;  duty  can  only 
ioliienoe  our  actions ;  but  it  is  powerless,  utterly  power- 
kai^  over  our  affections.  /  love  you;  we  all  love  you 
kera^  because  you  are  good  and  loveable ;  but  you  might 
be  my  son,  and  yet  so  unamiable,  and  unloveable,  that  I 
eoold  not  love  you.  And,  like  '  Lord  Bateman,'  '  half 
Northumberland'  might  belong  to  you,  which  would  make 
pa  a  quintuple  milUonnaire,  but  could  not  make  people 
iofe  you;  unless,  indeed,  you  invested  your  wealth  in 
their  hearts,  by  your  Christian  stewardship  of  it.  But,  M 
ptay^  may  I  adc  how  long  is  it  since  you  came  to  darken^  ^j 


■ 

^^^^^^^1 

( 
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^^^^^^H 

^                   your  mind  with  the  cold  ahadowi 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

1                    siomething^  or  some  one,  must  ha? 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

ii 

1                   of  putting  them  into  your  head. 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

■ 

1                   pty  into  your  secrets,  Walter ;  but 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

m 

1                   much,  I  should  like  to  know  this  ; 

^^^^^^^^^H 

li                   be  able  to  pluck  up  such  an  ugly 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

my  aversion  to  all  weeds ;  because 

^^^^^^^^H 

you  see,  Fraserj  and  I,  wage  war  a| 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

anybody  to  find  one  in  our  mtnacu 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

For  some  seconds^  VFalter  rema 

^^^^^^^^^H 

napkin  into  a  perfect  Gordian  kuo 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

~M 

ingj  alternate  red  and  white,  like 

^^^^^^^^^H 

■I 

sky.     At  length  J  tossing  back  his  1 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

aside  the  rich   masses  of  his  bun 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

said,  in  a  hurried,  low,  and  not  ve 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

"  Latly  Gemma  De  Vei-c,^  the  1 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

hercj  asked  mc  if  I  did  not  think  ] 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

and  if  I  should  not  like  to  have  on 

^^^^^^^^H 

lyg 

"  Gemma's  a  goose  I'^  said^Lady 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

•1 

ostensibly  to  move  the  three- leavec 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

the  empty  grate,  three  inches  furtl 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

not  the  least  in  the  way  where  it  t 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

put  her  handkerchief  to  the  cor 

^^^^^^^^^1 

niaugre  all  her  efforts  to  prevent 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

overflow.     Having  done  so,  she 

^^^^^^^^H 

dropping  the  sugar  into  the  cuf 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

Walter,  "Did  you  ever  repeat  tl 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

Gemma's  to  any  one  else  V 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

*'  Only  to  Eva  Momington." 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

"  Aud  what  did  she  say  ?" 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

"  She  said  the  Manor  was  my  fa 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

home.     That  was  kind  of  Eva; 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

not  true  V 

^^^^^^^^^H 

"%Ya\lfcT5  iW  Vm4  \^  always 

^^^^^^^1 

kinij  tWt  "\^  -not  Um^  \  VxiX  Uxk^fe. 
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with  in  this  world ;  so  we  should  value  it  the  more,  when  we 
do  meet  with  it.     But  you  have  a  home,  Walter.'' 

"Where?"  said  he,  eagerly,  his  wish  clinging  to  the 
literal  meaning  of  the  words. 

"  Pm  afraid  you  will  think  me  a  very  matter-of  fact, 
common-place  sort  of  body,  if  I  answer,  that  your  Gate* 
diism  tells  you  where.'' 

"  Oh,  in  Heaven,"  rejoined  Walter,  with  a  disappointed 
sigh,  as  if  he  were  already  so  weary  with  his  short  pil- 
grimage herCy  that  he  thought  he  never  should  have 
strength  to  keep  on,  till  he  got  there, 

"No— /Aa/  will  be  our  home;  at  least,  let  us  hope  so, 
hereafter;  but  I  mean  here.'* 

"  I  don't  remember,"  said  Walter,  with  a  look  of  half- 
puzzled  curiosity,  and  yet  half-ashamed  of  forgetting  his 
Catechism. 

"  Why,  are  we  not  one,  and  all,  told,  that  we  should  en^ 
deanxmr  to  do  our  duty,  *  in  that  state  of  life  into  which 
it  may  please  God  to  call  lis  ?'  " 

"  Oh,  yes— certainly — but — ^" 

"  Well,  believe  me,  Ihat  whatever  state  that  is,  it  w,  or 
ought  to  be  our  home ;  for,  what  does  home  mean  but  the 
small,  immediate,  apart  space,  that  we  individuaUy  occupy 
in  the  world  ?" 

"  Ah,"  said  Walter,  with  a  sceptical  sigh,  looking  round 
at  the  charming  little  room  they  then  occupied,  with  all  its 
comforts,  refinements,  and  peculiarly  home  look*  "But 
you  have  a  home ;  and  an  enviable  one,  too." 

"^  I  know  what  you  mean,  Walter,"  (and  the  tears  trem- 
bled as  much  in  her  voice,  as  in  her  eyes),  "  and  some  day, 
when  you  are  oldev,  I  will  tell  you  my  history ;  and  you 
wiU  then  know,  that  for  years,  and  years,  with  what  ought 
to  have  been  a  splendid  home,  I  had  none,  but  was  hunted, 
and  lashed  through  the  world,  by  the  scorpion  whip  of 
poverty,  not  huowing,  from  one  week  to  aao1)[iec,^\^ec^\i^ 
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lay  my  head^  and  manacled  by  that  cmellest  of  fetters,  a 
FALSE  POSITION ;  for,  my  poverty  was  neither  the  rerene 
of  fortune^  which  a  dignified  submission  to,  ennobles;  nor 
that  of  birthright,  which  has  neither  sting,  nor  degrads* 
tion ;  but  it  was  the  hardest  of  all  to  bear,  that  whidi  ii 
seared  into  us  by  the  branding-iron  of  cruelty,  and  in* 
justice. 

^^  Still,  Walter,  while  it  lasted,  and  it  lasted  many  a  lon^ 
weary  year,  (which  to  my  suffering,  struggling  spinl^ 
seemed  each  leased  on  eternity,)  it  was  the  state  of  lifi^ 
that  is,  of  trial,  unto  which  it  had  pleased  Gkxl  to  caD  me; 
I  could  only  make  a  home  of  my  own  heart,  by  peoplmg 
it  with  as  much  good,  and  banishing  from  it  as  moch  eAf 
as  possible.  But  it  was  a  hard,  hard,  unequal  struggle,  ibr 
what  air  and  sunshine  are  to  vegetation.  Justice  at  least,  i 
not  appreciation,  is  to  our  good  qualities ;  and  to  peraeroe 
in  fostering  them  in  the  obscurity  of  poverty,  and  the  »- 
lumny,  which  is  the  owl  that  ever  hoots  round  desolstioo, 
is  very  like  endeavouring  to  cultivate  flowers  in  a  oelltf. 
The  Creator,  and  the  Cultivator,  knowing  the  difficoltiei 
that  have  been  surmounted,  may  estimate  the  result,  but 
for  the  rest  of  the  world,  the  wealthy,  and  well-placed,  who 
have  earth,  air,  sunshine,  and  science  at  their  eommaod, 
this  dark  and  difficult  germination  is  either  a  ridicule,  or  a 
doubt.  As  plants  change  their  colour,  und^  certain  in- 
fluences, so  do  virtues  change  their  name  according  to  the 
circumstances  under  which  they  are  exercised.  For  the 
rich,  to  give  sparingly  from  their  superfluity,  is  charitj, 
benevolence,  generosity ;  while  for  the  poor,  to  curtail  still 
more  their  already  too  scant  necessities,  in  order  to  give  at 
all,  is  an  unpardonable  and  unprincipled  piece  of  extran- 
gance,  for  which  they  deserve  all  the  additional  thumb- 
screws of  penury's  ever-creative  Inquisition. 

''All  this  I  have  gone  through  ;  and,  thank  Heaveo, 
it  has  been  graven  in  indelible  characters  on  my  heart,  ao 


4 
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It  the  goidoii  tide  of  a  whole  PactohiSy  could  n^t  effiMe 
But  evfln  km^,  in  I  grant  you  ikoB  externeJly  InxmionA 
mm,  tor  wkidi  I  trust  I  mm  trubf,  and  humbly  grateful, 
t;  cppen  hmt,  I  have  not  what  is  called,  and  justly  called, 
m  VAruMAL  Tis  t  The  whde  is  a  moral  winter  garden, 
.vtifieial,  all  created,  bat  created  from  realities,  so  that 
I  iHidBy  theiSniits,  the  flowers,  and  above  all,  the  genial 
MMqphere  la  there.  I  have  not  only  re-made,  but  have, 
it  were,  multiplied  my  fate  in  that  of  others, — ^in  short, 
what,  both  in  Uie  shade,  and  in  the  sunshine,  in  the  d^ert 
nrelwas  Alone,  and  in  the  Paradise  which  I  have 
Wfhd,  I  have  endeavoured  to  do  my  duty  m  that  state  of 
1^  trnto  which  it  has  pleased  God  to  call  me.  And  believe 
%mj  dear  boy,  this  is  the  only  talisman  that  can  carry  us 
MPtthH  through  the  bitter  trials,  and  the  blooming  temp- 
liona  of  life,  the  only  amulet,  that  can  preserve  us 
innst  its  plagues,  pestilence,  and  famine,  and  save  us  in 
Wt  hours  of  desolation,  and  of  darkness,  from  that  often 

ViSt  of  foes, OUKSBLVBS/' 

'^I  d^  believe  you,''  cried  Walter,  kissing  the  hand  that 
dd  out  a  cup  of  tea  to  him,  and  again  kissing  it,  as  it 
■ided  him  the  cream,  as  he  added,  ''ah  !  if  I  could  be 
1^  half  as  good  as  you,  I  should  never  feel  either  un- 
appy  or  discontented." 

^Come  now,''  laughed  she,  with  a  toss  of  her  pretty 
mi,  and  a  little  look  of  most  becoming,  because  only 
nek  ccmeeit ;  '*  you  are  quite  too  ambitious.  Master  Wal- 
W,  fer  you  are,  or  are  to  be  a  man,  and  as  well  might  we 
NMnen,  wish  to  equal  the  angels,  as  for  what  the  grammar, 
utamfy  the  grammar,  mind  you,  says  is  worthier  than  the 
Hninine,  the  unfair  sex,  try  to  come  within  a  thousand 
irtoes  of  ours." 

**  Well,  if  all  women  are  like  you,  thafs  true  enough. 
low  is  poor  Mabel  this  morning  ?" 

''Free  from  pain,  and  quite  rational,  thank  Heaven, 


^ 


a 

158                        THE   WOELD   AXU    I 

fast  hastening   to  where  there  u 
WiLTBa;"  aud  here  again,  the  ey 

i 

1                      and  aearccly  had  she  brushed  the  \ 
MorningtoD  cutt-red*     She  tumc 
shook  haiid^  with  him,  aud  wiahe 
Vot>T  Luther,  it  seemed  quite  too  ( 
say  "  good  morning/'  in  return,  or 
so  al!  he  managed  to  get  out,  &a  h 
one  word — 
"MabelT" 

''Better,  m  far  as  being  free  ft 
Lady  Clairvitle  shook  her  head  an* 

, 

"  Happy  Mabel  I*'  sighed  Luth 

"  Well,  yea,  I  think  so— happy 

thcned  Spirit,  will  soon  he  unfettc 

home  you  think  so  much  ofj  Wall 

*'  I'll  try  and  not  think  any  mc 

^ter»  with  a  sigh  that  belied  his  wt 

se[f  tosome  more  cream,  and  adde 
think^  that  a  boy  of  my  age,  w 
achool,  Mr.  Momington  V 

"Well,  reaUy,  Walter,"  smiled 
the  absolute  necessity  of  itj  fnrth( 

( 

m  the  world,  perhaps  the  sooner  ^ 

better*     On  the  other  hand,  there 

whieh  a  public  school  tcaehcs,  w! 

well  ignored  to  one's  dying  day. 

to  Winchester,  (ISe  heard  you  say 

have  not  asked  Mrs,  Selden  to  let 

' 

'*  I  have  written  to  my  grandmot 

about  it.^' 

"  And  does  she  disapprove  of  y 

1 

"No,  she  saya  she  thinks  I  ou^ii 

public  schooK" 
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gf'^Tkfm  why/'  wid  Lather,  rather  abruptly,  ''does  ahe 
plMDdTOiif" 

Uy'^IrappQMy"  rejoined  Walter,  looking  down  into  his 
,  and  getting  as  zed  as  one  of  the  carnations  under  the 
w,  whose  spicy  breath  was  balming  the  whole  room^ 
a  she  can't  afford  it.'' 
'^It  was  now  Luther's  turn  to  grow  red  from  vexation  at 
\  inadvertent  coarseness  of  his  question ;  but  Beatrice, 
I  whose  cheek  there  was  also  a  deeper  tinge,  with  a 
^voman's  tact,  (that  is  with  a  woman's  feeling,  for  tact  is 
netting  more  than  practical  feeIing),now  came  to  the  rescue, 
^-snd  said,  with  a  sunny  smile, 

'  Beally,  Walter,  you,  and  I,  have  passed  the  whole  mom- 

;  wrangling ;  which  is  a  very  sudden  and  disagreeable 

i  from  my  model  boy  that  you  were,  but  as  the  change 

r  eome,  and  I  am  9emor  wrangler,  pray  let  me  ask  you 

'  it  is  your  wish  so  much  to  go  to  a  public  school  7    Is 

\  that  there,  you  would  have  plenty  of  big  boys  to  bully 

,  and  little  ones,  whom  you  could  bully  7  " 

^  No,  not  exactly,"  laughed  Walter,  throwing  back  his 

;  of  wavy  chestnut  hair,  so  as  to  show  every  ray,  of 

I  peculiarly  sunny  smile. 

^  Not  that  1  what  can  it  be,  then  7    You  know  women 

\  fbU  of  curiosity,  at  least,  men  say  so ;  and  I  am  ^pecu- 

curious  woman,   and  you   really  make  me  more 

than  ever ! " 

Again,  Walter  laughed ;  and,  first  closing  up  the  silver 

l^paelon,  then  turning  the  stem,  and  suddenly  letting  all  its 

glittering  quarters  fall  flat  like  a  sunflower,  fiddling  in 

liet,  he  said — 

**  Well,  I'll  tell  you  why, — I  think  going  to  a  public 
ichool,  forms  a  felloVs  character." 

''PRODIGIOUS  I  as  dear  old  Dominie  Sampson  says," 
cried  Lady  Clairville,  throwing  up  both  her  hands,  and 
looking  so  solemn,  that  now  Walter  laughed  in   good. 


i 
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them  into  njy  childrenj  and  you  knowj 
one  of  my  cbieks, 

*' '  Let  every  young  person/  says  tliis  i 
as  tifactj  that  he  or  she  must  make  thei 
It  U  a  work  which  God  has  wisely  coi 
Character  is  the  unseen  spirit- ^rmeut 
thoughts^  and  feehngg^  weave  about  01; 
visible  fingers ;  and  though  for  each  of  u 
placed  the  spirit-loom  under  different  ififlu 
we  alone^  must  be  the  weavers  of  that  ini 
that  is  to  last  us  through  lifej  and  to  decidi 
nity.  Our  own  CiuaACTER,^ — If  the  cin 
which  we  work  be  favourable,  we  must  p 
in  different  J  we  nmst  then  exert  all  our  sk 
all  our  vigiUmce^  and  perseverance  to  imp 
if  decidedly  hostile  and  pernteious^  as  our 
us  intelhgence  to  discrimiuate  between  g 
must  then  eounteractj  and  resist^  them  wi 
For  no  one  else  can  weave  the  weft,  or  sni 
this  mysterious  injier  fitJmtf  oub  chaili 
SELTBs.'  In  short  J  dear  Walter^  this  briilj 
point  from  whence  we  started^  before  Mi. 
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^U liebdiere  not  angeb  and  the  propheti/'  b^an 
QallMr,  Irat  igniting  with  a  blnah  at  hia  niia*qnotation,  he 
■oke  down,  and  atombled  into  a  atammer  that  he  conld 
■fe  gel  ooft  of;  wfaen^  to  hia  great  relief^  some  one  knocked 
*1ke  door,  and  he  roaeto  open  it.  It  was  Bath  Norland, 
■ping  Tiolenily. 

'''Why  Both,  whaf  a  the  matter  f  come  here  my  chQd,'' 
irid  I<>df  ClairfiUe,  taming  her  head  back  towarda  the 

^  Mo-— me — me — Mxb.  Evelyn  we— -we— won't  let  me 
IP  go  go  npataira  again  to  ait  with  Mabel.''  Mra. 
Baatju  waa  one  of  the  teachera. 

A-  -''And  why  won't  ahe  let  yoa  go  and  ait  with  Mabel  f 
Ihannmatbeareaaonforher  notlettingyongo;  and,be- 
Pm  jam  eomjdained  of  her,  yoa  ahooldhave  told  me  that 
iKBon,  Both,  for  you  know  tibat  I  never  decide  npon  any- 
Utifu  oondact  withoat  knowing  the  cause  of  it ;  for  abstract 
'  itaelf,  may  be  only  mandaughter  in  self-defence ; 
one  knows  what  has  gone  before,  that  is,  what 
kaa  led  to  it.  If  Mrs.  Evelyn  has  capriciously,  or  an- 
|vdy,  fbrbidden  you  to  go  up  and  sit  with  Mabel  again,  I 
riall  reprimand  her;  but  I  must  be  sure  of  this  first.'' 

•^  Why,"  re-sobbed  Butfa,  "  Mabel  asked  me  to  go  down 
ii  Kdd-Fleuiy  to  meet  her  mother,  and  to  go  by  the  fields, 
Ar  abe  had  dreamt  she  saw  her  coming  through  the  mea- 
4bw.  I  thought  the  train  wouldn't  be  in  so  soon ;  and 
ibat  I  ahonld  have  time  to  go  round  by  Well  Close,  and 
leaie  a  black  Shetland  shawl  I  had  knitted  for  Dorothy 
Windaor ;  andr— and — so  I  missed  Mabel's  mother,  who 
lid  come  by  the  fields ;  and  Mrs.  Evelyn  says  Mabel  was 
muaaofOB,  and  fidgetty,  at  my  not  returning,  that  it  might 
hife  thrown  her  back ;  and  she  says  I  couldn't  care  about 
Mabel,  not  to  do  that  much  to  oblige  her;  but  indeed,  in- 
deed, I  do  love  Mabel,  and  if  your  ladyship  will  only  let 

VOL.   lU.  M 


162 


THB    WORLD   A\D 


mc  go  up  and  sit  with  her  agaii 
I  am,  that  I  did  not  do  exactly  i 

"  My  dear  Ruth/'  said  Beatric 
laying  both  her  hands  on  the  eh 
ing  ftorrowfuUy  into  her  faee. 
world,  never  ean  atone  for  any  e 
pidity,  neglect,  or  prenieditatio 
person  from  any  one  of  these  m 
sorrow^  won't  bring  them  back  t 
and  half  the  niist^ry  in  the  world, 
and  '  /  didnt  think/  which  arise 
wsnt  of  conscience,  in  what  an 
daify  conscience,  in  fact,  which  i 
health,  as  daily  bread  is  to  our  | 

*^\m  know,  Ruth,  how  hard  I 
childiTn  what  Sou  they  $o  truly  i 
fi/y/  Depend  upon  it,  persons 
acrupuloua  over  little,  are  iwt  $i 
the  fear  of  punisbmeut,  or  expos 
own  part,  if  I  requested  any  oi 
post  for  mcj  expressly  stipulatin| 
on€  particular  office,  or  in  one  pi 
of  w^rit  I  had  some  motive,  we 
and  I  found  out  that  he  had,  ins 
with  my  instructions,  when  he  I 
#wiii,  tossed  it  into  the  iirst  letti 
anr^  other,  than  the  one  I  bat 
'"  what  did  it  matter,  so  long  a 
would  be  fiijune  to  go  equally  sal 
oiSce,  as  from  the  one  I  had  nan 
sorry  to  trust  that  unconscient 
thousand  pounds,  or  a  matter 
stake, 

"  Mil  I  «ee  vou  stare,  Ruth  ; 
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now  m  put  a  case  to  you :  You  have  read  about  the 
horrors  of  the  great  French  Revolution^  and  the  minor  ones^ 
of  our  own  civil  wars :  now  suppose  under  such  a  state 
of  things^  when  nothing  could  be  done  openly^  two  persons 
separated  from  each  other^ — say  a  parent  and  child^  hus- 
band and  wife,  two  friends,  two  lovers :  no  matter  who, 
had  agreed,  that  if  condemned  to  death,  the  signal  should 
be  their  posting  a  letter  in  A —  street,  but  if  they  were 
safe,  it  should  be  posted  from  B —  street,  or  for  any  other 
reason,  to  relieve  an  anxiety,  or  prevent  a  catastrophe. 
Bat  being  unable  to  leave  their  prison,  and  afraid  to  say  a 
word  in  it,  as  prison-walls  have  sharp  ears,  they  merely 
give  the  letter  to  the  supposed  friend,  requesting  it  may  be 
posted  in  B —  street,  which  is  duly  promised.  But  the 
careless,  that  is,  i^it  unconscientious  friend,  as  most  conve- 
nient to  himself,  tosses  it  into  the  post  in  A —  Street, 
thinking  it  a  matter  of  no  consequence  so  long  as  it  t^ 
posted.  Of  course,  when  he  hears  all  the  mischief  that 
•  accrues  from  his  very  immoral  want  of  good  faith,  and 
reliability,  in  this  in  itself  trifling,  but  in  its  results,  fearful 
thing,  he  is  in  despair,  but  can  his  despair,  contrition,  or 
remorse,  even  if  life-long,  undo,  or  atone,  for  one  atom  of 
the  evil  which  a  probity  in  small  things  would  have  pre- 
vented?" 

"  Oh !  I  see  what  your  Ladyship  means  now,'*  sobbed 
Ruth ;  "  I'll  always  think  of  the  letter,  and  the  two  post- 
offices,  when  any  one  asks  me  to  do  anything  for  them, 
and  do  it  exactly  as  they  tell  me.'' 

'*  Then,  as  far  as  you  are  concerned,  you  will  do  right, 
even  should  the  thing  you  are  deputed  to  do,  fail,  or  turn 
out  to  be  wrong.  For  believe  me,  that  half  the  so-called 
ingratitude  in  the  world,  arises  from  the  apathy,  careless- 
ness, or  contradiction  of  persons  undertaking  to  serve 
others  who  either  have  not  the  time  or  the  capacity 
to  know  how  to  do  so :  or  who  will  do  it  in  their  oion  u}a\j^ 


ito  iti  aocietf  p 
Dorothy  AVindijor, 
but  you  had  no  bt 
was  not  your  own. 
errand,  the  time  w 
waa  ill,  she  was  i 
leaden  sin  in  an; 
weight,  to  either  o 
another, 

"  Dorothy  Wind 
than  poor  Mabel  c 
you  know  the  Frei 
un  Saint,  pour  en 
to  go  out  of  your  ' 
vho  ia  wellj  at  the 
who  is  ill,  nay  dyi 

'^OhJ  do— do— ; 

with  a  fresh  outbi 
aorry  I  am  that  I 
that  wheu  I  got  to 
in  a  quarter  of  an 
"  Mrs.  Evelyn  ^ 
UD  aerain  to  Mabel 
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ill  beflMfvtbaii  suflBcient  punishment  to  you,  so 
p  now,  bat  first  bathe  your  face  in  cold  water^ 

let  her  see  any  traces  of  tears,  and,  above  all, 
id  her  by  telling  her  you  went  round  by  Well- 
■eby  showing  her  how  little  you  heeded  her  wishes. 
ij,  you  unluckily  missed  her  mother,  after  all, 
ou  got  to  the  station,  you  were  told  the  train 
in  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  Were  poor  Mabel  to 
lur  just  punishment  should  be  to  tell  her  all, 
ire  must  only  consider  her. — ^There,  you  may  go 
I  shall  never  reproach  you  with  this,  Ruth,  be- 
d  assured  you  have  bought  your  amendment  in 
t,  but  the  best  market— experience/' 
hank  your  ladyship,'^  said  Ruth,  kissing  one  of 
I  that  were  now  withdrawn  from  her  shoulders, 
ing  out  of  the  room. 

fraid  it  is  an  incontrovertible  fact,''  sighed  Lady 
turning  to  Luther,  "  that  we  English,  have  neither 

nor  the  thing,  called  Politesse  du  Coeur,  which 
1  our  intense  egotism ;  of  always  referring  every 
Dur  oum  motives  and  feelings,  without  any  refer- 
ler  people's.  One  of  our  modem  litterateurs,  who 
ast  away,  and  who,  like  the  rest  of  those  gentry, 
y  of  sentiment  fused  in  his  inkstand  for  general 
I,  without  an  obolus  of  feeling  for  daily  expendi- 
,  the  great  want  in  England  was,  not  a  want  of 
but  a  want  of  sympathy.  Now,  really  it  is  diffi- 
ow  how  there  can  be  kindness  without  sympathy  ; 
there  is  a  deticit  of  sympathy,  that  is,  of  active, 
bearing  each  other's  burden,  in  England  cannot 

it  on  earth  does  the  man,  or  the  woman,  pester  me 
grievances  for,  they  have  no  claim  upon  me  ;  and  do 
L  /  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  listen  to  their  jere- 
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miads  V  is  the  common  Anglo-Saxon  formula,  in  which  all 
sympathy  for  the  afflictions  of  others  is  refused.  Or  if—  or  if 
Mr.  Bull  does^  in  the  digestive  expansion  resulting  from  a 
comfortable  meal,  or  an  advantageous  investment,  say  to 
his  wife,  '  Really,  my  dear,  the  poor  So-and-So*s  are  very 
much  to  be  pitied ;  I  think  we  ought  to  show  them  a  little 
attention.'  It  is  ten  common-places  to  one,  but  Mrs.  B. 
negatives  the  proposition,  with  '  Oh^  my  dear,  better  not 
interfere ;  it's  no  business  of  ours ;  and  we  shall  only  get 
into  a  mess ;  for  you  know  the  father,  the  husband,  or  iht 
brother,  as  the  case  may  be,  have  powerful  influence.*  And, 
of  course,  Bull,  who  in  marital  matters  is  always  in  ex- 
tremes, either  a  Jerry,  or  a  Juggernaut,  buttons  up  the 
pockets  of  his  nether  garments,  and  says  submissively, 
'  Well,  my  dear,  you  know  beat.' 

"  It  is  true,  there  are  cases  so  monstrous,  that  those 
compelled  to  hear  them  cannot,  in  common  decency,  avoid 
assuring  the  narrator,  in  a  drawling  voice,  that  they  have 
their  sincere  'sympathy !' but,  having  uttered  that  'tink- 
ling cymbal,  and  sounding  brass  word,'  they  think  they 
have  done  all  that  is  necessary.  For,  as  we  say  of  our- 
selves, 'we  are  not  a  demonstrative  people;'  a  most  super- 
erogatory assertion,  as  our  nullity  in  all  social  duties  fully 
establishes  that  fact.  Now,  the  first  symptom  of  rea/ sym- 
pathy is  evinced  by  the  fixed  attention  of  the  eyes,  and 
ears ;  for,  how  can  people  feel  for  that  which  they  ignore? 
But,  any  man,  or  woman,  sufficiently  mattvais  ton,  '  odd/ 
'  eccentric,'  or  so  downright  vulgar !  as  to  obtrude  his  or 
her,  individual  sufierings,  however  pressing,  and  overwhelm- 
ing upon  another — what  are  they  met  with ;  a  smile  or  a 
yawn ;  and  here  and  there,  an  '  oh  I'  which,  like  Dr. 
Primrose's  oracular  responses  to  his  wife's  curtain-lectures; 
do  not  compromise  the  utterer,  and  fit  equally  well,  any 
evenly  t\i^l  tt^vj  V'a.^^^xi  \ft  turn  up. 

"^071,  iiom  ^\)£iv^^^^^^  ^sA^'^5:iQ^8as.^>aMiRa.<OTj  in- 
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wm  flUmediiig.  Men,  ewea,  are  eternally  tluneatening 
die%  tlidr  soperion  in  a  tocial  pontioii,  to  call  upon 
mh  aa  if  it  were  aoch  an  honour,  and  their  elumiy  apo- 
fpm,  tat  not  having  done  so,  are  even  more  offeusive,  as 

tj  tieir  ncm-patronagey  the  kiAf  had  sustained  an  irre- 
nUe  loss;  and,  I  am  sore,  if  I  were  to  invite  one  of  the 
iaddfcton  shopkeepers  to  pass  the  evening  here,  which, 
pUljr  speaking,  I  should  think,  was  a  great  kindness 
rl  eofutsfcmfioii  on  my  part;  ill-breeding  the  first, 
mU  bet,  that  thej  neither  came  nor  sent  an  excuse ;  and 
isdt  the  second  would  be,  their  writing  me  a  note  the 
■t  dqr>  to  say  they  hoped  /  did  not  think  their  not 
■ing  ynkmd ;  thus  totally  reversing  the  relative  positions 
r  people  invariably  do  in  England,  from  want  of  the  right 
iSmg  m  the  right  place,  and  its  evidence,  good  breeding. 
**  How  different  is*  it  with  our  French  neighbours !  Did 
a  monarch  on  the  throne  condescend  to  accept  an  invita- 
B  to  a  poor  artist's,  or  a  poor  author's  garret,  or  to  the 
■rtment  of  a  lady,  no  matter  how  destitute  of  the  goods 

Ibrtnne,  and  he,  or  she,  were  unavoidabiy  prevented 
ming,  theg  it  is,  who,  in  their  apologies,  would  deplore 
rir  loss  (not  yours)  and  hope  you  would  let  them  com- 
nate  themselves  (not  you)  for  it,  at  the  earliest  oppor- 
nitj ;  and,  tell  the  merest  stranger  you  met  in  a  crowd, 
a  aorrow  that  was  gnawing  at  your  heart,  you  would  see 

sympathetically  reflected  in  the  expression  of  earnest 
tention  and  interest  depicted  in  their  countenance;  fol- 
ived,  not  indeed  so  much  by  profeseions  of  a  wish  to  serve 
Of  as  by  every  act  of  kindness  and  attention  in  their 
iwer.  In  short,  they  have  coined  the  ingot  parable  of 
B  good  Samaritan  into  a  decimal  Christian  currency,  to 
Mt  hourly  and  daily  exigencies ;  while  with  us  it  is  only 
mek  into  a  few  of  those  five-sovereign  pieces,  which  are 
pt  in  the  mint,  and  can  only  be  got  from  it  on  special 
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''  Ah,"  said  Luther^  '^  it  is^  mdeed,  too  trae,  that  yoa 
will  find  few  persons  so  earnest  in  all  good,  as  yourself/^ 

"  For  Heaven^s  sake,  whatever  yoa  do,''  laughed  Bea- 
trice, putting  both  her  hands  to  her  ears,  *^dov!t  call  me 
*  an  earnest  woman!'  among  the  many  hollow,  modem, 
mean-nothing^  assume-everything  cants,  that  is  one  of  my 
fiivourite  aversions ;  for  your  '  earnest  woman'  is  a  femak 
prig,  who  waits  till  a  question  is  well-aired  in  the  sunlight 
of  popularity,  before  she  would  venture  within  a  thousand 
miles  of  it ;  but,  once  it  has  gained  a  firm  footing,  no  matter, 
were  the  movement  in  favour  of  swearing,  drunkenness, 
or  even  impudicity,  the '  earnest  woman'  would  then/o&tc;  in 
the  wake  of  the  'man  of  progress,'  and  get  up  all  the  steam 
of  her  Brummagem  enthusiasm.  No,  no ;  I  assure  you, 
Mr.  Momington,  I  am  no/  '  an  earnest  woman  I'  I  hope  I 
am  an  energetic  and  true  one,  thought  fear  somewhat  of  a 
self-sufficient,  or  at  least  of  a  self-sufficing  one;  as  I  not 
only  presume  to  judge  for  myself,  respecting  most  per- 
sons and  things ;  but  instead  of  following,  as  '  a  female^ 
ought,  I  even  venture  to  take  the  initiative ;  as  nothing  can 
convince  me  that  conventionality,  and  correctness,  are  syno- 
nymous/' 

'^  Well,  at  all  events,  you  will  allow  me  to  call  you  a 
good  woman  !"  said  Luther,  with  more  decision  in  the 
inflection  of  his  voice  than  he  could  generally  command, 
when  he  addressed  her. 

"  Nay— /Afl/  least  of  all,"  she  replied,  gravely, 

*  Difl trust  that  word, 
There  is  none  good,  save  Grod,  says  Jesus  Christ.'  " 

"  Certainly,  it  w  a  melancholy  fact,  that  in  a  nominally 
Christian  country,  where  people  profess  their  belief  in  a 
Heaven,  and  a  Hell,  that  so  few  should  act,  as  if  they 
hoped  the  one,  or  feared  the  other,'*  sighed  Luther. 

"  ^  eW,  "^e-^i^  ^^^^^\xvc&  ^^^  ^  ^QMii  \  "  they  beUeve 
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i  i^on  a  liiiiitedF.liftbility  plan,  and  think,  like  Jane 
m,  in  her  ehildiah  thedogy,  that  they  have  solTed  the 
igma  of  how  to  avoid  going  to  the  latter  place.  You 
nember  little  Jane's  answer  to  the  orthodox,  and  pom- 
QB^  Ifr.  Brocklehurst,  when  he  asked  her  first  if  she 
iMNiId  like  to  Ml  into  that  pit,  and  to  be  burning  there 
r  everf  And  she  very  naturally  and  pertinently 
ivered,  'No,  Sir.' 

**  TJpcm  whidi,  the  Reverend  gentleman  further  inquired, 
niat  must  you  do  to  avcnd  it  f ' 
But  Luther  did  not  remember  it ;  for,  indeed,  though 
I  effigy  sat  there,  his  spirit  had  wandered  £ur  away,  on 
•  verge  of  creation^  to  what  the  Americans  would  no 
nbt  call  ''first  principles,"  for  he  was  wishing  that  he 
tnae  had  been  bom,  and  wondering  why  he  had  been  ? 
ith  a  great  deal  more  recondite  speculation,  for  which  it 
■ot  easy  to  find  a  solution. 

"  Mr.  Momington,"  said  Walter,  as  loudly  as  if  the 
■son  he  addressed  had  been  deaf,  or  asleep,  "  Lady  Clair- 
Be  is  speaking  to  you.  She  asked  you  if  youremembered 
Mt  answer  Jane  Eyre  gave  to  Mr.  Brocklehurst,  when  he 
ked  her  what  she  must  do  to  avoid  going  to  Hell  ?  '^ 
**  Oh  I  I  beg  your  pardon,"  coloured,  and  stammered, 
ither  ',  "No, — ^no,  I  do  not." 

''  Why,'^  laughed  Beatrice,  "  she  deliberated  a  moment, 
id  then  said,  '  I  must  keep  in  good  health,  and  not  die  I ' 
id  really,  ludf  the  world  seem  to  act  upon  this  admirable 
ggestion,  and  consider  these  two  things  needful,  to  pre- 
nt  that  'consummation  so  devoutly  910/  to  be  wished. ' " 
Walter  was  laughing  at  this ;  and  Luther,  in  common 
fility,  doing  the  same ;  when  Horton  entered,  and  walk- 
g  up  to  his  mistress's  chair,  handed  her  three  dirty-looking 
ovincial  bank-notes,  saying — 

"Old  Paul  Windsor  has  come  over  from  Field-Fleury. 
iahing  to  know  if  your  ladyship  could  oblige  him  wittM 
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fifteen  iovereicriB,  for  tbese  th 
SUverthoni's  bank?''  Sdvert 
bank^  aboat  fifty  miles  off, 

"  ^IfTiy  on  earth  could  be  n< 
Twaddlcton,  or  at  the  bank  ?  "  a 
eyeing  the  three  bi^  of  dirty  paf 
take  ihem  off  the  salver. 

*'  That^s  the  very  question  I  a 
**  but  he  laid  he  could  not  get  th 
ton,  or  be  should  not  ha?e  taken 
your  ladyship/' 

'*  Well  then,  let  him  keep  hi 
cfaaaged ;  for  I  eertainly  shaU  n 
thirat  for  gold.  Tell  him  I  hare 
<^n  spare  ;  and  Horton/'  adde< 
"  as  I  bare  no  doubt  he^d  like  et 
than  this  unelinking  paper ;  if  be 
of  the  sovereigns,  say  I  want  all 
payments." 

"  I  will  do  so,  my  lady,"  «id  : 

"Poor  old  Paul,"  said  Walter, 
may  I  give  bmi  half  of  this  chic 

"  Indeed^  Walter,  he  may  mo 
give  him  anything;  the  dut  and 
have  been^  and  hope  I  never  sh 
but  to  me  the  dirt  and  rags  ctf 
pri\^tion9>  are  among  the  most  I 
or  rather  oulofUJ' 

"  That  s  ju5t  what  Robert  Bun 
SOT ;  and  yet  I  cannot  think  tha 
not  understand  anyone  votuntari 
and  every  other  miseiy,  with  pie 
he  wants,'' 

'*  ttea  1  ispwe  Y3*i,  Walter/ 
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nj  hmnan  being  f  not  even  to  hmteif  or  his  poor 
vietdied  aster,  whom  he  eqaally  starves;  and  in  the 
neh,  extravagance  itself,  almost  amounts  to  a  virtue,  that 
ii^  in  ita  effects,  though  not  in  its  source,  for  the  rich  man's 
iriiim,  is  the  poor  man's  bread,  the  superfluity  of  Dives,  is 
die  laboor-meed  of  Lasarus.  Therefore,  want  of  thrift 
in  the  poor^  is  scarcely  so  great  a  vice,  as  avarice  in  the 
Ml;  for  the  thriftless  poor  only  militate  against  their 
ovn  ereatnre  comfort,  they  do  not  harden,  and  corrode,  their 
own  soul  as  the  miser  does/' 

''That  is  true,'^  said  Beatrice, ''  for  of  all  idolatry,  that 
sf  Sblp  is  the  most  revolting,  and  must  be,  I  should 
-  ttink,  the  real  sin  against  the  Holy  Ghost." 

"* Oh,  well!  if  he  is  really  so  rich,"  said  Walter,  ''I 
aerer  will  defend  him,  or  pity  him  again ;  for  it  if  as  you 
isy,  both  wicked  and  disgusting." 

''What  a  beautiful-toned  organ  that  is  you  have  put 
in  the  schoolroom  !"  said  Luther. . 

"Yes,  is  it  not?  1  had  it  down  from  Flight  and 
fiobinson's,  only  last  week ;  and  oh  I  by  the  bye,  I  have 
been  sent  such  a  beautiful  hymn  from  Grermany.  1  should 
like  you  to  try  it ;  and  as  I  see  by  the  timepiece  it  is  half- 
put  eleven,  the  children  are  all  out  walking." 

Luther  murmured  some  faint  excuse,  about  havmg  to 
be  back  at  the  manor  at  a  certain  hour.  But,  as  the 
moth  hovers  round  the  flame,  still  he  lingered,  and  followed 
her  oat  into  the  vestibule,  and  on,  into  the  schoolroom. 
Poor  Luther ! 

At  one  of  Professor  Faraday's  lectures  on  Carbon,  (that 
one,  the  last  of  a  series  on  non-metaUic  elements),  the 
Ijieatre  for  many  instants  was  illuminated  by  the  com- 
bustion in  oxygen  gas,  of  a  somewhat  costly  species  of 
carbon,  neither  more,  nor  less,  than  the  diamond  itself.  Oh  I 
Lather,  were  you  not  in  these  lingering  moments,  illumi- 
naEting  your  heart,  at  the  cost  of  a  more  priceless  gem^ 
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your  own  lOiilF  No,  no^  for  yoa  weie  ^mg^  flym&  A* 
ever  from  the  temptation,  tli»  was  only  your  final  fiuewdl 
to  it;  so  that  like  another  diamond,  in  die  Professor's  ei- 
perimentSi  there  was  only  one  small  portion  of  thegem 
eharred,  the  rutt  was  adamantine  stilL  Alas  I  as  legendi 
tell,  did  not  the  angels  of  light,)!rfff  oni^  singe  thdr 
radumt  wings,  but  this  was  their  novitiate,  preparatOiy  to 
donning  the  Evil  Spirit's  whole  livery  of  darkness ;  for  that 
fatal,  and  prolifie  monosyllable  ONLY  I  ever  has  been,  snd 
ever  will  be,  the  germ,  from  whieh  the  great  round 
world's  abundant  harvest  of  sin,  snd  sorrow,  springs.  And 
yet,  on  the  other  hand,  where  there  is  nt^  .eonflict,  there 
ean  be  no  conquest;  where  no  vice  assails,  virtue  can 
achieve  no  victory ;  snd  it  is,  out  of  these  iniemal  civil  wan 
— that  greatness  alone  can  arise,  these  hard-fought  gladiato- 
rial struggles  with  our  awn  nature  it  is  which  are  the  clashing 
flint  and  steel  of  time,  and  eternity,  from  which  the  Prome- 
thean spark  flies,  that  kindles  us  into  immortality. 

Nature  miety  have,  and  has,  for  the  world's  use,  always 
in  every  age  a  limited  assortment  of  ready-made  great 
men,  who,  like  Ferdinand  Cortes,  Oesner,  Cyrus,  and 
Napoleon  Bonaparte,  at  a  moment's  notice,  and  without 
any  rehearsal,  can  fill  a  great  part,  to  the  admiration  of 
posterity's  illimitable  audience,  while  men  of  mere  ambi- 
tion, without  genius,  are  rehearsing  great  parts  all  their 
lives,  without  ever  having,  or  making  an  opportunity  of 
acting  them.  But,  in  either  case,  these  are  but  the  fleet- 
ing shadows  of  Time's  magic  lantern,  vanishing  in  quick 
succession,  from  the  blank  surface  of  this  world's  whited 
sepulchre :  while  the  real  hero !— because  the  real  martyr, 
—is  the  brave  spirit  that  wars  against  its  oum  fleshly  host, 
with  its  panoply  of  belligerent  passions,  and  yet  comes  off 
victorious  I 

.  T!VliBdbcft|tdafiLisAim^;assive,  as  Luther  Momington's 
^^IV^  «k  \fti^i»d(i^\assfli^  y&.tfaft  organ, 
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ttd  IB  A  devj  fieh  tenor,  nng  the  beaniifiil  hynm  placed 
More  liiiiij — had  a  giant  aiked  him  to  lift  a  mountain 
vith  one  hand,  and  fling  it  like  a  pebble  into  the  sea,  he 
vonld  have  thought  it  a  light  and  easy  task,  compared  with 
ikat  which  he  had  imposed  upon  himselfi  and  was  so 
baidy  aeoomplishing, — yet,  as  a  single  grain  more,  we 
ne  told^  would  endanger  the  gravitation  of  the  globe ; — so 
&e  aame  infimteiimal  atom  often  endangers  the  eqnili- 
kimn  of  a  whole  world  of  moral  resolution.  And  when 
lather  had  finished  singing  the  hymn  in  a  firm  voice,  and 
kis  eyea  steadily  bent  on  the  keys  of  the  organ,  Walter 
ulockily  said: — 

''Oh  I  do  sing  that  pretty  song  you  were  singing  the 
other  morning,  when  Eve  and  I  came  into  the  drawing- 
loom  f' 

''I  don*t  know  what  song  you  mean,  Walter,^'  said  he 
hastily,  attempting  to  rise. 

^  You  said  it  was  a  Spanish  air.*' 

*'Do  let  me  hear  it  f  I  am  «o  fond  of  those  delicious 
Spaniah  airs,''  said  Beatrice,  laying  her  hand  upon  his 
strm  to  prevent  his  rising.  Indeed,  he  could  not  then 
have  got  up,  looked  her  steadily  in  the  face,  and 
firmly  refused,  had  an  empire  depended  on  it ;  so,  as  a  /y» 
«2fer,  he  played  the  acompaniment.  It  was  one  of  those 
rich,  mellow,  minor,  Alhambra,  Moorish  airs,  that  always 
remind  one  of  twilight  stealing  over  a  golden  sky,  and 
redolent  of  the  perfume  of  jessamine,  and  orange  blossom  ; 
the  extreme  tremulousness  of  Luther's  voice,  rather  added 
tOy  than  took  firom,  the  touching  plaintiveness  of  the 
mnaic,  aa  he  sighed  out,  more  than  sang,  the  following 
worda: — 

Ah  1  only  to  the  stars  above  thee, 

And  to  the  sweet  flow'rs  at  thy  feet, 
Have  I  e'er  told  how  well  1  love  thee ! — 

But  stars  and  flow'rs  are  both  discreet. 
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'«  part !— €^1 1  wGtM  we  iw'fr 

No  vow  between  ua  ©*eT  was  *p< 

Still,  on  ray  fate  thine  eyes  have  8 

A  Beal,  tbat  never  can  be  broke 


I  have  wftmiered  a; lent,— sadly  ; 

^0  word,  no  look,  betrayed  the 
TLftt  waned  within  ma  wildly — mo 

For  it's  pure  goal  waa  jtiiU — abo^ 

*  *  4^  «  ♦ 

But  hei'e  Luther^a  voice  completely  £ 

"A  thousand  tbatiks  ; — what  a  chan 
ask  you  to  give  me  that  T* 

**  But  that's  not  all  j  there  are  two 
Walter. 

"  I  forget  them/'  murmured  Luthe 
feet  J  as  if  he  bad  been  dislodged  by  aa 

"  Oh  !  1  remember  them." 

"  E^en  to  mj  God,  oi^  life'i  drear  b]« 

/  dedJeate  my  soul — my  Hfe  j 
And  thoUf  art  bonnd  to  that  stem  \ 
Which  brands  the  empi^  name  oj 

*'  Walter/'  gasped  Luther  savagely, — 
lookfi  ever  did^  or  c(/uid  killj  Walter 
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'  Bat  he  was  eat  short  by  Lather's  taming  abrapdy  to 
Jii^  Ckdrvilk^  and  saying,    as  he   extended  his  hand 

0  wish  her  good  bye, — "  Fm  already  very  late,  and — and 
— ^I  fear  we  have  encroached  sadly  upon  your  morning— 

1  only  came  to  say  good  bye/' 

"Going  so  soon?"  and  Lather's  heart  beat  high,  as 
keeompanying  this  question,  he  evidently  saw  a  shade  of 
ndness  steal  over  her  face,  but  the  next  instant  his  heart 
ilmost  stood  still,  as  he  thought,  "Oh !  but  she  would 
bsve  looked  equaUy,  if  not  more  sad,  if  one  of  her  pupils, 
ar  even  a  kitten  she  had  been  used  to,  had  been  going 
Kway/'  So  he  answered,  in  a  tolerably  steady,  though 
nither  hoarse,  voice — 

"  I  do  not  go  to  Northumberland  for  a  fortnight — ^but 
(  6ar  I  shall  not  be  able  to  have  the  pleasure  of  coming 
o^er  to  Maresco  again/' 

"  And  what  is  the  name  of  your  living  ?  " 

"Brankton — ^Brankton  Rectory/'  And  once  more, 
Xinther  held  out  his  hand,  and  from  burning  that  it  had 
bsen,  it  was  now  cold  as  death ;  and  again  he  said  "  good 
bye,"  and  this  time  he  added,  in  a  low  broken  voice, 
•'Heaven  bless  you !" 

"  Bless  and  speed  you  I"  she  replied ;  and  Walter  having 
opened  the  little  side-door  of  the  schoolroom,  that  led  out 
to  the  baths,  and  also  wished  her  good  bye,  the  next 
UKHnent,  the  door  was  closed  between  them. 

Beatrice  looked  round  the  long  empty  schoolroom,  and 
cqierienced  a  strange  unwonted  feeling  of  desertion,  and  de- 
aidation.  Involuntarily,  she  sank  down  into  the  large  easy 
chair,  in  which  she  had  been  sitting ;  involuntarily,  also, 
she  passed  her  hands  over  her  eyes,  and  thought — "  That 
poor  young  man  cannot  be  well,  to  have  a  hand  one 
minate  so  burning,  and  the  next  so  deadly  cold/'  And 
then,  quite  involuntarily,  nay,  unconsciously,  she  said  aloud, 
as  she  rose  up,  and  slowly  walked  down  the  room,  in  order 
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to  go  Up  stairs  to  Mabel,  her  eyes 
elbow  in  tfac  palm  of  her  left  hat 
oil  that  of  her  right — 

"Well,  what  a  happy  thing  it 
day,  some  one  to  look  so  kiodJy  at 
YOU  !  as  if  he  really  meant  iV  '* 
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lining  t|at  t|m  is  samhm  ^ama  among 
C^ielres,  M  mlrtr  among  Pistrs. 

oe's  two  hmgnages.  Squire,  that's  nnivenal,  the  language  of 
e,  and  the  language  of  money ;  the  gala  onderatand  the  one ; 
I  the  men  onderatand  the  other,  all  the  wide  world  oyer, 
m  Canton  to  Niagara.  I  no  sooner  showed  him  the  half- 
lar,  than  it  walked  into  his  pocket  a  plaguy  sight  quicker 
la  it  will  walk  out,  I  guess." 

Sak  Slick's  "ATTAcni." 

THEB  and  Walter,  retraced  their  steps  back, 
to  Field-Flenry,  in  as  profound  a  state  of  silence 
as  if  they  had  each  been  alone,  and  a  hundred 
I  asonder.  The  boy's  restless  thoughts  speeding  on 
linipns  of  the  white  winged  birds,  as  they  cleft  the  air, 
skimmed  the  blue  hyaline  of  that  world  of  waters, 
s  he  tamed  his  eyes  towards  the  beach  in  a  strenuoos 
t  after  that  contentment  in  his  actual  state,  which 
rice  had  been  trying  to  instill  into  him  all  the  morning. 
h  effort,  alas  I  terminated  in  his  only  changing  the 
e  of  his  discontent,  by  inwardly  exclaiming,  as  hi» 

»L.  III.  N 
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clenched  hand  hit  the  air  a  harmless  blow^  bat  descended 
on  his  own  knee  with  a  severe  one ;  while  he  kicked  an  un- 
offending, and  very  beautiful  branch  of  fine  sea-weed  back 
into  its  native  element. 

''  Well,  if  I  belong  to  nobody,  and  have  no  place  in  the 
world,  why  don't  they  let  me, — (at  least  my  grandmother, 
and  the  superior  will  she  is  always  mysteriously  alluding 
to,  as  being  in  authority  over  her,)  why  ?  I  say,  can't  they 
send  me  to  sea,  and  let  me  swim  through  the  world  in  my 
own  way  ?  as  many  a  fellow  has  done  before  me,  and  not 
leave  me,  like  this  piece  of  sea-weed,  to  rot,  high,  and  dry, 
in  this  stranded  state  ?  If  I  hadn't  given  Lady  Gemmt 
my  gold  Jacobus, — but  I  couldn't  revise,  when  she  asked 
me  for  it, — I  would  have  sold  it  to  Paul  Windsor ;  I'm  sure 
he  would  have  given  me  a  guinea  for  it,  as  they  say  it's 
worth  two ;  and  I'd  have  gone  down  to  Pencridge,  and 
made  my  grandmother  tell  me  who  it  was,  that  had  power 
to  send  me  to  a  public  school,  or  to  keep  me  from  it." 

So  the  boy,  as  he  rose  higher,  and  higher,  into  the  clouds 
in  the  balloon  of  Aspiration,  flung  out  in  quick  succession, 
the  ballast  of  patience  and  resignation,  till  he  became  com- 
pletely at  the  mercy  of  the  currents,  and  counter-currents, 
of  imagination.  Not  so  the  man ;  he  never  once  even  raised 
his  eyes  from  the  ground ;  his  discontent  was  no  vague 
yearning,  it  was  a  dark  and  heavy  sorrow,  and  that  always 
turns  to  a  divining  rod,  and  is  for  seeking  the  hidden 
source  either  of  the  bitter  waters  of  the  Marah,  from  whence 
its  cup  has  been  filled,  or  of  some  brighter,  and  purer,  spring; 
to  slake  the  burning  thirst  of  its  "  fitful  fever." 

"  Surely,  Surely  ;^'  burst  from  Luther's  suffering,  strug- 
gling spirit,  over  his  desolate  heart,  like  to  the  wail  of  ten 
thousand  exiles,  departing  from  a  razed,  and  ruined  city, 
so  concrete,  and  concentrated,  was  his  agony.  **  Surely,  it 
never  caYihe  ^^j^roved  by  Omnipotence,  that  so  many  Hagars 
xn  ftiesW^e  ol  dJ\a\\Jci.«\\^^<K^\siy^  turned  out 


QB,   ▲  PBBSON  OF  CONIBQtTSNCE.  179 

iwmderen  throngli  this  worid's  wilderness:  so 
MBsy  lost  Pleiads  of  immortal  souls,  thrust  from  oat  their 
ttUtSy  into  the  mistjr  Nebulae  of  an  illimitable  void  I  No 
10,  M o !  the  Heavens  above,  the  earth  beneath,  the  waters 
mAat  the  earth,  the  universal  air,  all  Creation  answers.  No  ! 
Mf  more  than  He  approved,  though  He  permitted,  the 
iBfolt  of  the  angels,  and  Lucifer's  daik  victory. 

^No,  man  has,  and  can  have,  no  right,  no  warrant,  to 

hri  his  twin  co-heir  of  immortality.  Woman !  adown  the 

bmot  of  his  tyranny,  and  engalf  her  in  the  whirlpool  of 

iii  career,  there,  for  ever  to  lose  her  own  identity  and  her 

jBwn  volition.    No  wonder,  that  under  such  an  unhallowed 

iiqpensation,  the  land  should  reek  with  vice  in  high  places ; 

Oat  our  Law-makers,  are  our  most  flagrant  Law-breakers, 

%ttd  that,  among  the  magnates  deputed  toadminister  them, 

toe  men  whose  lives  might  have    dyed  Babylon  with  a 

deqper  red,  and  have  added  another  taint,  to  the  cities  of 

the  plain  1    The  old  Mosaic  law  was  hard,*  cruel,  and  one- 

*  At  aU  evcnta,  in  all  Jodtta  a  jadge  oonld  not  have  been  found 
to  decide  as  the  Chief  Baron  did,  in  the  recent  case  of  Johnson, 
iwmit  Sumner,  that,  '*Iv  ▲  HUSBurD  had  £10,000  ▲  tbab, 
£StOO  IS  BKOUOH  70B  THB  wiFB !"  a  tariff  that  has  always  been 
^frmetiealfy  carried  oat  in  "  Moral  England,"  but  sow,  it  is  judi- 
4Aallj  proclaimed  from  thb  housb  tops,  and  tiki$J  is  the  nrst- 
Aidts  of  that  blasjfhemons  jugf^le — "  The  Matrimonial  Causes 
3K1L"    But  as,  saje  in  the  exceptional  case  of  f[[oano,  no  ffood 


can  proceed  from  corruption,  all  who  know  the  source  of  the 
Itatrimonial  Causes  Bill,  cannot  be  surprised  at  any  amount  of 
kdquitj  which  may  arise  from  it.  The  most  direct  of  which  will 
be^  that  women  will  not  henceforth  even  have  the  forlorn  hope  of 
the  vordict  of  a  jury,  for  now  that  this  poisoned,  and  treacher- 
mmtt  ecclesiastical  oliTC-branch  has  been  extended  to  them,  the 
Tenple  of  Janus  at  Lincoln's  Ian,  and  Westminster  Hall,  will  be 
more  hermetically  closed  than  ever,  and  Horsehair,  and  Humbug, 
Minn  in  autocratic  triumph.  Then,  as  a  sort  of  after-piece  or 
Esne,  to  the  Tragedy  of"  The  Matrimonial  Causes  Bill,''^  thoueh 
pceeeding  it  in  date,  comes  the  next  great  legal  Juggle  of  tue 
am— Bated  over,  by  the  same  Hierarcny  as  the  Divorce  Bill, 
sm,  *'  The  Law  Amendment  Society,'*  Article  6,  of  which,  by 
attowing  female  married  slaves  to  be  responsible  for  their  own 


ISO 


vat  WOULD  AND  a: 


lided  eocugh,  to  satisfy  all  kumti 
Baviour  of  the  world  su  branded  it 
prot{!ct  vice,  and  satiate  inhuman  v 

"  In  old  Judsea,  men  were  conten 
ing  Heaven's  commandnientj  anc 
but  nee  repudiated,  their  victims 
tered  to  the  ^larital  Juggernaut 
saerifioer^  to  be  driven  over  in  all  fc 
during  the  rest  of  their  unnatural 
lives.  Oh  I  Truth,  oh  !  Chanty, 
eitabliahed  on  earth,  Christianity  ] 
out/' 

Yes,  men  in  Luther  Momingtor 
pour  leur  paroisBes,  ean  &ee  the  h 
its  deformity,  and  feel  its  peatileni 
festerinir  their  vitak.  But  for  oi: 
that  is,  for  one  singk-minded  Ch 
are  fifty  Sir  Fulke  Clairvilles,  and 
ji:«'s  I  men  who  have  no  principles 
have  innumenible  passions,  carryi 
of  vices,  and  great  taleuts;  whi 

L-on tracts,  bestow b  on  them  an  tniitp^ 
blf  to  pnson-inearcerntion,  a  i^larioi 
harred  from,  under  the  old  »yatem  of 
Article  7  contain  a  iLe  Pith,  and  Marr 
ia  the  concentrated  qutute^tjenue  of 
eiemplary  f  quity»  for  which  Bome  of 
ao  fanned ;  for  it  prOTide*  that  a  bui 
fxct^d  the  amount  of  fortune  he  had  ^ 
man  with  £1D»00(J  a  jear  marries  a  ff: 
to  every  luiEurj*  haa  nothing  ;  ana 
f?i/iliion  in  moral  £n inland,  he  chooftea 
jC1i\<XJ0  a  year  to  wallow  in  CTery  vit 
towards  the  support  of  a  woman  who 
only  £300  or  £30(>  a  year,  he,  is  only 
his  £10,(XMJ !  which  at  once  reduces  th^ 
Baron'a,  iniquitous   Veto.      Oh  J    V 
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{■U  by  principle^  tnd  tmr^penerated  by  feeling,  are  ever 
|k  itenii,  and  eketiie  power,  of  T^ranny^  Injustice,  and 
mnnifCT.  Truly  says  Dr.  Livingstone,  ''It  is  mojul 
laoenna  that-  ws  want/'  And  that  we  are  likely  to 
mat,  for  at  katt,  the  next  two  generations. 

They  had  quitted  the  yellow  sands  of  Beechcroft,  turned 
fcra  the  lane  that  led  to  Field-Fleury,  and  cleared  the  last 
MOg,  which  brought  them  to  the  Priory  fields,  when  the 
1^1^  of  the  sehool-houscp  effectually  destroyed  all  Walter's 
afcial  castles.    So,  being  the  first  to  break  silence,  he 

"Are  you  going  to  the  Manor  V^ 
■   **  No,  I'm  gobg  into  the  town;  at  least  asfaras  ltsout'0 
Sbarf,  to  read  the  papers.'' 

''As  to-day  is  a  holiday^  may  I  go  withyou  ?" 
*•  Certainly." 

AigBm  they  relapsed  into  silence,  Luther  returning  to  his 
own  train  of  thought,  as  far  as  it  bore  upon  his  own 
cmUing  wound,  and  Beatrice.  Oh  yes,  Beatrice  I  he 
fMmpassionated,  with  all  the  energies  of  his  whole  being, 
mnrtal,  and  immortal;  but  how  few  men,  unless  they  have 
a  Beatrice,  or  an  Egeria,  woofing  the  weft  of  their  own  life's 
tiwue;  think  or  care  about  the  myriads  of  flawed  fates — 
ihb  legion  of  desolate  deserted  women;  who,  every  lonely 
fliqp  they  take,  through  the  world's  intricate  and  treacher- 
ooa  mase,  are  obliged,  in  order  not  to  lose  themselves,  and 
■eenratdy  define  the  right  path,  to  strew  the  way,  with 
tbeir  cver-crumbliDg  feelings ;  the  fragments,  in  fact,  of 
tlMir  own  hearts,  as  the  children  in  the  Fairy  Tale,  strewed 
the  wood  with  crumbs. 

Had  any  one  put  Luther's  thoughts  into  words,  and 
pven  those  words  a  voice,  their  import  (more  especially  if 
made  clear,  and  their  essence  extracted  by  a  commentary) 
night  have  startled  him ;  for,  as  Monsieur  Jourdin  had 
been  in  happy  ignorance  of  his  own  talent  for  speaking 
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prose  all  Iub  life^  till  the  fact  ivbs  pointed  out  to  him  by 
his  friends,  so  we  all,  more  or  less,  go  on  thinking,  and 
feeling  heresies,  without  being  aware  of  our  delinqnencieai 
till  they  reeoil  upon  us,  barbed  like  poisoned  arrows,  {nm 
the  tongues  of  others.  Just  as  we  may  live  all  our  lives  in 
an  apparently  most  dull,  and  uninteresting,  country  town, 
or  most  dirty  and  insignificant  country  village ;  and  ignore 
not  only  the  historical  facts,  and  archaeological  treasures  it 
possesses ;  but  even,  that  the  scenery  is  a  paradise,  and  the 
social  agrimeng  and  resources,  peculiarly  adapted  to  ''  per- 
sons of  weak  health  and  cultivated  minds,''  till  we  stumble 
upon  some  guide-book,  or  topographical  work,  which  with- 
draws the  curtain  from  before  the  magic  rnirn^,  and 
reveals  all  these  unsuspected  wonders  I  to  our  astonished 
gaze. 

But  the  curtain  was  still  before  Luther's  mental  mirror, 
and  he  only  knew  his  own  thoughts,  and  his  own  sufferings ; 
nor  were  the  latter  much  assuaged  on  reaching  the  reading- 
room;  for,  in  the  very  first  paper  he  took  up  ("The 
Times/'  of  course),  there  was  an  announcement  that  the 
following  week  Sir  Fulke  Clairville  was  to  take  the  chair 
at  the  annual  dinner  in  aid  of  The  Commercial  Travellers' 
Schools,  and  then  ensued  an  elaborate  puff,  about  the 
learned  judge  having  been  always  foremost  in  the  ranks  of 
"  progress/'  (there  is  a  downward,  as  well  as  an  onward 
progress,)  terminating  in  ^  fanfaronnade  of  all  he  had  done 
for  jurisprudence !  science  !  literature  !  and  social  ameli- 
oration !" 

Venice  is  said  to  be  going  fast ;  because  it  is  built  upon 
rotten  piles.  Oh,  England  !  turn  aside  for  one  moment, 
in  the  hour  of  thine  insolence ;  and  ask  thyself  if  rotten 
puffs  are  one  whit  a  more  stable  foundation  ?  And  yet, 
verily,  till  thou  dost  open  thine  eyes,  and  lay  the  first  truth, 
of  T)t.  LvNm^low^^a  MORAL  progress;  thou  hast  norm 
other. 
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WcB  9itf§r-TboamM  k  Kempu: 
^MdUM  eat  mode  pargare  peecata,  et  yitia -reaeeafe, 
■m  in  Ibtomm,  porganda  reaervare.'^* 
■ImAtBt  flnng  the  paper  from  him,  with  a  movement  of 
iBOiitioOable  diaguat,  and  took  up  another.  Whileheread 
,v  Waller  aiood  at  the  ahop-door,  eonveraing  with  Mr. 
the  librarian,  upon  that  one,  and  only,  national  topic 
for  all  elaaaea — the  weather.  He  had  just 
to  Walter  the  pleasing  intelligence,  that  it  wn 
nmarlnbly  fine  day^  to  which  Walter  had  nnheaitatingly 
HDted;  a%  indeed,  he  cotdd  not  do  otherwise,  having 
mam  to  that  oondusion,  and  entertained  the  same  opinion, 
■r  ainoe  eight  o'clock  that  morning.  While  they  were 
ma  bavometeriiing,  they  saw  Paul  Windsor  emerge  from 
ae  of  the  numerous  passages,  or  ^^  courts,''  as  they  were 
iIlMly  in  which  the  main  street  of  Twaddleton  abounded. 
I0  was  walking  at,  for  him,  a  rapid  pace,  but  could  not 
■iat  atopping,  as  usual,  to  root  with  his  stick  in  a  heap  of 
dibiah,  collected  at  one  side  of  the  pavement,  just  oppo* 
ita  to  the  hall-door  of  Mr.  Quirker  Larpent,  the  wine. 
iesEeihant;  while,  before  the  ground-floor  windows  of  the 
ame  house,  stood  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  De  Musty,  read-» 
Ig^  bom  the  gilt  letters  on  the  wire-Uinds,  the  exhilarating 
■Booncement  of 


-Old  Bees' TTmg  Port.' 

White  ditto. 

Old  Nutty  Sherry. 

Dry  ditto. 

Brown  ditto. 

Golden  ditto. 

Madeira. 

Marsala. 

Teneriffe. 

Sack. 

Champagne. 


Laffitte. 

Ch&teau  Margot 

Chambertiu. 

C6te  E6ti. 

Coffnac. 

Ola  Jamaica  Bum. 

Hollanda. 

Kinahan's  LL  Whisky. 

Hock. 

Sauteme. 


^  i.^.  It  ifl  better  now  to  cleanse  ourselTes  of  our  sins,  and  to 
op  off  our  yiccs,  than  to  reienre  them  to  be  cleansed  at  some  fu- 
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Aa  the  correspondent  of  "The 
r^dj  and  drauk  in,  (alas  !  only  wit 
tnur  of  ail  these  vintages,  the  pro 
Quirker  Larpent  himself,  app€are< 
having  somewhat  of  the  side  fenci 
cousin  Terps,  he  forthwith  stuck  hi 
tion^  rapidly  and  promiscuously »  i 
tings  De  Musty,  much  after  the  same 
that  that  gentleman  himself^  stuck 
leaden  inkstand^  after  having  invent 
last  fm(  accomjiiij  for  his  "  Gossip, 
Political,'*  for  "The  LrvERPOOL 
two  minutes  between  the  Scylla  of 
Charybdis  of  a  postponement  remaii 
terrut^atory  notes  upon  the  part  of  W 
Hastings  De  Musty  slightly  raised 
thing  about  "  as  ivell  to  get  the  six 
fur  Tompkins  here.'*  But  ihts,  \ 
ostentatiously  not  intended  for  J 
then  gracefully  advancing,  as  if  he 
idea  w/wj  and  what,  the  "  Gent"  i 
doorway  was ;  and  gingUnghis  own 
ser-pocket,  the  luminary  of  the  Ta 

"  Could  you  have  the  kindness  t 
to  Matchlock  House  ?  a  friend  of 
town,  Mr*  Roger  Quirker^  has  enti 
eammission  for  a  lady  there ;  and 
town  by  the  quarter- past  four  tj 
execute  it  as  soon  as  possible. 

Now  the  fact  was,  that  though  ^ 
or  impediment/'  nor  any  one,  nor 
to  prevent  Mr.Quirker,  and  Miss  Jet 
together  in  holy  matrimony  ;  ^'  not 
did  \\e  iefc\,\.VutGu^^l\iu^ed  into  ' 
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I  had  alio  an  intaitiye  perception,  that  theproba- 
atate  of  ocynrtahipy  in  "  lengthened  sweetness  long 
i€nt/*mB  the  solitary  chance  of  Ait  life,  for  throwing 
him  a  mirage  of  sentimental  mystery,  and  invest- 
■g  Um  with  a  degree  of  romantic  interest,  not  easily 
■quired  from  his  own  engromng  profession,  or  even  from 
ke  FUttm  aqua  of  a  solicitor's  office.  Consequently, 
MliiillistiiiHliiig  the  reiterated  remonstrances  of  the  fair 
HmjuITis,  who  had  pointed  ont,  over,  and  over,  again, 
ths  feaorfial  peril  she  was  exposed  to  in  the  close  vicinity 
rf  Maichloek  House  to  *' those  odious  barracks,'^  and 
^Htme  limbs/'  as  she  somewhat  anatomically  designated 
Ihs  oAeers  of  the  Cherrypant  Hussars — (and,  of  course, 
m  a  cavalry  regiment,  horses  included,  there  were  a  great 
■■ny  limbs);  and,notwithstanding,  also,  that  she  had  given 
Um  more  than  one  annual  hint,  that  owing  to  the  aforesaid 
ahnoiious  vicinity,  "Time*'  was  not  only  "  thinning  her 
lowing  hair,''  but  herself;  and  besides  her  ringlets,  hand- 
UDa,  or  at  least,  mouthfulls  of  her  reputation,  were  also 
vanishing,  still  Terps  remained  inexorable,  appearing  to 
be  quite  of  Werter's  opinion,  (as  enacted  at  the  Porte 
St.  Martin),  that "  the  whole  charm  of  this  courtship,  con- 
■sled  in  its  never  coming  to  anything/' 

So  he  went  on,  week  irfter  week,  and  year  after  year, 
laying  little  shilling  and  halfcrown  votive-offerings  on 
her  ahrine,  from  the  Lowther  Arcade,  or  the  Baker  Street 
Basaar,  and  at  Christmas  launching  out  as  far  as  two- 
pounds,  three  pounds,  and  even  five  pounds,  and  waylaying 
aD  the  "  gents  "  of  his  acquaintance  who  happened  to  be 
going  within  a  hundred  miles  of  Twaddleton,  to  take  charge 
of  these  '*  trifles,  light  as  air,''  for  his  lady>love ;  but  better 
even  than  all  this,  was  the  legitimate  excuse,  these  unblown 
ovange-blossoms,  this  honeymoon  in  abeyance,  gave  him ; 
btf  as  he  expressed  it,  ^^  Avinff  a  oliday  from  Friday  p.m. 
m  Monday  M.M." 


186  THE  WORLD   AND   HIS   WIFE  ; 

The  bride  elect,  on  her  side,  was  not  without  the  phi* 
losophy  of  necessity,  and,  therefore,  "  sought  in  many,'* 
not  exactly  "  all  she  ha^  lost,''  but  all  she  could  not 
manage  to  secure,  in  One,  and  so  had  surrounded  herself 
with  a  sort  of  small  change ;  for  Terps,  in  a  menagerie  of 
nasty,  troublesome,  contemptible  little  animals,  consisting 
of  a  white  mouse,  two  aver-de-vats,  a  tomtit,  a  tame 
hedgehog,  and  a  dropsical  guinea-pig,  and  to  all  these  she 
had  recently  added  a  squirrel.  It  was  owing  tp  this  last, 
that  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  De  Musty  had,  on  the  present 
occasion,  been  appointed  ambassador-extraordinary  ;  for 
thinking  the  old  revolving  machinery  of  a  squirrel's  cage 
quite  beneath  the  scientific  strides  of  the  present  century, 
Terps  had  caused  to  be  made,  by  the  original  inventor,  a 
miniature  baby-jumper,  to  be  suspended  in  the  cage  of  the 
fair  Jacyntha's  last  pet ;  and  this  triumph  at  once  of  genius, 
and  of  gallantry  it  was,  that  he  had  now  deputed  the 
Own  Correspondent  of  "  The  Liverpool  Allioth  "  to 
present,  with  his  credentials,  at  Matchlock  House. 

No  sooner  had  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  De  Musty  annomi- 
ced  his  mission,  and  bespoken  Mr.  Larpent^s  good  oflSces 
to  put  him  in  the  way  that  he  should  go,  than  that  gen- 
tleman, who  had  drunk  in,  every  syllable  of  the  soliloquy 
about  Tomkins  and  the  six  dozens  of  nutty  sherry,  as  he 
hoped  in  his  secret  soul,  Tomkins  might  ere  long  drink  in 
the  sherry,  replied  with  great  bonhomie — 

*'  Oh,  indeed  !  Terps  Quirker  is  my  cousin ;  as  you 
have  to  return  by  the  quarter-past  five  train,  perhaps, 
sir,  you  will  allow  me  to  ofier  you  a  family  dinner,  if 
our  country  hour  of  two  o'clock,  is  not  too  early  for  you  ?  " 

But  as  on  the  chapter  of  dinners,  good,  bad,  and  indiffe- 
rent (though,  of  course,  he  preferred  the  former,  and  showed 
least  toleration  of  all,  to  the  second),  nothing  could  be 
mote  ami^XA^  o\A\^\i^  and  accommodating  than  the  fa- 
brication ot  WU  lot  ^^'l^^\i\s^^Kft^^\.VvM^<\TH;'*  he 
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ikm  nally  hospitftble  iuvitation  with  alacrity, 
■nd  oqpped  his  anoit,  by  holding  oat|  if  not  the  right  hand 
of  feUowahip,  at  least  diat  of  penny-a-linenhip,  and  aay- 
mg,  ^jwi  are  Tery  kind*'' 

'^  Pm  lorei  I  shall  be  most  happy/' 
,  This  point  settled,  Quirker  Larpent,  with  sondry  jokes 
■boot  Terps^  not  being  of  opinion,  that ''  Happy  is  the 
wooing  thaf  a  not  long  a  doing/'  told  him  he  had  only 
to  go  stimight  np  the  High  Street,  then  turn  to  the  left, 
and  aflcr  that,  take  the  first  turning  to  his  right,  up  a 
streety  which  would  lead  him  to  the  barracks, 
when  he  saw  those,  he  could  not  fail  to  see  Match- 
Hoose,  iriiich  overiooked  them. 

''Bat,"  added  Quirker  Larpent,  lowering  his  voice, 
and  drawing  him  into  the  passage,  as  he  pointed  to 
Slanl  Windsor's  bent  figure  rooting  in  the  rubbish,  from 
vUcfa  he  had  just  fished  out  the  renmant  of  a  fish's 
bead,  the  debris  of  some  more  pampered  Grimalkin's 
Inncheon,  which  he  thought  would  do  admirably  for 
Scratch.  ''  But,  were  you  to  give  that  old  fellow  sixpence^ 
he  would  show  you  the  way,  and  though  you  see  him  pur- 
loining the  offal  out  of  the  gutter,  he  could  put  his  name 
to  a  cheque  for  fifty-thousand  pounds,  as  easily  as  you 
could  drink  a  glass  of  wine.  He  is  one  of  the  greatest 
eorioaities  of  Twaddleton ;  his  name  is  Windsor— Paul 
Windsor." 

"Oh,  indeed!  So  thai  is  old  Windsor,  the  miser,  of 
whom  I  have  so  often  heard,"  said  Mr.  Warren  Hastings 
de  Musty;  and,  as  he  waa  delighted  at,  at  length,  finding 
die  long-wished-for  opportunity  of  scraping  acquaintance 
with  a  man,  who  had  scraped  together  so  much  glittering 
dross,  out  of  the  filthiest,  he,  therefore,  begged  he  might 
not  detain  Mr.  Larpent  any  longer;  and,  as  Mrs.  Quirker 
Larpent  was  not  a  woman  quietly  to  submit  to  having 
diains,  rings,  .and  mustachios,  indiscriminately  let  loose 
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upon  €o\d  muttoOj  pickles,  and  a  t 
her  ^oso  was  not  8orr>%  to  be  able 
femon  of  the  bold  and  iinauthorizi 
and  atone  for  it,  by  the  immedial 
salmon,  a  lobster,  and  a  couple  of 
ipective  of  a  new  bonnet*  So,  pu 
cloth-door,  that  divided  the  hall 
merely  Dodded  his  adieux,  saying— 

"Well,  then,  at  two,  we  shall  ha\ 
you  ?'* 

**  I  beg  your  pardon^  Bir/'  said  1 
very  blandest  tone,  '^  but,  could  yo- 
&id  any  one  to  show  me  the  way  t 
shaJl  be  happy  to  remunerate  him  3 

"Eh  !  eh  1"  said  the  old  man, 
perpendicular,  and  affecting  not  t 
the  speech,  which  was  all  be  did  ca 
you  the  way  myself,  sir/^ 

"  Vm  sure,  you  are  very  good ;  1 
you  too  mtich  troubk  V^ 

"No,  no — no  trouble — though 
had  without  trouble  f*  and  then,  ] 
the  uufrafcrant  piscatory  fragment 
ing  that  it,  perbaps,  required  mm 
sons  who  were  not  amateurs  of  ai 
he  added,  with  a  forced  cbucklcj  b< 

"Hal  ha  I  ha!   I  keep  a  cat/' 

"  Oh  I  indeed,  sir !"  said  the  "  C 
such  a  well-modulated  voice,  as  li 
aurpriae  at  the  extravagance,  or  ad 
lence,  of  this  announcement  most  \ 

"Bavcuous  things,  cats!  raven 
tiously  fond  offish  i" 

addicted  l(i  xXi^iSR,  ^tvt^vw^  ^^^tafc* 
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*  And  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  de  Musty 
Mil^ied  as  mneh,  as  if  this  line  of  Horaoey  had  nefor  been 
■■de  whipper-in  to  the  same  pun  befwe;  and  then  gliding, 
a  befifta  an  ''  Own  Correspondent/'  from  gay^  to  grave, 
m  added^  with  a  profonnd  sigh,  ''It's  well  to  be  a  cat, 
m  dog,  or  any  thing,  daring  all  these  terrible  monetary 

''  Sh  I  what  I  any  more  of  them  J"  asked  the  old  man, 
II  great  alarm. 

**.Tca — Silverihom's  bank,  at  .     It  was  only 

tfifigiaphccl  to  me  here,  half  an  hour  ago.'' 

/^  Sir  I  sir  I"  gasped  Paul  Windsor,  as  he  dutched  his 

^pnpasuon's  arm  with  a  convulsive  grasp,  while  his  eye- 

baDa  revolved,  as  if  he  had  been  seized  wi^  an  epileptic  fit. 

^Oood  Heavens  !  sir,  you  are  ill  I     I  hope  you  had  no 

mnej  in  Silverihom's  bank  ?" 

^/  have  money  in  a  .bank  I  No — no  I  /  have  no 
maatey  in  banks— or  any  where  else ;  but — ^but  I  know  a 
poncm  who  had  a  few  of  Silverthom's  notes,  and  who  tried 
to  be  rid  of  them  this  very  morning;  for  he  very  sensibly 
hates  those  paper  rags.  They  may  be  torn,  burnt,  blown 
away,  lost,  or  a  thousand  thiugs.  Gold! — gold  is  the 
lUag  I     Those  who  have  it  should  never  part  with  it !" 

"A  most  sensible  observation,  sir,"  eulogized  Mr.  War- 
ren Hastings  De  Musty. 

''But,''  resumed  the  old  man,  suddenly  stopping,  and 
laying  one  skinny,  grimy  talon-like  hand  on  the  glossy, 
bmd  cloth,  of  the  "  Own  Correspondenf  s^'  sleeve,  and, 
datching  at  it,  as  he  lowered  his  voice  into  an  agitated 
^ramble : — ''  Oblige  me,  by  not  hinting  to  any  one  else,  as 
yon  go  through  the  town,  the  stoppage  of  Silverthom's 
bank;  because — because — you  see,  other  people  have  mo- 
ney in  it — and  it  will  frighten  them." 

''  Very  kind  and  considerate  of  you,  sir,  I'm  sure.  Still, 
they  must  hear  it  sooner  or  later." 


■ 

I0i                      TUB    WOELD   AK0    B 

^H 

'*Ay — Boouer   or  kter  ! — »ooi 
Paul,  chewing  his  wordsj  that  hi 
loB€  the  habit,  or  at  least  the  pow 

"  Bat,  don't  you  know,  that  th 

^H 

s 

makes  ali  the  difference  of  ertnjih 
**  Most  true,  sir,  and  the  purv 
Liverpool  Alhoth,^  thought  thia  \ 
vid  a  diatribe  against  the  bistab 
and  of  provincial  banks  in  part 

^^^^H 

r€coinn)etidation  of  that  cxeepti< 
'The  West  Middlesex  Doem  an< 

^^^^^^^^^1 

he  did,  by  announcing,  that  it  wa 

■ 

4 

upoti  which  the  whole  world  migl 
their  faith,  aad  their  capital;  th< 

then  paying  thirty  per  cent,^' 

The  old  man   again   stopped, 
imall  cunning  twinkling  eyes^  th 
periodical  literature,  and  uu limit 
from  head  to  foot ;  and  then,  wit 
opinion  upon  the  result  of  this  gu 
"  Ah,  and  how  long  will  it  pay 
per  cent,,  or  even  one  per  eent.T' 

^^^^^^^^^^1 

"i 

To  this,  Mr.  Wan-en  Hastings  ; 

^H 

I 

mated,  that  the  West  Middlesex  D 
be  safe  till  the  Poles  were  rent  a 
auraption  to  guarantee  it  beyond  \ 
do  so. 

H 

IM 

Whereupon,  the  old  man  onee  ' 
ing  his  head  several  tinies,  slowl 
dorscd  his  scepticism,  by  poundin 
down  on  the  pavement,  and  saying 

"  No,  no  !  donH  tell  me  j  there 
depositing  money/* 

By  l\i\%  charade  eu  actwtti,  he  a 
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b;  tuid  this  brought  them  to  the  foot  of  the  steep 
stncty  eslled  Matchlock  Street;  and,  just  as  they 
mn  about  to  ascend  it,  from  a  small  public-house  at  the 
sot  of  it,  issued  John  Palfryman,  with  a  rent-book,  and 
«Bdl  in  his  hand*  He,  as  the  reader  may  remember, 
^fng  the  landlord  of  the  houses  tenanted  by  Mrs.  Fowkes 
pd  Fanl  Windsor,  in  Well-Close;  and  that  morning  he 
MS  engaged  in  collecting  his  rents. 

«  Ha  I  ha  I  Mr.  Windsor,^  ssid  he,  advancing,  and  bar- 
iag  lihe  old  man's  passsge ; ''  Now,  Fve  caught  you ;  and 
WfQ,  and  I,  don't  part  till  I've  got  my  rent ;  for  you  and 
|ba»  Vowfces,  are  more  trouble  to  me  than  all  my  other 
pwnta  put  together;  and  it  isn't  as  if  it  was  a  matter  of 
pifly  but  it  is  one  of  wont;  and  for  that,  I  have  but  two 
nsnedies,  shall,  and  must." 

.-"Tm,  ta  1  here's  a  to-do  about  nothing,  Mr.  Palfryman. 
Wkff  I  was  on  my  way  to  pay  you  your  rent,  when  this 
jprtlmnan  caused  me  to  turn  back  with  him ;  by  asking 
■a  to  ahow  him  the  way  to  Matchlock  House." 

•»Ay,  ay;  tell  that  to  'the  Bed  Lion,'  Mr.  Windsor," 
■id  the  hmdlord,  jerking  his  thumb  over  his  right  shoulder, 
St  the  sign  of  the  public-house,  out  of  which,  he  had  just 
isaned;  and,  perhaps,  if  he's  hungry,  he  may  swallow  it; 
but  it's  rather  too  big  a  one  for  me." 

^'  To  show  you  that  I  am  in  earnest ;  if  you  have  got 
neh  a  thing  as  a  stamp  abouf  you,  as  soon  as  I  have  seen 
diis  gentleman  to  the  top  of  the  hill,  and  left  him  at 
Matchlock  House,  I'll  return,  and  pay  you  in  the  tap-room 
of 'The  Bed  Lion.'  ^ 

''Of  course,  X  have  got  a  stamp  about  me;  and  if  I 
hadn't,  I  could  easily  get  one;  but  I  know  what  that 
Means.  As  soon  as  you  get  up  yonder,  you'll  give  me  the 
slip." 

'^  Now,  if  it  were  not  for  leaving  this  gentleman  stand- 
ing in  the  street,  I'd  go  in  now,  and  make  you  sign  your 
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own    name    to    a    recantation    of    your    onjuat    snspi- 
cionB/' 

''  Pray^  don't  mind  me/'  put  in  Warren  Hastings  Be 
Musty.  ''  As  Matchlock  Hotise  is  at  the  top  of  this  street, 
I  can  easily  find  my  way  now,  without  troubling  you  any 
further.  But  if^  sir,  you  should  think  better  of  '  The 
West  Middlesex  Doem  and  Cookem/  or  felt  inclined  tQ 
recommend  it  to  any  of  your  friends,  here  is  my  London 
address.''  And,  on  his  card,  the  director  delicately,  and 
dexterously,  placed,  in  the  solid  circle  of  a  shilling,  twel?e 
lines  of  "  social,  literary,  and  political  gossip." 

''  No  occasion  for  that,"  muttered  the  old  man,  hastily 
and  nervously,  however,  clutching  the  coin,  and  transfer- 
ring it  with  credible  legire-de-main  to  his  pocket ;  while 
the  card  he  still  held,  en  evidence,  in  his  left  hand,  and  said 
he  would  consider  about  it.  But  as,  Uke  aU  disappointed 
persons,  whether  the  disappointment  arises  from  a  great  or 
Ji  trivial  cause,  or  inculpates  a  mighty,  or  a  mean,  conse- 
quence, Mr.  Warren  Hastings  De  Musty  was  sure  to  walk 
listlessly,  and  leisurely,  up  the  hill  leading  to  "  Miss  Wor- 
rybones^  Establishment,"  we  will  take  our  chance  of  coming 
up  with  him,  and  for  a  few  minutes  follow  Paul  Windsor 
and  his  landlord  into  what  was  called  the  summer-parlour 
of  '  The  Red  Lion ;'  where  sat  Farmer  Jenkins,  the  proge- 
nitor of  the  intelligent  "  help"  at  the  Manor,  who  had 
wasted  on  Mr.  Sejeter's  outward  man,  that  beverage  which 
he  so  much  preferred  imbibing  internally.  At  their  en- 
trance, the  farmer  rose,  and  was  about  to  withdraw. 

''  No  Occasion  to  go,  neighbour,"  said  Palfryman,  press- 
ing him  down  again  into  his  seat. 

"  On  the  contrfliry—  if  you  stay,"  added  he,  with  a  wink, 
"you  may  see  a  raree-show,  free  gratis  for  nothing;  no 
less  than  Mr.  Windsor,  who  was  looking  for  me,  running 
all  ovet  t\\G  t.own  distracted,  to  find  me,  in  order  to  pay  me 
\i\8  Tent  •,  ^^o\3!W  «wci  iWi?  %  ^Q^5^.^^^«^s^J^^ck&  ^  tenant." 
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''WeD,  10  'tit,  neighbour;  and  oi  ahonld  jistkxike  drive 
«f  pigB  fmm/B  maricet,''  laughed  Jenkins,  taking  another 
fiin  at  the  mng  of  cyder  before  him. 

Faal  hatened,  but  he  did  not  laugh ;  for  all  the  wont 
aie    aolemnj  firom   avarice  and  lost,  down  to 


'^  Write  a  receipt/'  said  he  cardy  and  dictatorially,  to 
taking  a  stone  ink-stand  off  the  mantel-piece, 
poshing  it  over  to  his  landlord;  who,  tearing  a  leaf 
out  of  his  rent  check-book,  and  appending  a  stamp  to  it, 
iovtliwith  began  to  write,  Windsor  watching  the  formation 
«f  evay  letter,  and  listening  to  every  scratch  of  the  pen, 
fO^  joat  as  the  scribe  was  abont  to  put  his  signature,  the 
4id  aian  eried  out, 

-  *^  Hdd  I  while  you  are  about  it,  make  the  receipt  out  up 
ta  next  October,  for  JC15  instead  of  £10;  that  is,  for  nine 
msfrnd  of  six  months/' 

"Why,  what  in  the  name  of  wonder  does  that  mean, 
Mr.  Windsor?"  asked  Palfryman,  perfectly  astounded, 
ffngSwg  his  spectacles  up  on  his  forehead,  himself  back  on 
his  ehair,  and  joining  his  two  thumbs  together,  as  he  in- 
tstlaeed  his  fingers,  and  tried  to  spell  every  hard,  crooked 
Kd^  in  the  piece  of  human  parchment  before  him,  but 
without  bring  able  to  make  out  a  single  syllable. 

"  It  means,"  said  the  old  man,  slowly,  and  deliberately, 
aa  his  right  hand  fumbled  in  his  bosom  for  something ; 
*'that  I  have  a  journey  to  take,  and  may  not  be  here  in 
October,  and  as  you  thought  fit  to  insult  me  before  a 
gentleman  in  the  public  street  to-day,  to  prevent  youf 
doing  so  again,  I  thought  I  would  pay  you  in  advance. 
Bat,  as  I  am  not  in  the  habit  of  paying  before-hand,  a 
foolish,  a  most  foolish  thing  to  do, — for  I  might  die,  or 
Dorothy  might  die,  or  we  both  might  die  before  October, 
snd  Scratch  could  not  recover  the  quarter's  rent  I  am  now 
paying  you ;  you  need  not  take  the  money  if  you  don't 
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don't  again  insult  me  before    ge^ 
for   Farmer  Jenkins   la  witneas, 
you/* 

"Take  it !  '*  said  Palfrjman,  lik( 
s  trance^  and  slowly  re-adj  listing 
•liming  his  pen« 

"  Ye«,  ril  take  it ;  and  egad  I  if  ] 
thcr  Fowkes  to  do  the  same,  Pd  ha 
and  glazed,  as  the  greatest  curostli 
in  these  parts/' 

"  01  bl^ve  ye,  neighbour/^  roarec 

**  Those  may  laugh  that  win/' 
having  deliberately  read^  and  as 
the  receipt  Palfreyman  had  given  h 
he  handed  his  landlord  in  exchan 
theUj  with  a  silent  nod  to  him  and 
of  the  room-  And  no  sooner  did  t! 
window,  at  the  opposite  side  of  the 
went  off  into  another  roar,  ducking 
inflicting  the  most  unmerciful  fii 
person.  As  soon  as  these  gymn^ 
turned  Palfryman  round  and  rouj 
tetotutn,  and  exclaimed — 

'^  Noa,  dang  it,  oi  don't  see  noa 
made  surtatn  sure,  as  the  old  chap  h 
way  or  another,  when  he  opened  a  m 
let  his  blood  flow  so  freely,  but  ti 
you  markc  my  words,  if  he,  or  poh 
when  ee  gits  to  home/' 

"  Well,  it  I*  strange  that  nobod 
fryman,  closing  his  black  leather 
three  dirty  bank-notes,  and  then 
his  head,  which  brought  his  hat  ov 
knowa,  \ifcicW^%  Q\<^^\dw.  \\^  C^tee 
old  Pft\A  \a  £uu\^  \^\l^^  ^'c^  v*v 
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ks^fob  Fieter  toy  mofe;  for  they  do  say^  great  and  extnM^- 
iinfliy  changes,  often  eome  over  people  just  before  they  die, 
like  aa  yon  may  say  an  overtaken  thief  flinging  down  his 
Bfeolen  goods,  and  thinking  to  get  off  that  way.  But  what- 
Bwv  is  the  canse,  the  thing  is  so  onacconntable  that  I  don't 
nind  standing  summnt  to  drink,  on  the  strength  of  it,  if 
foa  mte  agreeable,  neighbour  f '' 

^  Well,  I  doant  moind  if  I  du,  John  Palfryman ; "  and 
Ike  twain  repaired  to  the  taproom,  accordingly. 

Meantime,  Pan!  Windsor,  who  was  neither  given  to  jnn- 
ketCingsi,  jollifications,  nor  any  other  species  of  costly  hila- 
iitjy  harried  home  as  rapidly  as  possible,  taking  the  shortest 
IJMjy  in  a  diagonal  course,  through  several  courts,  but 
bddng  behind  him  every  minute  furtively,  as  if  in  full 
tsipeetation  of  some  sort  <^  pursuit.  Nor  was  it  before  he 
had  slammed  to,  his  own  door,  and  its  shrivelled  firont  was 
fceiwmi  him  and  the  outer  world,  and  that  he  had  pre- 
wutrid  the  clamorous  Scratch  with  the  delicate  morsel  he 
Wd  brought  her  home,  that  he  rubbed  his  skinny  hands, 
BBd  drawing  a  long  breath,  said — 

''Ha!  Silverthom's  bank  may  now  break  into  as  many 
pieces  as  it  likes,  since  Vve  got  rid  of  those  three  notes  ; 
boft  what  a  narrow  escape,  since  before  I  knew  of  it,  I  could 
get  ihem  changed  nowhere,  and  after,  it  was  too  late ;  it 
win  be  a  warning  to  me  as  long  as  I  live,  never  to  take 
>  scrap  of  Bank-paper,  and  then  John  Palfryman's 
:  at  'The  Red  Lion,'  how  providential  V*  A  miser's 
Frovidenoe  !  must  be  Pluto,  as  Plutus  is  his  God.  With 
this  last  blasphemy  still  hovering  like  a  grave-light  round 
Ui  sihrivdled  and  livid  lips,  we  will  leave  Paul  Windsor  with 
hia  own  harpy-like  hugs  to  gloat  over,  the  pleasing,  and 
piaiaefvorthy  reflection,  of  having  so  cleverly  '^done  '^  his 
kind,  indulgent,  and  really  very  forbearing  landlord ;  for 
what  is  there  in  a  miser's  den,  to  induce  any  one  to  linger 
lilse;  ifoimind,  if  you  are  not  paid  in  October,  that  you 
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there  with  the  exception  of  what  they  cannot  get,— b 
gold. 

It  is  not  often  that  literary  gentlemen^  more  especially 
in  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  De  Musty^syha/fe-mor^bnodi 
of  literature,  regret  not  having  evinced  more  generooty, 
either  in  print  or  in  penc« ;  but,  as  the  "  Own  Correspond* 
ent"  of '  The  Liverpool  Allioth/  toiled,  if  not  faint,  at  IcMt 
wearily,  up  Matchlock  Street,  he  did  regret,  that  in  tbe 
interests  of  the  West  Middlesex  Doem  and  Cookem,hehad 
not  made  his  largesse  to  Paul  Windsor  half-a-crown,  instod 
of  a  shilling ;  thereby  evincing  that  want  of  knowled^  of 
human  nature,  which,  among  many  other  ignonmeet^  is  the 
spiciaUte  of  his  whole  tribe.  For,  however  mudi  a  nuKr 
may  personally  benefit  by  it,  there  is  nothing  he  so  tho- 
roughly despises,  in  his  narrow  metallic  soul,  as  generooty 
of  any  kind,  but  more  particularly  that,  which  takes  the 
form  of  pecuniary  liberality.  Therefore,  a  person  silly 
enough  to  jump  into  the  sea,  to  save  a  miser's  life,  woaU 
receive  no  other  thanks,  than  a  charge  of  extravaganee  for 
having  spoilt  his  clothes. 

But,  as  every  vice,  in  the  present  day,  where  persons  ait 
so  delicately  susceptible  about  strong  or  coarse  language, 
though  not  in  the  least  scrupulous  about,  or  shocked  at, 
the  most  profligate  actions,  as  every  vice  we  say,  is  now 
labelled  with  a  corresponding  virtue,  of  which  it  is  cha. 
ritably  supposed  to  be  only  the  extreme ; — the  neplusuUn 
of  moral,  and  monetary  meanness,  is  called  ''prudence,"  and 
'^economy;'*  while  all  generosity  of  feeling,  practieaUy 
carried  out  into  liberality  of  action,  at  whatever  cost  of 
self-denial,  is  branded  as  "  grossly  imprudent,''  and  highly 
immoral ;  and,  indeed,  so  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  De  Musty, 
in  his  vocation,  (which  was  scribbling  to  order),  would 
have  been  the  first  to  have  stigmatized  it.  But,  as  giving 
was  not  his  vocation,  he  went  on  regretting  that  he  hsdnot 
made  the  shilling  half-a-crown,  till  he  had  reached  the 
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WmdcSy  when  his  attention,  and  his  admiration,  were  at 
once  arrested,  by  a  sergeant  of  the  Cherrypant  Hussars ;  or 
nther  by  his  magnificent  forest  of  whiskers.  Involuntarily^ 
Mjt-  Warren  Hastings  De  Musty  put  up  his  ungloved  hand 
to  his  own  right  whisker,  and  doing  a  little  digital  "  life 
is  the  bush,''  sighed,  in  due  humility,  a  mental  acknow- 
ledgment, that  literature,  whatever  its  antipodes  calligraphy 
■igfat  do,  could  produce  no  such  hair-strokes,  as  those 
ttnamenting  the  cheeks  and  chin,  of  the  '^  dashing^'  red 
"sergeant''  before  him. 

Aa  comparisons,  however,  are  proverbially  odious — the 
"Own  Correspondent"  pursued  this  one  no  further;  but 
poshed  onwards,  and  in  two  minutes  more,  stood  before 
the  great  gates  of  Matchlock  House,  upon  whose  dark, 
gieen  surface,  that  most  mauvais  ton  and  incorrigible 
of  practical  jokers.  Comet  Scampington,  of  the  Cherrypant 
Hussars,  had  that  very  morning,  at  early  dawn,  before  he 
himself  sought  his  pillow,  compelled  an  orderly,  celebrated 
in  the  corps,  for  his  writing  and  printing  talents,  to  chalk 
in  giant,  but  admirably  formed,  letters  upon  those  dark 
doors,  the  following  announcement :— "  PREPARATORY 
SCHOOL  FOR  YOUNG  GENTLEMEN,"  which  affiche 
Mr.  Warren  Hastings  De  Musty  read  with  a  grim  smile, 
mnd  then  rang  the  bell.  Now,  ringing  a  hall-door,  or  gate- 
bell,  is,  all  the  world  over,  a  preliminary  to  getting  a  door 
opened ;  but  it  is  by  no  means  invariably  synonymous  with 
it :  and  still  less  was  it  so,  at  Matchlock  House,  under 
existing  circumstances.  For  the  Cherrypant  Hussars, 
having  been  for  the  last  ten  months,  for  the  second  time 
within  five  years,  quartered  at  Twaddleton,  and  Comet 
Scampington,  among  other  enormities,  having  as  recently 
as  the  last  St.  Valentine's  day,  perpetrated,  instead  of  the 
obligato,  amatory  effusion,  a  most  atrocious  rythmical  one, 
entitled — ''The  Two  Spinsters  of  Emmet  Hill,'' had 
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further  added  insult  to  injury^  by  conjoiDtly  directing  k 
"  To  Misfl  Worrybones,  and  Miss  Jetsaa." 

"  As  if  the  mean  creature  1'^  as  Mrs.  Terps  Qoirker 
elect  remarked  at  the  time;  '^even  6e-grudged  them  t 
separate  sheet  of  paper/'  Since  this  events  the  garriaon 
had  been  doubly,  not  exactly  manned,  but  mantrappd, 
so  that  whenever  the  gate-bell  rang,  at  hours  not  conn- 
crated  to  the  call  of  butchers,  bakers,  grocers,  and  mOk- 
men, — a  parley  always  took  place  within  the  dtadd  pre- 
liminary to  speaking  to  the  herald  without. 

Moreover,  Miss  Jetson  who,  more,  or  less,  inherited 
her  father,  the  Major's  strategeic  mind,  had,  had,  a  bok 
perforated,  not  larger  than  a  four-penny  piece,  just  under 
the  upper  hinge  of  one  of  the  gates,  unsuspected  from 
without,  but  giving  the  besieged  a  sufficient  port-hok, 
through  which  to  reconnoitre  the  enemy. — And  Sabina, 
the  parlour-maid,  who  also  officiated  as  portress,  had  striet 
orders,  always  to  take  an  observation,  before  rashly  open- 
ing the  door;  and  if  the  fair  Jacjmtha  herself  happened 
to  be  on  the  lawn,  (as  was  the  case  on  the  present  occa- 
sion), airing  her  menagerie,  she  invariably  demanded  bom 
Sabina  an  inventory  of  the  belligerent,  previous  to  any 
hospitable  opening  of  the  portals  being  allowed.  The 
order  of  procession  was  as  follows : — on  her  head,  Mis 
Jetson  wore  a  large  brown  mushroom  hat,  not  only  to  pro- 
tect her  from  the  sun,  and  any  surreptitious  glances  from 
the  barracks,  but  as  a  sort  of  portico  under  which,  to  peruse 
Terps's  last  letter,  to  all  of  which,  this  umbrageous  cowre 
chef  was  a  sort  of  practical 

"  Oh !  breathe  not  his  name;  let  it  rest  in  the  ahade," 

while  so  tame,  and  sociable,  were  all  her  dear  pets,  that 
during  these  al-Jresco  relaxations,  the  Tom-tit  generally 
perched,  and  twittered^  on  the  top  of  the  mushroom,  the 
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aver-de-vats   pursued  a  sort  of  peripatetic  philosophy  on 
each  shoulder,  and  Caesar,  the  droj)sical  guinea-pig — 

^  Like  panting  Time,  toiled  after  her  in  Tain." 

SpikeSj  the  hedge-hog^  (being  of  circular^  and  somnolent^ 
kalnts ;)  she  carried  in  a  round  basket,  lined  with  fresh  dan- 
delion-leaves,  on  her  arm,  while,  when  not  reading  one  of 
Terpa'a  epistles,  the  long  lank  fingers  protrudmg  from  her 
Uack  lace  mittens,  were  generally  employed  upon  some 
crochet  fiddle-faddle.  Of  all  the  family  of  pets,  dear 
little  Squiggs,  the  squirrel,  was  the  only  one  not  taken  out; 
bat  even  his  cage  was  put  on  the  lawn,  and  an  ad  libitum 
supply  of  hazel-nuts  given  to  him. 

On  this  particular  morning,  there  had  been  no  letter 
from  Terps ;  at  which,  his  lady-love  was  agitated,  and  anx- 
ious, as  it  befitted  her  to  be ;  and  though^  as  she  walked, 
her  fingers  mechanically  went  on  completing  the  last  of 
four  dozen  of  Doyleys,  she  had  begun  fiwQ  years  before, 
M  a  preliminary  to  house-keeping  ! — every  now  and  then, 
■he  felt,  or  fancied  she  felt,  which  is  all  the  same  thing,  a 
choking,  hysterical  sensation  in  her  very  long  throat,  and 
raised  her  hand  to  ascertain,  that  a  large,  square  brooch, 
she  always  wore,  was  safe,  as  it  was  a  Iiead  of  Terps  on 
ivory,  but  literally  only  a  head,  without  as  much  shoulders, 
as  are  generally  awarded  by  courtesy  to  a  cod,  when  that 
fish  is  decapitated  for  table ;  so  that  Miss  Di  Coverdale, 
the  fast  young  lady,  had  often  compared  this  artistic  gem, 
to  the  head  of  Holofemes  in  a  charger,  though  candidly 
adding,  that  Miss  Jetson  was  not  the  least  like  the  hand- 
some Judith. 

Finding  her  treasure  safe,  she  gave  one  deep  sigh,  said 
*^  Heigh  ho  V  out  loud,  as  ladies  on  the  stage,  in  her 
situation  (t.  e.  supposed  to  be  in  love),  invariably  do,  and 
then,  having  playfully  told  Caesar  to  toddle  along,  and  not 
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be  ao  lasy,  durraped  to  the  tomtit^  and  ta-taedtothemr 
de-vats.  She  was  just  about  to  give  a  little  agMt$taUeyikt 
to  Spikes  with  the  top  of  her  crochet-needle,  when  Mr. 
Warren  Hastings  De  Musty  rang  at  the  gate.  Sndi  a 
peal !  None  of  your  little^  timid^  nervous,  poor  relatkm, 
or  b^ging-letter  metallic  whiflpers;  but  loud,  trendml, 
and  imperative !  such  as,  in  his  ''literary  gossip,'^  he  wm 
wont  to  wring  the  withers  of  any  poor  wretch  ot  an  author, 
unknown  to  puffing,  and  consequently  to  fame. 

The  first  reply  to  this  appeal  vras  a  loud  scream  fipom 
the  fair  Jacyntha,  who,  had  any  one  been  there,  could  not 
have  prevented  herself  from  fainting,  or  from  gCMng  at 
kast  off  into  hysterics ;  but  that  being  the  only  thing  near, 
she  now  flung  her  arms  round  a  smooth-bai^Lcd,  yoon^ 
copper-beech  tree,  which,  like  a  stick,  as  it  was,  nerer 
returned  the  embrace ;  but,  as  it  is  an  ill  wind  that  biowi 
nobody  any  good,  while  this  piercing  shriek  still  rent  the 
air,  the  tomtit  took  that  opportunity  of  getting  to  the  top 
of  the  tree,  and  Caesar  gave  in,  and  brought  his  pantings 
to  a  stand-still,  or,  rather,  to  a  lie-down  on  the  gran. 
Not  so  his  mistress,  who  continued  to  ding  to  the  tree, 
and  to  heave,  and  pant,  like  a  steam-engine,  when  Sabina, 
with  flying  streamers  of  green  and  pink  cap-ribbons,  came 
running  across  the  lawn  to  open  the  gate. 

''Sabina !  Sabina!  don't  open.  Look  first,  to  see  if  it 
is  any  of  those  liwUfs  f'' 

"  Yes,  Miss.  I  sees  four  limbs :  two  legs  and  two  arms 
— and  a  pooU  watch  diain.'' 

"  Nonsense  !  Do  joa  see  any  crimson  continuations? 
I  mean — is  it  any  of  those  odious,  impertinent  cheny- 
pantsr' 

"  No,  miss,''  responded  Sabina,  who,  with  her  eye  to 
the  aperture,  was  still  enacting  "Sister  Anne,''  "ifs  none 
of  they — it's  a  pair  of  private  pantaloons — all  great,  blaek 
cross-bars,  like  a  pdaoa-window." 
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'Dnr  i  detr  I  I  with  yoa  ooald  see  if  he  has  £ur  hsir. 

itkMr.Qmiker/' 
''Oh !  lawr  I  no^  miss.  This  here  gent,  wonld  make  six 
if  Im^  and  one  over.'' 

I  Jetson,  at  this  over-ratmg  of  the  ''  Own  Correspon- 
at  the  little  attorney's  expense,  gave  another  gasp, 
'  op  her  eyes  to  Heaven,  (at  least,  as  far  as  the  leaf  of 
tke  brown,  mushroom  hat  would  allow  them  to  proceed  on 
tkcir  journey),  and  interlaced  her  fingers  in  all  the  writh- 
iags  of  a  myth<d<^eal  dilemma,  as  she  inquired  of  fste 
(thoQ^  not  audibly),  if,  after  having  so  long  been  the 
hvget  of  military  daring,  she  was  now  to  become  the  vic- 
Sm  of  civil  engmeering  7  for,  as  we  before  stated,  the  fair 
Injatha  belonged  to  a  very  numerous  class  of  '^  British 
^'  who,  without  possessing  a  single  aggressive  at- 
El,  are  for  ever  preparing  to  defend  themselves  not 
QBily  against  attacks  which  are  not  made,  but  which  are 
'  even  contemplated. 
"Oh I  dear!"  said  Miss  Jetson,  at  last,  pressing  her 
,  against  her  left  side,  as  if  those  three  Graces,  Virtue, 
Idk,  and  Strength,  were  stepping  out,  in  9k  pas  de  Zephyr ^ 
from  her  heart,  on  to  the  borders  of  eternity—'^  Oh  1  dear  I 
I  wonder  who  it  con  be  7" 

''Best  way  is  to  open  the  gate  and  see.  Miss,"  logically 
suggested  the  practical,  and  unromantic  Sabina. 

"Oh I  but  if  it  should  be  one  of  those  limbs?  You 
^on't  think  it  is  one  of  them  disguised,  Sabina  7" 

"  Lawr — no  1  this  here  gent  is  steady  enough ;  he's  not 
disguised — leastways,  in  liquor  " — reported  Sabina,  looking 
steadily  at  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  De  Musty's  Albert  chain, 
and  thence  onward,  down  the  Newgate-patterned  trousers, 
which  had  taken  his  ''prisoned  limbs,"  and  ''lapped 
thraa'^  in  an  Elysium  of  Sartorial  elegance.  But  presently, 
Sabina  herself  fell  back,  in  as  great  a  state  of  perturbation 
against  the  brick  wall,  as  Miss  Jetson  had  done  a  few 
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BO,  as  she  unlocked,  and  unbolted,  and  finally  Hung  open 
the  gate,  she  said,  sturdily,  before  the  intruder  had  time 
to  anuoimce  either  his  name  or  his  business. — 

'  "  This,  haint  the  Cementery ;  we  haint  dead  I  you've  no 
ttll  to  ring  as  if  we  was^ — ^frightening  the  very  life  and  soul 
out  of  one  I  This  is  Matchlock  House  ;  Miss  Worrybones' 
wmuurirjf  for  young  ladies ;  and  the  young  ladies  is  all 
aim,  and  well/' 

**OhV*  said  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  De  Musty;  and 
iMving  enunciated  that  Anglo-Saxon  passe-paritfut,  he 
stooped  down,  so  as  to  enter  the  small  door,  cut  in  one  of 
the  large  carriage-gates,  for  the  convenience  of  pedestrians. 
A  Frenchman  would  have  facilitated  this  operation,  by 
taking  off  his  hat  to  the  ribbons,  and  petticoats,  before  him, 
though  they  were  only  worn  by  a  maid-servant ;  but  Mr. 
Wanen  Hastings  De  Musty  was  not  a  Frenchman,  and 
IMW  moreover,  a  penny-a-liner.  So,  having  fired  off  his 
tint  "  Oh,"  he  announced  that  he  was  deputed  by  Mr. 
Soger  Quirker,  to  present  a  small  parcel,  and  a  letter  to 
"  Bfifls  Jacyntha  Jetson,''  —  for  so  Terps  always  directed 
to  her>  with  delicate  flattery,  as  if  she  had  been  the  young- 
eat  bud,  on  a  large  bush  of  elder  sisters. 

*'0h  I  beg  your  pardon.  Sir,"  responded  Sabina,  with  a 
sort  of  surly  civility.  "  Walk  in,  please  Sir ;  t/iat*8  Miss 
Jetaon  out  yonder,  with  all  they  dumb  things  about 
her." 

''Oh,  indeed  !'*  and  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  de  Musty 
thought  Terps  had  good  cause  to  be  jealous,  as  decidedly 
he  (Terps)  was  not  a  dumb  thing. 

Miss  Jetson,  having  got  to  windward  of  the  copper  beech, 
and  while  the  trunk  concealed  her  figure,  put  her  head 
round  in  a  sort  of  Daphne,  vanishing  in  the  laurel  pone, 
now  calmly  contemplated  the  danger  that  was  approaching, 
and  having  made  sure  (though  quite  aware,  that  '^  dis- 
tance'' generally 'Mends  enchantment  to  the  view,"  and 
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€ven  tG  ihB  prospect  of  a  new  nd 
«tty,  nijitle  ^*re,  thut  both  the  musi 
rhaio,  were  real,  she  ventured  to 
iiowly  proceed,  with  perhaps  rene 
looked  at  the  hcdge-hosr,  dangEni 
fleeted,  that,  m  ca»e  of  the  worat, 
better  auxiliaiy ;  at  all  events,  he 
have  spiked  the  enemj^s  gonsj  had 
dared. 

Having  ealled  to  C^sar,  in  her 
told  him  not  to  be  ao  un-kt-y-md, 
her;  she  kept  her  eyes  modestl; 
mazes  of  the  crochet  doyley ;  as  a 
wards  the  rash  niaaculine  individu 
in  the  act  of  rushing  upon  his  owi 
ihc  would  have  passed  on,  had 
tings  de  Muaty^  to  evince  equal  i\ 
she  erochet'd,  and  slightly  lifting 
before  her-  "  1  believe  I  have  th 
Miss  Jacyntba  Jetson?^'  (readin| 
I  am  the  bearer  of  these,** — pres 
letter. — "from  Mr.  Koger  Quirk 

"  Oh !  thank  you ;  but  I  hope 
Miss  Jetson  in  a  tremulous  voice 
ague,  as  she  cast  one  rapid  surve; 
Affaires,  as  if  guaging  his  capahil. 
in  a  premeditated  swoon. 

''  No,  on  the  contrary,  he  is  qu: 
to  say  that  he  should  be  down  on  1 

"Oh  I  Ihafik  you  !"  again  fervei 
much  in  the  same  intonation  of  vo! 
aon's  "Ble^s  ye,  mfj people!"  when  t 
aspects  of  royalty,  in  conjunction 
George  t^ie^out^k,  ^  t^v^^*^^tcd 
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pockets  of  her  apwn,  she  said  to  the  bearer,  at  ill  in  the 
)^ine  fervent  *'Bless  j/e,  my  pettple  l^  tone ;  "  woii't  you  come 
in,  and  take  some  refreshment  V 

*'  None ;  I  am  much  obliged  to  yon;  for  I  have  an  en- 
ffgrtnmt  to  dine  with  Mr.  Quirker  Larpent  at  two,  and  it 
ia  half  paat  one,  now.  But  I  shall  be  happy  to  take  charge 
«f  thia  parcel  for  yon  to  the  house.'' 

littk  did  the  Correspondent  of  "  the  Liverpool  AUioth'' 
dream  wkat  the  contents  of  the  parcel  were,  or  he  would  have 
refoaed  the  embassy  to  Matchlock  House  with  scorn ;  from 
eonaidering  it  quite  too  infra  dig,  for  that  puller  of  '^Social 
Literary,  and  Political''  puppet-strings,  a  penny-a-liner  ! 
to  be  converted  into  a  pack-horse,  for  a  baby-jumper,  even 
OD  the  smallest  possible  scale. 

^But  where  ignorance  is  bliss,  &c.  &c." 

80  he  walked  on,  with  the  fair  Jacyntha, — she  talking 
eowalips,  daffodils,  pet  lambs,  carrier-pigeons,  swans,  and 
qrllabubs ;  in  short,  bestowing  all  the  treasures  of  her  Bu- 
eolic  budget  on  him ;  and  he,  when  he  could  get  in  a  word, 
creating  peers,  and  lavishing  honours,  in  a  way,  that  Mr. 
Slick  would  have  said  was  a  caution  to  crowned  heads,  who 
indeed  now-a-days,  don't  want  any  cautionmg  on  that 
score.  So  that,  remembering  the  proverb  of  '^  Tell  me  your 
company,  and  Til  tell  you  who  you  are,"  by  the  time  they 
reached  the  house.  Miss  Jetson  thought  her  companion  must 
be  a  duke,  or  two  marquisates  in  abeyance,  at  the  very  least. 

On  entering  the  hall,  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  de  Musty *s 
equilibrium  was  nearly  endangered  by  a  maid-servant, 
ruahing  out  from  a  baize  door,  that  led  from  the  kitchen 
with  a  large  flat  dish,  nearly  the  size  of  a  venison-dish, 
(for  there  is  nothing  like  making  the  most  of  things)  upon 
which,  "  few  and  far  between,"  were  some  underdone,  ex- 
patriated potatoes,  rolling  about  like  billiard-balls,  and 
making  an  occasional  fluke,  from  the  precipitate  move- 
ments of  the  bearer,  who  was  followed  (for  it  was  dinnec- 


brought  up  the  rear, ' 
"  Humph  I  Vm  gli 
think  at  any  rate^  his  t 
this  !  ^^ — which  was  li 
that  Matchlock  Houa* 
most  to  receive  him, 
"  Sabina  !  Sabina  I 
the  "  Parlour  "  door, 
refectory,  as  soon  as  s! 
cheers  J  nor  inebriater 
a  gentleman,"  —  for 
of  being  left  alone 
and  unknown.  Whil 
hearing  the  generic  te 
applied  to  hintj  either 
appropriate  it,  or  the 
here  presented  his  car 
few  wordSj  except  whei 
such  an  outrage  de  iof 
his  own  name. 
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the  rear,  would  have  been  impossible.  Perfect  upright- 
aesB,  was  the  compulsory  virtuous  result  of  a  seat  on  this 
ottoman,  where  the  sitter  was  supported,  even  as  a  mush- 
room is,  by  its  apparently  fragile,  but  in  reality  8u£Scient 
stem  ;  and  as  thus  Jacjrntha  sat  *'  like  water  parted  horn. 
Ae  aea,'* — there  was  further  a  large  round  table,  between 
ber,  and  the  **  worthier  than  the  feminine,"  that  sat  on  the 
apposite  side ;  which  table,  was  covered  with  a  green  and 
drab  embossed  cloth.  In  the  centre  within,  a  mat,  wreathed 
with  worsted  dahlias,  was  an  English  China,  round  dish, 
mounted  in  or-moti/ti,  containing  the  visiting-cards  of  the 
^yoimg  ladies"' parents,  those  of  the  '' professors,^'  who 
tnght  at  Matchlock  House,  and  one  or  two  stray  clergy- 
man's, but  on  the  top  of  all,  figured  that  of  '^  Lord  Marcus 
Hilton,''  who  had  called  some  four  years  previously,  for  the 
doable  purpose  of  amusing  himself,  and  of  effecting  a  flag 
of  trace,  between  Miss  Jetson,  and  his  friend,  Scampington. 
There  were  also  on  this  table  some  books,  all  in  royal 
fireriesof  scarlet  and  gold,  ''  Thomson's  Seasons,"  ''  Cow- 
per'a  Poems,"  (of  course  pronounced  Cott;-per  at  Matchlock 
Hoose)  ''Rasselas,"  "Mrs.  Chapone's  Letters,"  "The 
Life  of  Mrs.  Hannah  More,"  "  Dr.  Pordyce's  Advice  to 
Toong  Women,"  an  old  Book  of  Beauty,  "  The  Man  of 
Peeling,"  and  two  volumes  of  "  Elegant  Extracts ; "  besides 
irhich,  was  a  papier-mache  blotting-book,  with  large  bunches 
if  beetroot  roses,  and  mother-of-pearl  lily  of  the  valley,  a 
Iftrge,  and  very  gorgeously  embroidered  velvet  butterfly, 
which  nevertheless  condescended  to  do  the  dirty  work  of 
a  pen-wiper ;  a  bronze  Cupid,  rolling  a  wheelbarrow  full  of 
hearts,  which  terminated,  as  such  .things  generally  do,  in 
tncifer-matches — and  a  silver-paper  lady,  with  a  wand  in 
her  hand,  whose  voluminous  expanse  of  imaginary  crino- 
line, opened  out  into  four-and-twenty  different  "  fortunes," 
all  bearing  more,  or  less,  on  the  two  apposite  extremes,  of 
love  wad  marriage^  and  thia  was  called  "  T\ie  'WiVdv?* 
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i  upiiglit  piano^  and  near  it  a  folded  card-table^ 
ipcm  which  stood  a  pair  of  globes^  and  above  this  table, 
against  the  wall,  was  a  rosewood  etagere,  containing  some 
hdian  China-cups^  a  nautilus  shell,  and  a  whale's  tooth, 
wluch  amne  ignorant  persons,  not  thinking  it ''  very  like 
•  whale,''  persisted  in  calling  a  colt's  tooth.  The  chairs 
we  also  of  roaewood,  with  the  exception  of  two  small 
Mdem  oaky  high-backed  Eiisabethan  ones,  as  vehicles  for 
Berlin  woric. 

'^  Ahem ! "  preluded  Miss  Jetson,  feeling  she  must  say 
lomething ;  and,  after  casting  an  imploring  glance  towards 
the  door  for  help,  and  hoping  Miss  Worrybones  would  710/ 
stay  dallying  with  the  roast  mutton,  when  there  was  a  strange 
mma  sitting  there  all  alone  with  her  \  and  then  casting  her 
eyea  down  on  her  still  unopened  parcel,  after  another 
''Ahem  V*  she  said,  with  a  smile,  intended  to  combine  the 
two  antipodes  of  innocence  and  coquettish  espiiglerie. 

''I  shall  not  open  my  parcel  till  Miss  Worrybones 
eomea.     She  takes  such  an  interest  in  my  parcels." 

As  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  de  Musty  did  not  do  so,  he 
looked  at  his  watch,  and  said  he  feared  he  should  not  be 
ible  to  stay  to  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  Miss  Worr}^- 
bones,  as,  in  fact,  he  had  only  run  down  to  Twaddleton  to 
■mmge  a  matter  of  business  with  Barton*8,  and  one  or  two 
more  Provincial  banks,  had  to  dine  with  Mr.  Larpent  at 
two,  and  must  hasten  back  to  town  again  by  the  quarter- 
peat  five  train." 

"  Oh  !  do  wait,  pfease,  to  see  Miss  Worrybones  ?  I  know 
she  will  be  very  pleased  to  see  any  friend  of  Mr.  Quirker^s ; 
she  feels  so  intere«tted  in  all  the  Quirker  family." 

Once  more,  therefore,  with  not  the  best  grace  in  the 
world,  Mr.  De  Musty  leant  back  in  his  chair,  and  resigned 
himself  to  his  fate ;  but  had  scarcely  done  so  before  he, 
(not  Miss  Jetson)  gave  a  loud  scream,  accompanied   by 

VOL.    III.  V 


up  the  aide  of  tBc  thm 

Mttsty's  expense,  was  i 
sarcasms  to  which  the  ' 
trained  it. 

''Don't  be  alarmed, 
playful — there  was  a  ge 
a  wi<^,  and  Nibby  pul 
any  barm^  little  dear/* 

And,  like  all  truly  gi 
eidcration  in  the  emergi 
giving  a  moment's  thoi 
be  entailed  by  her  touei 
man 'a  whisker  1  Jacyii 
and  conveyed  it  to  her  ^ 
Own  Correspondent  pei 
he  actually  gave  a  not  he 
Reporter  he  was  used  t 
was  always  "got  up  rcj 
no  idea  of  being  "qu 
country  mice  ? 

But,  at  this  second  si 
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''Liwr!  HiM,  whit  «Mr it  the  matter  r 

Jacynthft,  with  much  simpering^  and  what  was  intended 
far  Unahing  eonfoaion^  explained. 

''Weill  I  madeaore/'  said  Sabina,  still  pressing  her 
left  side  with  her  trembling  hand ;  "  I  made  sure  that  some- 
Aiiig  kad  happened  at  last^  and  time,  too,  with  all  these 
kre  alarma  as  we've  been  having  for  nothing  for  the  last 
fair  years. — People  may  well  say " 

Bat  what  it  was  that  people  said,  or  might  say  so  well, 

did  not  transpire,  for  at  that  moment.  Miss  Worrybones 

came  sailing  into  the  room,  and  sailing  is  the  right  word, 

&r  not  having  time  to  make  the  hooks  and  eyes  do  their 

duty,  she  had  thrown  a  shawl  over  her  shoulders,  as  after  an 

sarthqnake,  before  the  survivors  can  rebuild,  they  cover  over 

the  diaams  with  any  material  that  comes  in  their  way. — 

So  that  now  liiss  Worrybones  found  herself  in  an  unusual 

hiiiude,  and  literally  looked  broader  than  she  was  long,  as 

she  hobbled  a  triple  Bob  major  to  the  introduction  of— 

"  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  De  Musty — a  friend  of  Mr. 
Boger  Quirker  s,  dear.'' 

**  My  key — ind!  friend.  Miss  Worrybones."  And  then 
Nibby's  esagnide,  and  the  sarcasms  had  to  be  narrated, 
■Dd  after  a  practical  panegjrric  from  Miss  Worrybones, 
upon  Nibby's  playfulness  and  intelligence,  and  her 
never  desiring  better  company  than  his — she  politely 
eondoled  with  M.  De  Musty  upon  the  fright  he  had 
Bzperienced,  and  hospitably  poured  out  a  bumper  of 
the  currant  wine,  in  a  very  small  spiral  wine-glass,  which, 
with  her  own  white,  or  rather  white-brown  hand,  she 
presented  to  him ;  but,  as  his  experiments  in  the  currency 
did  not  extend  to  the  genus  gooseberry,  and  as  he  had  a 
wholesome  fear  of  cholera  before  his  eyes,  he  heroically 
declined  the  Gircean  beverage. 

"  Look  here,  dear  \"  said  Miss  Jetson,  holding  out  the 
jMrcel  wbicb  she  now  begun  to  untie  ;  "  anotYL^T  ^t^^e\iO!* 


GOtild  be  Kay  f  when  1] 

wonder  another  "  youn| 
the  same  hemic  courage 
hones  from  the  forty  ; 
thus  thitikiQg,  Miss  Je 
brought  to  light  the 
locomotion, 

"  What  ever  is  that  ? 
like  most  of  her  claaa,  e 
her  servant,  and  quite  tl 

But  MisB  Jetson  did 
then  new,  and  she  had 
countf)^,  with  iti  stint  o 
himdred  religions,  that  t 
Now,  Mr-  Warren  Has 
therefore  would  not  say 
Pence !  pen -knives 
callings  to  he  iaaulted  ii 
placed  in  the  wrong  bo 
have  been  thus  t reach er 
jumper,  without  even  hi 
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Kb  Thvpt  I — that  being  abk  to  use  noDe,  he  might  at 
\mk  9peak  daggera  to  that  gentleman's  lady-love. 

Ifiaa  JTetaon  diew  up  with  incipient  dignity^  but  though 

tBoeaiDj  m(»e  facial  than  classical,  she  felt  by  intuition 

Alt  it  wtu  admissible  to  learn^  even  from  an  enemy^  and 

m  Mr.  Waiven  Hastings  De  Musty's  advice  had  been 

pvtment,  though  his  calling  her  fianei  **  Terps'^  was  im- 

pstinent ;  she  now  gingerly  making  a  forceps  of  her  finger 

wA  thumb,  extracted  his  last  epistle  from  her  apron-pocket, 

with  an  the  nmumierie  which  she  had  seen  soubrettes  on 

the  stage  employ   for  similar  postal  arrangements,   and 

ftrthwitb  broke  die  seal.    No,  that  she  did  not  do;  for,  in 

the  present  day,  when   every  vulgarity  is   copied  with 

aridity,  fiom  hunguage  to  letters,  vulgar  people  invariably 

laa  one  ci  those  greatest  of   abominations  i — adhesive 

Cttvdopea  ! — ^thus  converting  their  correspondents  into  lite- 

f^atj  spittoons,  but  exclusive  of  the  innate  vulgarity  of  these 

auanomeved  adhesive  envelopes,  they  are  the  most  unsafe 

tdngs  in  the  whole  world,  but  people  who  emulate  the  skin- 

liiit  monomania  of  the  age,  so  far  as  to  treat  their  corres- 

Mmdents  with  this  indignity,  for  the  sake  of  eccmomizing  a 

hilling's  worth  of  wax,  deserve  to  have  their  secrets  scattered 

o  tbe  winds.  But  none  of  the  legitimate  d4go&t  due  to  these 

iggravated  wafer  affairs,  affected  Miss  Jetson,  as  she  tore 

ipen  Terps's  blue  parallelogram,  which  looked  much  more 

fte  a  bill  than  a  biUet-doux ; — she  rapidly  hurried  over  its 

Mmtents,  till  she  came  to  the  explanation  of  the  cadeau, 

Sor  Sqnigga,  with  its  real  name  and  use,  when  she  began  to 

liridle  and  giggle,  in  a  manner  at  once  so  grotesque,  and  so 

lontradictory,  that  it  elicited  from  Miss  Worrybones  a — 

"Well,  what  is  it,  my  dear V 

**  Oh  !  I  couldn't,''  simpered  Jacyntha ;  *'  but  you  may 
lead.''  And  she  handed  her  the  letter,  while  rising  to 
ring  the  bell,  which  was  so  instantaneously  answered,  that 
the  in^Bteace  to  a  suspicious  mind  woulu  ^        ^  '  '    ^'^ 


wa^y,  131  anoiner  ae 
playful  than  Nibby,^^ 

At  tliisj  self-preset 
the  "Own  Gtjrrtisipoii 
his  fears  of  keepiog  I 

*'  Oh  !  but  you  «?r 
Won^t  yoUj  Mr,  De  I 

"  What  on  earth  ii 
screwing  up  his  eyeSj 
seen  such  a  thing  bei 
to  declare,  to  his  lite 
the  iirst  day  the  inve 
of  the  vendor's  shop  1 
a  perfect  nuisance^  an( 
was  the  writer  of  all 
Familias"  in  ''The  T 

it?''  before  Miss  , 
telegraphed,  "  What 
Worry  bones  to  answei 

"Oh  I  it'sa— a— a 
"I  should  call  iltaf 
"Oh!  dearv!  dear 
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Ammg  Um  into  a  d^iee  of  nepotifim^  that  might  have 
Canted  him  to  be  mistaken  for  a  scion  of  one  of  the  most 
nstocratie  &milies  in  the  kingdom. 

''It  ahall  swing — so  it  shall — in  Nunkey's  pretty  new 


Here,  the  rathlessness  of  the  literary  "  gent''  broke  out, 
and  the  sappeitr  of  "  The  Liverpool  Allioth/'  looking  as 
■avage  as  if  he  had  jnst  lifted  his  sacrificial  steel,  and  was 
dNmt  to  immolate  an  author  upon  the  altar  of  public  hum- 
Vug^  and  private  venality,  suggested  that,  perhi^,  a  per- 
manent swing — ^in  the  shape  of  a  small  gallows — would 
1m  beat  But  a  scream  from  Miss  Jetson  recalled  him  to 
order ;  and  passing  off  the  murderous  hint  as  a  jest,  in  the 
inteiest  of  Mrs.  Larpent's  culinary  arrangements,  he  bade 
adka  to  ''  The  Two  Spinsters  of  Emmet  HUl,''  and  effected 
an  honourable  retreat  from  Matchlock  House. 

Oh  I  blessed  system  of  compensation  !  that  doth  so  often 
step  in,  to  strike  the  balance  even  of  the  scale  of  justice, 
made  so  fraudulently  one-sided  in  the  commerce  of  this 
wofld  I  What  if  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  De  Musty  (being 
like  aU  the  literary  '' gents''  of  the  present  day — 

"  Bearded  like  a  pard  "), 

Had  been  treated  with  the  indignity  of  a  mousetrap  at 
Matchlock  House  f  his  hirsute  glories  were  rendered  due 
homage,  as  he  returned  through  the  High  Street,  first,  at 
the  very  foot  of  Matchlock  Hill,  by  a  young  gentleman  in 
eorduroys  and  high-lows,  on  his  way  to  the  ragged  school, 
exclaiming  to  his  companion,  who  had  so  far  adopted  the 
Highland  costume,  as  to  repudiate  trousers. 

''My  eye !  BiU,  look  at  that  ere  gent — if  he  ain't  got  a 
grenadier's  cap  a-hanging  from  his  chin !" 

"While,  further  on,  within  two  doors  of  Mr.  Quirker 
Larpent's,  he  experienced  the  more  gratifying  incense  of 
mppredaiion;  forBandoMsie,  the  hair-dbreBaer,eam^xvvXiSi)Si^ 
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out  of  his  shop,  with  the  thick  roll  of  his  own  lednndant 
locks,  put  into  a  gentle  canter  by  his  speed,  and  said,  t» 
he  withdrew  a  small  China  jar,  daintily  tied  down  with 
blue  ribbons,  out  of  the  large  pocket  of  his  linen  apron  >- 

"  Beg  pardon,  sir ;  but  I  understand  you  are  connected 
with  'The  Liverpool  Allioth'  and  'The  Tyburn  Tousdb/ 
and  if  you  would  do  me  the  favour,  sir,  of  trying  my  '  Cm 
d^ours  Regenerator/  and  mentioning  it  to  your  fi^ds,! 
should  be  greatly  obhged  indeed,  sir,  if  you  would  mcnlj 
say  that  you  use  it.  That  would  be  quite  sufficient;  ai I 
consider  your  growth  a  credit  to  any  artist,  sir.  It's  all 
entirely  my  own  invention,  and  of  "native  articles,  sir— the 
bear,  being  the  only  foreign  ingredient.'^ 

(Most  persons  think  the  bear^  a  peculiarly  national  in- 
gredient.) 

But  the  ''Own  Correspondent,*'  who,  upon  the  whok, 
had  very  taking  whys,  though,  merely  to  look  at  him,  no 
one  would  have  suspected  it,  bowed  and  was  gracioiuly 
pleased  not  only  to  accept  the  offering,  but  added,  that 
among  the  facts  of  his  next  "  social,  Uterary,  and  poUtical 
gossip,''  he  would  mention,  that  Prince  Mopatowakp'i 
hair  and  beard,  at  that  moment  the  wonder  and  admiration 
of  London,  were  entirely  the  result  of  Bandoline,  of  Twad- 
dleton's  celebrated  "  Crin  d'ours  Regenerator ;"  and,  more 
wonderful  still,  his  Aide-de-Camp,  Marshal  Shaveemalloff 
Sudsinzki,  who  had  worn  a  wig  for  years,  hearing,  during 
the  last  war,  of  the  "  Crin  d*ours"  sent  for  some;  and 
having  used  it  for  six  weeks,  one  morning,  while  smoldng 
at  the  door  of  his  tent,  he  thought  his  head  had  been  car- 
ried away  by  a  shell ;  but  upon  looking  after  it,  to  bid  it 
an  eternal  farewell,  he  perceived  it  was  only  his  wig,  forced 
upwards  by  the  pressure  from  within — nature  having  dis- 
placed art,  by  a  sudden  shock  of  hair !  caused  by  this  tboii 
perseverance  in  the  unrivalled  "  Crin  iPours  /"  Mr.  Ban- 
doline expressed  himself  perfectly  satisfied  with  this  poff ; 
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tte  "Own^^  equally  so  with  the  Pomade.  Thus,  mutnally 
jkucd,  they  parted. 

On  amving  at  Mr.  Quirker  Larpent*s^  fraught  with  apo- 
logies for  heing  ten  minutes  after  the  time,  Mr.  Warren 
Hastings  De  Musty  found  he  might  have  safely  made  those 
ten  twenty;  for,  notwithstanding  Mr.  Larpeut's  reiterated 
aasarances  that  they  had  made  no  stranger  of  him,  he 
finmd  the  dining-room,  into  which  he  was  at  once  ushered, 
actually  flushed  with  fever  and  fuss,  and  the  dinner  far  too 
indige^ve  in  quantity,  ever  to  have  been  merely  intended 
for  two  who,  by  law,  should  have  been  one.  The  difference 
between  Mr.  Quirker  Larpent's  dinner,  and  his  wife  was, — 
that  while  the  former  was  under,  the  latter  was  over- 
dressed,  and  she  quite  wearied  her  guest  with  apologies  for 
the  absence  of  some  white  bait>  she  had  been  disappointed 
in  having  from  London  that  morning ;  and  thereupon  fol- 
lowed many  more  white  lies. 

Still,  as  the  wines  were  of  average  goodness,  and  plenti- 
fol  variety,  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  de  Musty  managed  to 
console  himself,  and  also,  to  warm  with  the  subject ;  for, 
had  he  been  Chief  butler  to  half  the  House  of  Lords,  he 
could  not  have  expressed  greater  knowledge  of  the  compa- 
rative merits  of  their  different  cellars.  But  so  well-bred 
was  he,  that  in  drawing  out,  the  qualities  (and  corks)  of  his 
hoef  s  various  vintages, — via,  the  mention  of  Lord  this's 
hock,  and  my  lord  somebody  else^s  Asti-blanc,  he  so  con- 
trived it,  that  while  he  smacked  the  flavour  of  the  last  glass 
against  his  palate,  the  impression  on  Mr.  Larpent's  mind 
ihould  be,  that  his  onm  wine  was  inferior  to  none  of  the 
noble  lords',  whose  titles  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  de  Musty 
twined  like  cobwebs,  around  the  Barmacide  bottles,  to 
which  he  made  such  frequent  allusion,  and,  as  he  swallowed 
the  wine,  and  the  Amphitryon  his  Bacchanalian  mythology, 
the  conversation  naturally  became  too  interesting,  to  be 
IMurticipated  in  by  the  *' females ;"  so  at  a  very  early  stage. 
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after  dinner^  Mrs.  Quirker  Larpent  was  nodded,  and  winked, 
out  of  the  room ;  and,  as  is  usual,  after  this  exit,  followed 
uproarious  laughter  from  the  occupants  of  the  dining-room, 
which  caused  Mrs.  Larpent  to  stop  and  listen,  as  she  was 
on  her  way  to  the  kitchen,  to  scold  the  cook,  for  the  sal- 
mon's being  as  raw,  as  if  it  had  been  only  jnst  caught 

In  short,  the  two  gentlemen,  what  between  the  kittciru 
ettes  of  the  one,  and  the  hospitality  of  the  other,  foand 
their  own  society  mutually  delightful,  till  that  kill-joy, 
Time,  reminded  the  guest,  that  in  another  quarter  of  an 
hour  he  must  be  down  at  the  Station.  Still,  not  a  syllsbk 
had  been  uttered,  nor  even  an  allusion  made,  to  the  emfUtU 
ibr  Tompkins,  but  as  the  speech  of  Tompkins's  friend  had 
become  considerably  thicker,  Mr.  Larpent  ventured  to  hope 
that,  his  friendship  had  done  the  same ;  and  that,  therefore) 
this  silence  about  the  six  dozens  of  sherry,  merely  arose 
from  oblivion.  But,  as  "  In  Vino  Veritas,*'  the  host  thought 
as  the  time  was  getting  on,  he  might  as  well  jog  his  guest's 
memory,  and  out  with  it  himself.  So,  filling  a  glass  of 
sherry,  closing  his  right  eye,  as  he  held  it  up  to  the  left, 
then  swallowing  half  the  contents  of  the  glass,  and  clicking 
his  tongue  against  his  palate,  in  approval  of  the  flavour,  he 
exclaimed, 

''  Ah !  thafs  the  real  stuff;  the  old  nutty  flavour,  so 
preferable  to  the  boracha  twang,  of  the  Vino  Puro  it 
Xeres.'' 

No  answer, — sympathetic  or  otherwise, — ^from  Mr.  de 
Musty. 

'^  Why,  Sir,  Sefior  Zampaya,  a  Cadiz  merchant,  with 
whom  I  have  dealings,  said  this  sherry  of  mine,  was  enough 
to  refill  the  bones  of  Campeadcnr  with  marrow,  could 
his  ashes  only  be  sprinkled  with  it.'' 

"  It  is  very  good, — so  good,  that  I'll  just  take  one  more 
glass." 

^^  One  mote  %la8«  indeed,  and  what  about  the  six-doieot 
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for  Tompldns/'  thought  Mr.  Quirker  Larpent,  with  a  slight 
feeling  of  indignation,  at  the  ingratitude  of  mankind  in 
general,  and  that  of  his  guest  in  particular ;  **  He's  too 
ht  gone,  I  must  put  the  question  point  blank/' 

''Ahem!  I  think,  my  dear  sir,  when  first  I  had  the  plea- 
sure of  seeing  you  at  my  door  this  morning,  you  were  say- 
ing something  about  ordering  six-dozen  of  sherry  for  a 
friend-" 

"Ah!  yes,  I  was  thinking  of  doing  so.'' 

"  Well,  fipom  your  expressing  yourself  so  well  satisfied 
with  my  wines,  I  hope,  my  dear  Sir,  you  will  give  me  the 
preference." 

"  Well,  no,  Larpent,"  said  Mr.  Warren  Hastmgs  de 
Musty,  rising,  not  too  steadily ;  and  endeavouring  prepa- 
ratory to  his  departure,  to  button  the  three  lower  buttons 
of  his  surtout,  which  was  by  no  means  the  same  easy  oper- 
ation it  had  been,  when  he  left  Matchlock  House.  ''  No  ; 
hang  it,  not  so  bad  as  that,  either,  I  shall  order  it  in 
London." 

"  Well,  then.  Sir,  allow  me  to  tell  you,"  and  Mr.  Quir- 
ker  Larpent's  choler  fairly  exploded,  and  flew  like  a  cham- 
pagne cork,  up  into  the  face  of  his  ungrateful  guest ;  ''that 
— ^that — 1  think  your  conduct  be — ^be — both  ungrateful  and 
— and  unbusiness-like.  Sir;"  and  Mr.  Larpent  in  his  agi- 
tation, actually  tore  open  his  shirt-fronts,  and  crammed  the 
napkin  into  his  bosom,  as  if  he  had  been  bleeding  to 
death,  and  he  wished  to  staunch  the  wound.  At  which 
expressive  bye-play,  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  de  Musty,  half- 
lobered,  and  half  frightened,  approached  him,  laid  his  hand 
on  his  arm,  and  said  in  a  maudlin  voice,  with  a  tear,  or  at 
least  a  drop  in  his  eye, 

"  No,  Larpent,  I  could  not  do  it ;  it  would  have  been  a 
barbarous  return  for  your  hospitality, — for—''  lowering  his 
voice,  and  approaching  his  host's  ear,  "  My  dear  fellow — 
Tompkins  don't  pat."    Then,  seizing  the  hand  of  the  as- 


his  head  ag 

biniaelf  rapidly  progressing  towards  till 
where  goodness^  and  greenneae,  are  suppa 
mous,  more  especially  by  "  Own  Corresp 
*'  Deuced  unlucky  !  if  I  could  have 
dinner  would  have  been  so  confoundedly 
fused  itj  and  taken  the  six  dosen  of  sherr 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


O  VITA !   MISSBO  LONGA  FELICI  BBSTI8. 

"  The  fairest  of  things  decay, 

To  the  dust  from  whence  they  came, 
And  the  mightiest  pass  away, 
Bat  the  grave  is  still  the  same. 
No  dearer  home  can  we  have, — 

No,  no,  brother-worms,  no,  no, 
Care  never  enters  the  grave, 
Oho,  brother  worms,  Oho !"  . 

^IME  ever  wasting!   eternity  ever  hasting!     Life, 

II  and  death ;  death,  and  life  ! 

Those  are  the  two  great  acts  of  this  world's 
nana;  whether  tragedy,  comedy,  or  pantomime;  for, 
bough  some  *'  die,  and  make  no  sign,''  others  live  only  to 
lake  signs ;  finding  no  voice  to  proclaim  their  deeds ;  and 
onaequently  no  echo  to  waft  them  onward  to  the  temple 
f  Fame.  A  fortnight  after  we  were  last  at  Maresco,  all 
hat  remained  of  little  Mabel  was  the  fragile  outward  shell 
1  which  the  *'  pearl  of  great  price,''  her  pure  young  spirit, 
tad  been  for  twelve  years  enshrined.  She  had  returned  to 
ler  heavenly  Father,  without  even  a  sigh  ;  though,  to  the 
aat,  her  eyes  had  been  fondly  and  wistfully,  fixed  upon  her. 
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mother's  face;  and^  the  day  bdfore  she  died^  though  then 
speechless^  seeing  the  agonized  expression  of  that  face^  her 
Bible^  out  of  which  May  had  been  reading  to  her^  lying 
open  on  the  bed  at  the  xxvith  chapter  of  Isaiah^  she  pointed 
to  the  19th  verse, 

**  Awake,  and  sing,  ye  that  dwell  in  dust." 

The  parent  bowed  to  the  child's  reproof,  dried  her  eyes, 
and  drove  her  grief  back  into  its  stronghold,  her  heart. 
But,  when  Mabel  was  gone  back  to  Heaven,  and  there  was 
only  the  frail  outward  garment  that  she  had  worn  on  earth 
left ;  then,  night  and  day,  for  a  week,  did  the  mother 
watch,  and  weep  over  it ;  for  it  was  all  she  had.  But,  in 
this  world,  are  not  the  moments  ever  fast  succeeding  each 
other,  when  we  /must  leave  our  all,  or  it  must  leave  us ; 
and  so,  at  length,  the  time  came,  when,  even  the  pale 
beauty  of  the  lifeless  clay  had  to  be  removed .  (for  the 
cold  calm  stillness  of  that  last  long  sleep  cannot  be  dis- 
turbed) and  placed  in  the  narrow  cell,  for  which  its  mother 
earth  alone  finds  room,  could  the  tears  of  her  former  com- 
panions, and  of  her  benefactress,  have  preserved  the  bloom 
of  the  rare  flowers  they  placed  in  little  Mabel's  coffin,  they 
would  indeed  have  been  immortal ! 

Even  on  this  last  sad  day,  Ikatrice  had  yielded  to  the 
mother's  yearning,  and  left  that  black  casket  till  the  last 
minute.  But  the  sun  was  now  setting  red,  and  heavily, 
with  a  shroud  of  dark  clouds.  The  bearers  were  all  wait- 
ing below ;  old  Nahemiah  Twigg,  who  had  employed  a 
week  in  exercising  all  the  grim  coquetry  of  his  gloomy 
craft  upon  the  little  grave,  and  tricking  out  the  charnel- 
house,  with  the  floral  favours  of  a  bridal-chamber,  was 
pausing  over  his  work;  Luther,  who  was  to  have  left  for 
BvanVlQw  t^Q  da^s  before,  had  remained,  to  read  the  last 
riluaV  ovev  ^\^^  s  V\iW5\\\'^ 'C^\^^\  Nii^'^  ^"^^ 
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pithy  and  respect,  would  please  her  stepfather— though 
Kr.  Langston  also  attended,  but  merely  walking  at  the 
littd  of  the  procession  of  the  boys  and  girls,  of  the  Maresco 
«dKN>]8,  which  followed  their  late  companion  to  her  last 
Ixnne,  as  real  mourners ;  and  Walter  had  asked  and  ob- 
tamed  permission  to  do  the  same. 

Lady  Portaijis  had  that  day  arrived  with  her  two  daugh- 
ter!, to  pay  Lady  Clairville  a  visits  en  passant,  in  her  way 
Id  Clanhaven  Castle ;  but,  finding  she  had  come  to  a  house 
«f  mourning,  she  could,  with  difficulty,  be  persuaded  to 
lanain  to  dinner,  fearing  to  be  in  the  way ;  so  she  had 
«dered  the  post-horses  to  be  brought,  and  the  carriage 
im  then  at  the  door ;  and  she  was  only  awaiting  Lady 
Qiirville's  return  from  the  sorrowful  scene  above,  and 
domg  her  uttermost  to  soothe  Gemma,  whose  tears^  from 
ktfing  long  known  Mabel,  were  flowing  bitterly — when 
Beatrice  returned,  her  own  eyes  red  and  swollen  to  a  fear- 
fid  degree. 

"  Would  you,  dear  Honoria,^^  said  she,  ^^  come  up  stairs 
with  me  ?  I  cannot  tear  that  poor  creature  from  the  coffin^ 
which  the  men  are  waiting  to  carry  down  stairs ;  and  per- 
haps you,  as  a  stranger,  may  have  more  weight  with  her ; 
and  the  people  outside,  have  been  waiting  nearly  an  hour; 
and,  in  half  an  hour  more,  it  will  be  dark.'^ 

Without  a  word.  Lady  Portarjis  rose,  and  followed  her 
upstairs. 

Mary  was  not  sobbing ;  she  was  not  even  crying ;  she 
vaa  almost  as  mute  and  insensible,  as  the  now-screwed 
down  coffin,  on  which  she  had  flung  herself,  and  was  clasp- 
iag  so  convulsively^ 

"Come,  come,''  sobbed  Beatrice,  trying  with  gentle 
force  to  withdraw  her ;  "  this  is  not  rijj^ht,  this  is  not  well, 
when  we  all  so  heartity  participate  in  your  affliction ;  you 
have  no  right  to  monopolize  more  than  your  share, — what 
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you  ftre  doing  would  have  been  reproved  by  A«r  to  mort 
purpose  than  I  can  reprove  it>'' 

This  allusion  produced  the  Bftlut&ry  effect  of  once  mme 
opening  the  flood-gatea  of  the  bereaved  mother's  harV 
and  the  tears,  like  a  refreshing  shower,  laioed  from  her 
eyes. 

*^  There,  that  is  better, — I  know  ycm  will  be  icatonaUe 
now — and  here  is  a  lady,  who,  though  a  fltnnger,  feels  for 
you,  too." 

Almost  mechanically  Mary  raised  her  head,  and  had  no 
sooner  done  so  than  Lady  Portaijis,  who  was  advaaaog 
towards  her  with  an  extended  hand  to  bdp  to  raise  her 
up,  and  the  deepest  commiseration  depicted  in  her  eomh 
tenance, — suddenly  started  back  a  step  or  two,  snd 
exclaimed — 

*'Why,  it's  poor  Marsham  I— don't  you  know  me, 
Marsham  V^ 

But  a  loud  and  piercing  shriek  from  Mary,  as  sbe 
frantically  cried  out — "  Not  here  I  not  here ! — Ae  mmt 
not  come  here; — my  child!  my  child  I — mine!  mme!-^ 
not  her's  ; — she  will  kill  her  over  again  I^'  And  thoi 
raving  in  her  frantic  efforts  to  push  Lady  Portarjis  away, 
she  staggered  and  fell  down,  into  a  dead  swoon  across  die 
cofiiin. 

Beatrice,  from  one  electric  flash  of  the  past  and  preseot, 
uniting  in  this  terrible  focus  of  outrage,  shame,  and  be- 
reavement, saw,  as  in  a  glass,  the  whole  of  poor  Mar/s 
sad  histoiy,  and  knew  at  last  who  MabePs  father  was ! 

''Poor  soul!  poor  Marsham !''  said  Lady  Portarjis» 
clasping  her  hands  over  the  senseless  mass  at  her  feet— ''I 
who  have  inquired  after  you  in  every  direction,  to  think  I 
should  have  found  you  at  last  in  such  a  scene  of  misery  !— 
I  would  have  given  any  thing,''  added  she,  turning  to  Ladf 
Clairville,  ''to  have  had  Marsham  back,  I  was  so  f(»d  of 
her — I  Yikftdi  \i«t  \^\xx  >iGasi  ^aDL^^  maid  I  ever  had ;  but 
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dte  left  me  in  the  most  sadden  and  unaecoontable  manner 

-and '' 

"Yea— yea, — she  told  me  all  about  it,"  interrupted  Bea- 
tiiee;  "aheleft  you  to  be  married/' 

''  Well^  but  die  might  have  told  me  so ;  I  should  not 
knre  prevented  her.'' 

.  "  Exactly ;  but  when  people  do  such  a  foolish  thing  as 
to  marry,  you  see,  they  generally  do  it  m  the  most  foolish 
way ; — now,  dear  Honoria,  don't  let  me  detaia  you,  and 
don't  you  detain  the  post-horses  any  longer ;  for  I  must 
get  this  poor  soul  carried  to  bed,  while  she  can  make  no 
naiaianoe;  and  seeing  you,  when  she  comes  to  herself, 
woold  only  do  harm,  and,  perhaps,  drive  her  permanently 
o«t  of  her  senses." 

"What,  then — ^is  she  subject  to  these  attacks?" 

"Nay — I  can't  say  that  she  is;  but  she  has  had  them 
before,  under  a  painful  intensity  of  nervous  excitement. 
Indeed,  when  poor  little  Mabel  was  ordy  six  weeks  oldj  Mary 
jsempeiy  one  dark  winter^ s  night,  into  the  Paddington  Canal, 
aid  was  miraculously  saved  by  her  present  husband,  who 
k  not  MabeV 8  father.'' 

"  Then  she  was  married  before  ?" 

Beatrice  nodded  her  head  jesuitically,  and  then  said, 
bfuriedly,  "Tell  Lord  Portarjis,  will  you,  that  I  cannot 
possibly  receive  him  on  Thursday  in  this  house  of  mourn- 
ing; and  tell  him,  about  your  having  found  poor  Marshain 
in  such  a£Biction  for  the  death  of  her  child ;  and  don't  for- 
fei  the  episode  of  the  Canal.  That  will  interest  him ;  for 
men  like  tragedies  in  real  life,  of  which  they  are  not  the 
heroes.  And  now,  good  bye ;  and  Heaven  blesa  you  I  dear 
BLonoria,"  added  she,  kissing,  and  hurrying  Lady  Portarjis 
oat  of  the  room,  who,  however,  turned  back,  and  putting 
a  ten-pound  note  into  her  hand,  said — 

"  Do  give  this  to  poor  Marsham ;  and  tell  her  anything 
ibe  wants,  to  let  me  know." 

VOL.    JJJL  ^ 
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sister^  she  would  not  notice  him ;  for  persons  of  delicate 
minds,  either  in  a  false  position^  or  in  no  position  at  all^ 
•re  always  morbidly  susceptible,  and  never  can  believe, 
that  what  pains  them,  so  poignantly,  are  merely  random 
arrows,  and  were  not  aimed  by  skilAil  intent.  So,  though 
he  saw  the  sprig  of  mignonette  fall,  he  allowed  it  to  re- 
main where  it  fell,  and  would  not  pick  it  up,  but,  as  he 
ecmtinued  to  lean  against  one  of  the  piers  of  the  gate, 
looking  at  it,  thought — and  his  eyes  filled  with  tears : — 

*'  Ah !  poor  dead  Mabel  would  not  have  pretended  not 
to  know  me,  let  her  have  been  with  whom  she  might ;  but 
then  she  was  like  me,  and  had  no  home — no  fine  castle  to 
go  to,  like  Lady  Gemma  De  Yere.  Ah  !  well,  Mabel  has 
a  better  and  more  glorious  home  than  even  that,  now ;  and 
I  (mly  wish  I  could  be  with  her  there.^' 

The  boy  then  folded  his  arms,  and  set  his  teeth  almost 
savagely.  At  that  moment  Barrel,  one  of  the  young 
weavers,  moved,  and,  in  doing  so,  was  within  an  inch  of 
patting  his  foot  upon  the  sprig  of  mignonette,  when  Walter 
sprang  forward  and  rescued  it.  Still,  he  did  not  put  it  into 
his  bosom ; — for  what  was  Lady  Gemma  De  Vere  to  him  ? 
— but  he  stuck  it  in  his  button-hole,  because — because — 
mignonette  was  such  a  sweet,  dear,  little,  innocent  flower 
— and  because,  in  short — he  was  very  fond  of  mignonette. 
But,  in  the  midst  of  all  these  becauses,  and  in  arranging 
the  sprig  of  mignonette,  he  dropped  his  glove,  which  he 
stooped  to  pick  up,  a  trouble  he  might  not,  and  most  pro- 
bably would  not,  have  taken  upon  any  ordinary  occasion ; 
for  the  loss  of  gloves  and  pocket-handkerchiefs,  was  a  con- 
stant, though  the  only  bone  of  contention  between  him  and 
Mrs.  Bumpus,  mere,  who  had  the  charge  of  his  wardrobe. 

But  these  gloves  were  new  black  ones,  had  expressly  for 
poor  MabePs  funeral ;  and  a  few  minutes  before  he  left  the 
manor  with  Luther,  to  join  the  melancholy  cortege,  he  had 
torn  one  of  them,  and  Eva,  gently  and  silently,  as  ahe  ^^i/^ 
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everything,  had  taken  it  and  mende 

for  any  dilapidations  of  Walter's, 

were  never  let  to  come  uoder  the 

irate  fecrutiny.     Aud  now,  as  he  ; 

neatly-mended  glove,  or  what  he  c 

of  black  sewing-silk,  with  which  Evi 

the  tears  again  came  into  his  eye 

were  from  a  different  source.     Thei 

bidity  in  tbem,— they  were  happy 

»ffection^as,  under  the  pretext  ol 

glove  before  his  mouth,  and  kisaed 

"Ahl  she  is  always  good  and 

think  she  minds  my  having  no  hi 

nobody.     I  wonder  what  Mrs.  Mo 

often  saying,  she  is  sure  I  am  a  Pei 

What  consequence  ?  I  should  like  1 

why  am  I  left  here,  at  this  villag 

indeed  says,  his  mother  talks  nonsi 

put  such  things  into  my  head  j  auc 

villcj  says  I  ought  to  be  resigned, 

the  state  God  has  placed  me.    Wcl 

it  is  not  easy  aUvays  to  do  exact! 

though  my  father  and  mother  are 

that  I  should  uever  bear  any  thin; 

determined  Pll  mah  my  graudmot 

herei  and  if  she  wou^t,  I'll  get  it  i 

for  Tm  mre  be  eould  tell  me,  if  he 

Here,  the  thread  of  Walker's  thoi 

iolemUj  and  measurt^d  tolling  of  tl 

church  at  Beechcroft^  which  came 

eveuing  air,  and,  awaking  as  it  we 

the  waves,  which  were  Howing  in  si 

margin  of  the  beach,  as  if  weepin 

Mabel's  little  ft!ct  had  so  often  di 
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would  nerer  more  press  those  fleeting  sands.  Now^  too^  the 
hier  wts  seen  advancbg  towards  the  gates^  and  the  moum- 
en,  who  were  moomers^  formed  themselves  into  the  order^ 
m  wUeh  thej  were  to  walk ;  and  the  silent  tears  of  the  very 
bewersy  (though  they  were  not  included  in  the  bill,)  accom- 
panied the  loader,  and  more  uncontrollable  grief  of  the 
children;  among  whom,  Ruth  Norland  got  into  such 
▼iolent  hysterics,  haunted  as  she  now  was,  by  remorse,  at 
hsfing  slighted  poor  Mabel's  last  request,  that  Mrs.  Evelyn, 
one  of  the  monitors,  was  obliged  to  return  with  her  to  the 


On  airiving  at  the  churchyard,  heavy  black  clouds,  like 
funereal  crapes,  seemed  to  veil  the  Bed  Sun,  now  fast  sink- 
ing into  night,  and  one,  or  two,  large  fitful  drops  of  rain, 
those  heralds  of  a  coming  storm,  fell.  By  the  open  grave 
stood  Nahemiah  Twigg,  his  hat  on  the  ground,  beside  him, 
his  long  thin  silver  hair  scarce  stirred  by  the  rising  wind, 
which  was  yet  struggling  for  supremacy,  llie  tears,  not 
many,  and  freely,  but  two  very  large  ones,  were  trickling 
slowly  down  each  pale,  withered  cheek,  as  if  unused  to  the 
task  ;  for,  though  he  buried  many,  he  wept  over  few ;  but 
now,  as  his  dim  eyes  gazed  steadily  on  his  own  work,  his 
hands  were  spread  out  over  the  yawning  chasm,  as  if  drop- 
ping a  blessing  into  it. — Or,  it  might  be  an  involuntary. 

Salve,  magna  parens  ! 
with  which  he  was  apostrophizing  the  earth's  bosom,  that 
lie  had  bared  before  him.  The  procession  approached ; — 
and  the  old  man's  prayer,  benediction,  reverie,  or  what- 
ever it  was,  was  ended,  and  he  turned  slowly  roimd  to  pile 
up  all  the  flower-roots,  he  had  brought  to  border  this 
grave, — under  a  yew  tree,  that  they  might  not  get  trodden 
upon,  and  crushed  by  the  crowd.  * 

Since  Luther  had  left  The  Atat,  he  had  taken  lessons 
in  elocution; — and  therefore  knew  how  to  do  full  justice  to 
the  lieh,  mdlow,  peculiarly  flexible,  and  pec^iiSaaiV^  "^i 


Axn  ois  wite; 

frnas  him;  besidcB, he  posaeiicd 

to  mS  lading,  md  ffpemkuig^  ib  mhMt  the 

m    Hcfamr — m  Sserwmaier^  fee^^f  whkb 

m  Tallica  m  nieaiung,  and  a  power,  that  in, 

wnrda,  however  appropnite,  or 

at  to  stjie^   nerer  possess^  and  thcfcfoie^ 

lowtTcd, — and  Lother  ptodaimd 
and  the  ^ad  tidicga ! — 
'I  SK  -At  nj^mxtion  and  the  life,  i^ith  the  Lord t  lu 
in  mt^  thoogfa  he  wete  dead>  yet  Rhill  h 
'  hfeth,  and  helieveth  in  me,  shall  nertr 
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lk  aoibsy  and  the  tears,  were  hashed ;  for  the 
'  fisloiing  with  their  hearts ; — and  grief,  for 
a  mcf  i^noe. — paused,  and  homhled  itself,  hefore  God.— 
Nrr  was  iuiSSL  the  deep  teaching  pathos  of  Luther's  voice 
i«rac9£  ns  die  npplication, — 

^  Bac  my  pnycr,  O  Lord,  and  with  thine  ears  consider 
ity  albxur :  hold  not  thy  peace  at  my  tears, 

^Tx- 1  am  a  ftranger  with  thee  :  and  a  sojoamer,  asall 

— ^I^ac  Waikcr  bunt  into  a  fresh  paroxysm  of  tears,  and,  in 
ii»  «£3»fim.  the  little  sprig  of  mignonette,  fell  from  his 
mnau  ^n  lo  Mabd's  coffin :  a  look,  to  the  old  sexton, 
«mu£  uve  icsciied  it ;  bat  it  woald  have  been  a  sort  of 
sttRiTikse. — ^Waker  fidt,  he  knew  not  why, — (except  that  the 
mdaotrr  are  always  saperstitious)  that  it  was  a  bad  omen 
vr  aoK :  b«l  it  was  also  a  last  offering  from  Gemma,— 
L^dboaoe  one ; — ao  he  left  it  there,  for  the  high-bom, 
L  ^i^fll\— ^0(>&e^^^^«Sa^ia&n  who  had  been 
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cradled  in  luxury, — and  the  little  pauper,  who  had  been 
wved  hj  charity, — loved  each  other  well ;  for  in  the  archives 

mtOodfihesre  are  no  conventional  Rubicons; — and  kind 
and  words,  are  loadstones,  which  draw  hearts  to- 
%  without  permission,  and  without  prevention,  and 

^Mto  great  alchymist.  Nature,  from  her  deep  mines  of 
kimian  feeling,  and  her  dark  laboratory  of  human  passions, 

torn  fuse  the  most  antagonistic  ingredients  into  golden 
gyiins  of  affection  at  will. 

^     At  length,  ''dust^'  had  been  consigned  to  ^'dust,''  and 

^  was  over  !    The  procession  of  little  mourners,  with  Mr- 

'JLangston,  and  Mrs.  Ward,  the  other  matron,  turned  slowly 
sway,  and  lefk  the  churchyard,  in  the  same  order  that  they 
eame.  Luther,  Walter,  and  Nahemiah,  alone  remained. 
Hie  last  proceeded  mechanically  to  fill  in  the  grave ;  and, 
thoagh  there  was  a  moon,  when  the  lowering  clouds  would 
■Dow  it  to  be  seen,  the  old  man  lit  his  hom-lantem  to 
iqiedite  the  task  ;  for,  as  he  said,  he  knew  Mary  would  be 

^•1  tiie  grave  early  in  the  morning,  and  it  would  .never  do 
to  let  her  think  the  poor  child's  bed  had  not  been  properly 
made. 

Luther  knelt  down  by  a  large  sarcophagus,  now  much 
dilapidated  by  time,  and  overgrown  with  weeds,  though 
surrounded  by  an  iron  railing,  and  there  prayed  a  prayer 
that,  perhaps,  was  not  in  the  rubric :  but,  nevertheless,  was 
mich  a  one,  as  neither  the  Angel  of  Life,  nor  Death,  would 
lunre  refused  to  take  charge  of,  to  the  Throne  of  Grace. 

And  while  he  prayed,  Walter  stooped  down,  and  plucked 
a  few  violets,  and  leaves  from  the  roots,  the  old  sexton  had 
Ud  by  ready  to  plant,  determined  the  next  time  he  saw 
Gemma,  to  give  them  to  her,  in  exchange  for  her  branch  of 
ndgnonette. 

"  Where  could  you  find  violets  at  this  time  of  the 
Nahemiah  V^  said  he,  putting  those  he  had  taken  into 
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kovr  she'll  miss  you^    for  sartin  sure,  and  all  the  poor 

UtOe  lasses,  and  lads,  and '' 

-  ^Well,  I  muit  go,  Nahemiah,  or  I  shall  miss  the  train/' 

irii  Imtiber  hastily,  interrupting  him ;  and,  had  the  dim 

firom  the  lantern  but  flitted  across  his  face^  it 

have  revealed  a  much  deeper  crimson  glow,  than  that 

ilie  red  sun,  that  had  just  set. 

5 Well,   then,   good  bye;  Heaven   speed  you,  Mister 

ImlbieT  1 — my  prayers  shall  follow  you  wherever  you  go. 

Bud  many  more,  of  old  and  young  beside, — ^for  man, 

I  boy,  you  were  always  good  to  the  poor,  and  even  that 

ip  of  an  Atat,  and  all  the  cold  snivelling  as  went  on 

could  never  squench  the  good  that's  in  you. — Heaven 

and  prosper  you,  Mr.  Luther,  and  you,  too.  Master 

Udenr 

But  though  they  heard  the  murmuringS  of  the  thin 
Jhleetto  of  the  old  man's  voice,  his  words  were  lost  in  air, 
Md,  as  they  reached  the  gate,  the  church-dock  struck 

iiiilit. 

^*  I  must  run  for  it,''  said  Luther,  "  or  shall  really  lose 
r|iie.tniin ;  so  I'll  say  good  bye,  here.  Heaven  bless  you, 
Salter  1  you  must  come  down  and  see  me  at  Christmas — 
to  me  often,  and  tell  me  the  smallest  minutiae  about 

old  Field-Fleury,  Beechcroft^  and ^"     Maresco  he 

have  added,  but  a  chdking  in  his  throat  prevented 
getting  the  word  out, — so,  wringing  Walter's  hand 
IprdiaUy,  he  darted  off  like  lightning,  down  the  lane  that 
L|sd  to  the  Manor. 
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CHAPTEK  X. 


%  Chapter  d  |nt&nits  anb  ^.toktis. 

|)HEN  Luther  was  gone^  Walter  turned  and  looke 
wistfully  back,  down  the  avenue  of  yew  trees,  int 
the  churchyard,  where  the  dim  glimmer  of  the  tG 
ton's  lantern,  was  to  be  seen,  and  the  measured  fall  of  b 
spade  heard,  as  he  laid,  and  flattened  the  rolls  of  gra 
turf  on  Mabel's  grave.  Walter  was  so  miserable— 
utterly  alone  I  now^  Luther  had  left  him ; — that  he  b 
inclined  to  go  and  pass  the  night  by  that  little  grave,  ai 
cry  out  the  great  weight  that  was  at  his  heart ;  but  deep] 
and  truly,  as  he  sorrowed  for  MabePs  death, — he  was  b 
such  a  self-hypocrite  as  to  be  deluded  with  the  idea,  tl 
all  the  denseness  of  the  shadow,  that  now  darkened  1 
heart,  arose  from  that  one  cause ;  but  it  was  a  legitimfl 
channel,  through  which  to  let  the  tide  of  his  sorrow  flo 
While  he  was  still  deliberating,  as  aimless,  hopeless  peep 
who  have  no  choice,  do,  another  clap  of  thunder,  and 
lurid  gleam  of  fork-lightning,  decided  him  ;  for,  like  i 
who  lead  an  eventless  life,  he  was  an  amateur,  of  en 
elemental  strife.    A  storm^  any  thing  1  was  better  thi 
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He  was  in  no  mood  to  return^  and  listen  to  the  stereo- 
yped  Helenic  eztacies  of  Moses^  or  the  lectures  of  Moses^ 
Qother,  for  spoiling  his  clothes^ which  the  rain  was  threaten- 
tig  to  drench,  and  as  agam  the  ihonder  called  him,  now 
ouder  than  before,  he  hurried  on  to  the  east  diff,  thinking 
LOW  grand  the  great  concert  of  winds,  and  waves,  wonld  be 
here ;  and  that,  perhaps,  even  he  might  see  that  strange, 
riteh-like,  old  woman,  with  whom  he  could,  alone,  claim 
indred.  It  seemed  almost  natural,  that  on  such  a  night, 
iding  on  the  plunging  hippogriff  of  a  whirlwind,  she 
iauid  appear  as  he  walked,  or  rather  was  driven  along,  by 
be  wailing,  shrieking  winds,  the  lurid  Ughtning  flashing 
^  angry  glances  above  him ;  the  inky,  boiling,  white- 
rested  waves  below  it,  seemed  as  if  every  loud  peal  of 
eaven's  artillery,  was  met  by  a  charge  of  black  sea-horses. 
Benching  the  fire,  with  their  wild  foam.  Walter  could 
•rdly  keep  his  footing ;  and  once,  or  twice,  as  he  tried  to 
xqp,  to  look  at  this  mighty  warfare,  he  was  nearly  blown 
rer,  into  the  seething  flood — so  that  he  was  compelled 
>  keep  more  inland ;  but  even  so,  every  now,  and  then, 
le  lightning  would  run  along  the  white  cliffs,  as  if  point- 
ig  out,  with  its  forked  tongue,  amid  the  rugged  hierogly- 
hics  of  the  rocks,  a  Belshazzar-like  warning  to  some  ruth- 
mm  sea-king.  It  was  very  grand,  very  mysterious,  very 
anible  I  and  it  completely  took  the  boy  out  of  himself,  by 
uJdng  him  feel  what  a  less  than  atom  he  was,  in  this 
leat  onslaught  of  conflicting  spheres. 

When  he  at  length  came  opposite  the  Mermaid,  there 
ras  something  inexpressibly  genial,  in  the  mild,  soft, 
beady,  common-place  light  of  hearth  and  lamp,  that 
breamed  through  its  windows,  and  even  the  sound  of 
olgar,  and  uproarious  mirth,  that  then  issued  from  it, 
ad  something  cheery,  because,  something  human  in  it ; 
nd  Walter,  nearly  breathless  from  jthe  wind  he  had  so 
mg  buffeted,  turned  shivering  away  firom  this  great  epic 
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of  the  elements,  and  walked  up  to  the  window,  of  the 
little  inn.  Before  the  kitchen-fire  a  shoulder  of  mutton 
was  roasting,  and  Alice  Avenel,  the  publican's  daughter, 
was  basting  it;  while,  at  the  large  dresser-table,  sat 
smoking,  and  drinking,  three  exceedingly  ill-looking  in- 
dividuals, of  very  different  styles  of  repulsiveness.  The 
one  who  appeared  to  be  the  leader,  for  there  always  it  a 
master  body,  even  where  there  is  no/  a  master  mind,  was  a 
dark,  swarthy,  burly-looking  man,  of  between  forty  and 
fifty,  with  black,  sharp  eyes,  bushy  brows,  and  a  nose  that 
looked  like  a  bunch  of  purple  grapes.  On  his  head  he 
wore  a  red  woollen  nightcap,  and  over  his  sailor's  jacket  a 
Guernsey  shirt,  though  round  his  waist,  was  an  officer's  old 
crimson  silk  sash,  in  which,  was  stuck  a  cutlass,  and  a 
brace  of  pistols.  The  second  personage  was  a  one-eyed 
Lascar,  with  a  blue,  and  white,  striped  nightcap,  and  a  blue 
cotton  blouse,  chain-stitched  with  red. 

The  third  person,  was  not  only  much  younger,  but  much 
fairer,  and  of  delicate  features,  but  with  a  villainous,  low,  si- 
nister expression  of  countenance.  He  appeared  to  be  under 
the  surveillance  of  the  other  two ;  for  every  now,  and  then, 
he  looked  round,  first  to  the  door,  and  then  at  the  window, 
as  if  meditating  a  sudden  escape.  Up  to  the  first  pane  of 
the  window,  was  a  red  serge  curtain,  run  full,  upon  an  iron 
rod,  with  a  sort  of  heading,  or  frilling,  about  it,  and  of  these 
lower  panes,  one  was  broken,  and  a  piece  of  copy-book 
paper  pasted  over  it.  •  So,  that  had  it  not  been  for  the 
winds,  everything  that  passed,  and  every  word  uttered  in 
the  kitchen,  could  have  been  distinctly  understood.  As  it  was, 
Walter  heard  the  burly  dark  man  say  to  the  Lascar,  as  he 
replenished  his  glass  from  a  pewter  flaggon,  with  a  hmpid- 
looking  spirit — 

"  I'm  most  tired,  of  kicking  my  heels  here." 

To  which  the  Lascar  replied. 

"  Den  kickee  dem,  tother  side  table.*' 
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'^Wt  ncir  s  week  we've  beoi  at  this  laicher's  work,  and 
tlie  Inrd  hasn't  risen  yet.  It's  your  torn  to  watch  to  night, 
Nebo/' 

.  ^Aj,  ay,  sir,"  responded  Nebo,  (the  Lascar)  puffing  a 
doad  Iran  his  pipe,  '^I  watch,  and  Master  Dickey  here, 

Then,  followed  a  stentorian  roar  from  the  trio, — after 
adddi.  Bed  Cap,  drew  out  one  of  the  pistols  firom  his 
bttlft,  and  looked  to  the  priming,  with,  which,  being  satis- 
Bedy  he  replaced  it ;  then,  emptying  out  the  ashes  from  a 
Dutch  pipe  he  was  smoking,  he  refilled  it,  and  lit  it  at  the 
lamp  that  hung  over  the  table. — And  when  two  or  three 
vhiflfs,  had  assured  him  that  it  uhis  lit,  he  said — 

^ I  doubt  'The  Bonny  Jane'  has  had  rough  courting 
to-night,  tossing  about  out  yonder; — I  hope  the  boat 
sron't  sUp  her  moorings,  though.'' 

*'  Boat  all  right,"  laconicised  Nebo, — and  then,  perform- 
ing a  horrible  pirouette,  with  his  Cyclops  eye,  and  removing 
lua  pipe  to  empty  his  glass,  he  said, — "  Spect,  Cappen,  it's 
m  Attoy  we  want  in  such  a  rough  sea."  Whereupon,  fol- 
lowed another  roar  of  laughter. 

Walter  stood  up,  and  put  his  face  flat  against  the  pane 
of  l^ass,  above  the  red  curtain,  and  looked  boldly  into  the 
Idtchen,  that  they  might  see  he  was  there,  and  know  that 
he  was  listening.  The  man  in  the  red  cap,  that  the  Lascar 
called  ''Captain/' — as  soon  as  he  perceived  him,  his  mouth 
opened,  as  if  by  a  spring !  leaving  his  pipe  in  abeyance, 
and  he  looked  as  if  he  had  seen  a  spectre :  but  suddenly 
commanding  his  countenance,  he  whiffed  away  double  tides, 
merely  kicking  Nebo's  ankle,  and  giving  a  telegraphic  look 
towards  the  window. — The  Lascar  scarcely  looked  round, 
and  afiected  to  see  nothing,  when  he  did  ;  but  soon  after, 
he  stretched  his  arm  above  his  head,  and  gave  a  terrific 
yawn. 

"Hello!  lass,"  said  the  man  in  the  red  cap,  to  the 
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host's  daughter,  who  was  basting  the  meat  at  the  fire,  as 
he  pulled  out,  and  consulted  a  large  silver  watch,  tied 
with  a  short  black,  and  much  worn  watch-ribbon, — "you 
must  stir  your  stumps,  or  we  can't  wait  for  supper,  for  I 
know  what  these  Autumnal  storms  are  along  this  coast ;~ 
a  broadside  while  they  last,  but  soon  over, — when  it's  only 
thunder,  Ughtning,  and  wind ;  and  there  aint  no  rain  for 
Mother  Carey's  chickens, — and  I  know  this  capfbll  of  wind 
will  be  over  in  half  an  hour,  or  so ;  and  then,  we  most 
be  back  to  the  '  Bonny  Jane.' " 

"Why — Lawr  bless  me!  Captain  Kibe,  I  thought 
when  you  ordered  this  here  shoulder  of  mutton  for  supper^ 
you  said  as  you  should  sleep  ashore  again  to-night  ?" 

"  Well,  suppose  I  did,  wench  ?  d'ye  think  it's  only  wo- 
men and  wind,  that  has  the  right  to  change." 

While  Alice  Avenel  had  her  head  towards  him,  the 
ladleful  with  which  she  was  again  about  to  baste  the  meat, 
being  suspended,  nearly  tilted  over. 

"Ladle  a-hoy  !"  roared  out  Captain  Kibe;  " back  your 
starboard-arm,  girl,  or  all  the  fat  will  be  in  the  fire." 

As  she  was  about  to  return  to  her  avocation,  she  caught 
sight  of  Walter's  face,  against  the  window-pane,  and 
letting  the  ladle  fall  out  of  one  hand,  and  slapping  them 
both,  as  she  exclaimed  running  to  the  door  : — "  Eh ! 
gemini  me ! — if  there  aint  young  Master  Selden,  out  in 
the  gloaming — against  the  storm  ! — Walk  in,  pray,  Master 
Walter  ? — and  take  an  air  of  the  fire  ? — and  let  me  make 
you  a  cup  of  tea  ? — for  you  must  be  fairly  starved  in  this 
hurly-burly, — it's  been  enough  to  draw  the  teeth  of  a  sea- 
horse !" 

"  No  tea,  thank  you,  Alice, — for  I  must  get  back  as 
soon  as  I  can ;  but  I'll  wait  a  few  minutes  for  the  wind  is 
already  going  down." 

"  Where  may  you  be  bound,  youug  gentleman  ?"  asked 
Kibe. 
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''Only  to  Fidd-Fleoiy/'  replied  Walter,  rather  timidly; 
fiar,  indeed,  he  had  never  spoken  to  so  formidable  a  per- 
acmage  before. 

''  Whew  1''  whistled  the  Captain,—''  that's  nothing.  I 
bow  away  through  the  Oiant's  Ear,  (a  cavern  in  the 
loeka  ao  caUed),  that  would  take  you  there  in  no  time.'' 

"  Tve  heard  of  that  place,'*  said  Walter ;  "  but  they  say 
ifa  the  hiding  place  of  smugglers — and  they've  never  let 
me  go  that  way  by  day,  and  I  should  be  afraid  to  do  so  at 
sight." 

''  Afraid ! — ^that  aint  a  pretty  word  in  a  young  gentle- 
man's mouth ;  afraid's  for  girls :  if  Alice  here  will  lend 
US  a  lantern,  I'll  pilot  you  myself,  for  that  matter, — so  will 
all  three  of  us,  my  two  mates  as  well." 

"No, — ^no/'  said  Alice, — ''father  will  be  back  at  nine, 
and  he  shall  see  Master  Selden,  home." 

"  Now,  just  mind  your  own  business,  lass,  and  hang  out 
the  lights." 

"I  am  minding  my  business,  Captain  Kibe,  for  it  is  my 
business  not  to  let  Master  Walter  be  forced  into  going  that 
way,  if  he's  afr^d." 

"Afraid,  nonsense,  Alice,  I'm  not  afr^d,"  said  Walter, 
indignantly,  for  the  word  rankled  in  his  heart,  as  Kibe  in- 
tended it  should. 

"  Of  course  not !  for  what  is  there  to  be  afraid  of  ?  the 
deuce  is  in  it  — ^if  we  four  could  not  be  a  match  for  any 
stray  smuggler,  we  should  meet,  for  they  are  sea-owls,  thi^ 
never  fly  in  pairs." 

Though  goodness  knows,  the  association  was  anything 
but  flattering,  still  Walter  did  feel  flattered  after  the  former 
imputation  on  his  courage  at  the  '^  we  four/'  which  classed 
his  fifteen  stripling  years,  with  three  such  formidable  and 
desperate-looking  fellows  as  those  before  him. 

"  Come,  come,  give  us  the  lantern,  lass,"  re- urged  Kibe, 
"  and  let  it  be  the  little  bright  one,  and  crowd  sail ;  that 
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supper  may  be  ready  when  we  retom;  for  weshaUbebaek 
in  IcM  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour/' 

''Indeed^  indeed^  Master  Seldon,  you  had  better  wait  till 
father  comes  home,  and  not  go  by  the  cavern  at  this  time 
of  night/' 

"  For  that  matter,  Alice,  I  don't  want  any  gne  to  go  with 
me,  if  you*ll  only  lend  me  the  lantern/' 

"  No,  no,  dang  it,"  said  Captain  Kibe,  rising,  and  ex- 
changing his  red  night-cap,  for  a  sou-wester.  "  I  ain't  such 
a  fair-weather  chap  as  all  that  comes  to,  neither.  I'll  tow 
you  safe  into  port,  or  I'll  know  why  ?  come,  weigh  anchor, 
you  lubbers,  and  let's  get  underweigh." 

In  obeying  this  order,  Walter  remarked  that  Nebo 
clutched  hold  of  the  fair  man,  in  a  way  that  savoured  more 
of  force  than  friendship,  and  then  they  both  stood  abreast 
by  the  captain,  who  pushing  them  back,  said  : — 

^^  All  the  world  over,  two  is  company,  and  three  is  none, 
80,  if  you  please, — keep  to  yourselves,  and,  if  the  young 
gentleman  will  accept  of  my  arm,  I'll  take  care  of  him ; — 
but,  stay, — you  shall  lead  the  way,  Nebo,  for,  though  you 
have  but  one  eye,  it  w  a  piercer, — for  I  never  knew  such  a 
cat  ©'mountain  as  you  are,  for  seeing  in  the  dark/' 

"  Good  night,  Alice,"  cried  Walter,  turning  back  at  the 
door,  and  though  he  would  not  have  heard,  or  uttered  the 
word  fear,  for  the  world, — he  felt  something  very  like  it, 
when  he  stepped  beyond  the  threshold  out  into  the  darkness 
once  more,  and  passed  his  hand  through  Captain  Kibe's 
arm,  who  could  not  have  pressed  it  more  tightly,  had  he 
been  a  lover. 

'*  Good  night,  Sir,"  repeated  the  girl,  and  then  returning 
to  her  culinary  occupation,  with  a  sigh,  she  said,  '*Eh  dear 
but  I  wish  Master  Walter  had  waited  till  father  came  back, 
for  I  don't  half  like  the  looks  of  those  fellows,  but  still, 
— they'd  never  think  of  robbing  a  boy  of  that  age, — for  he 
couldn't  have  much  money ;  and  hasn't  even  a  watch  to 
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i;  but  for  all  that,  I  dW/ like  it,  and  FU  make 
ftther  step  down  to  the  Priory,  when  he  cornea  in, — to  see 
that  he  haa  gotaafe  home.'' 

The  wind  had  already  eonaideraUy  abated,  bat  the  moon 
Waa  still  shrouded  by  donds  of  inky  darkness;  When  they 
had  gone  aboat  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  they  stopped. 

"This  way, — ^mind  your  footing,  youngster;'' — said 
Cqitain  Kib^  tightly  grasping  Walter's  arm  with  one  hand 
iriiile,  with  the  other,  he  held  the  lantern  down  to  the  edge 
of  the  cliff,  in  which  a  few  rude,  natural  steps  had  been  cut, 
leading  down  to  the  beach. — Cautiously  and  safely  the  two 
deaeended,  and  readied  the  sands,  when  Kibe,  again  holding 
wp  the  lantern,  Nebo,  and  his  compauion  followed,  but 
onty  to  the  centre  of  the  flight,  for  disdaining  the  slow 
ptoeeaa  of  a  step-by-step  descent,  they  jumped  the  remain- 
dflTj  but,  so  violent  was  the  concussion,  that,  on  reaching 
the  beach,  both  lost  their  balance,  and  rolled  over ;  in  doing 
iriuch,  Nebo'siron  grasp  of  his  companion,  in  his  struggles 
to  preserve  his  own  equilibrium,  involuntarily  relaxed. 

''  Hallo  1  Dicky,  where  you  be  ?  tip  us  de  daddle,  ole 
felhu" 

But  the  gentleman  so  apostrophised,  had  only  regained 
hia  feet  to  take  to  his  heels,  and  echoing  along  the  sands, 
in  feint  rivalry,  to  the  pantiugs  of  the  locomotive  monster, 
or  the  railway  above,  for  a  few  seconds  might  his  footsteps 
he  heard,  and  then,  in  the  roar  of  the  surge  below,  and  of 
Ihe  ateam-engine  above,  those  minor  sounds  were  com- 
pletely lost. 

**  Te  Tevil !  here's  a  pretty  race  for  me  in  de  tark." 

*'  Are  you  mad  ?"  said  Kibe;  ^'it  can't  be  helped.  Let 
lam  go,—- the  Lawyer  has  got  the  invoice,— and  we  the 
Qumey : — and  the  cargo  warn't  insured,  so  what  the  hurri- 
eanea  is  it  to  us  ?  quick,  immoor  the  boat,  you  did  bale  her 
out  this  morning  ?" 

"  Surely,  Sir,  we  have  not  to  go  in  a  boat,  have  we  ?  and 
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it  it  io  daik,'' and  Wdter ;  Ilk  deferentud  cmEty 
increafling  with  his  fears. 

'^  Only  a  litde  way/*  reaponded  the  latter. 

'Mt'a  aovery  dark,  Fd  rather  not;  ao^  if  you  pkaae  IH 
retom." 

'' l^nil  you  ao^  my  little  dear  r'  aaid  Kibe,  inunediatdy 
tying  a  handkerchief  tightly  over  hia  month,  while,  in  the 
aame^preato,  begone  1  manner,  the  Laaear^with  a  thidLoad, 
pinioned  hia  arma.  The  boy  atmggled  violently,  bat  in 
vain,  for  the  Captain  held  him  with  both  hia  hmda,  like 
a  vice,  while  Nebo  nnmoored  the  boat,  and,  deapite  all 
poor  Walter'a  leaiatance,  he  waaflnng,  like  a  aand-hag, 
rather  than  lifted  in.  Kibe  instantly  reaoming  hia  graap  of 
him,  as  he  seated  himaelf  beaide  him. 

"All  right,'*  cried  he:  "pnshher  off:''  and  theneit 
minute,  Nebo  plied  the  muffled  oars,  and,  the  boat,  lig^t 
as  a  cockle-sheU,  on  that  heavy  sea,  seemed  as  if  one 
moment  it  was  steering  for  the  clouds,  and  the  next,  going 
to  dive  to  the  depths  of  the  ocean. 

Poor  Walter !  He  was  reaping  the  harvest  of  mortal  hopes, 
for^  like  Rachael,  we  are  as  often  punished  by  the  fruition  of 
our  short-sighted  wishes,  as  disappointed  by  their  &ilure. 
How  often  had  he  kicked  against  the  pricks  of  his  quiet 
safe  life,  and  longed  to  go  to  sea ;  he  was  at  sea  now,  with 
a  vengeance  I  All  Beatrice  had  ever  said  to  him,  on  the  score 
of  content,  and  resignation  to  the  divine  will,  rushed  into 
his  mind,  and  stood  before  his  soul,  like  an  accusing  angeL 
He  thought  of  the  gentle  tender  Eva — of  bright,  brilliant 
Gemma,  of  Moses,  who  had  never  said,  or  done,  an  unkind 
thing  to  bim  ;  of  his  bustling,  good-natured  mother,  ever 
anticipating  his  creature-comforts ;  of  her  son  Bobert,  who 
was  his  polar  star;  of  Tatters;  of  all  Luther's  mild  ad- 
monitions, and  kind  levelling  down  to  his  youth,  and  fim- 
tasies ;  of  his  strange,  solemn,  little-known,  distant  grand- 
mother; of  dear,  dear,  Maresco,  and  all  its  inmatea;  of 
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gBod  Ifr.  Lragston;  of  his  fint  and  mij  Baoeplialas, 
Poneli ;  and  even  of  cold,  stringent^  Mrs.  Mornington^  who^ 
in  ber  way,  bad  always  been  kmd  to  bim ;  for^  bad  abe  not 
iteeotyped  tbe  Fiopbecy,  of  ber  eonviction  tbat  be  was 

'^A  PXBSOir  OFCONaSQUENCX  V* 

He  tboogbt  even  of  Paul  Windsor,  witb  a  regret,  tbat 
I  aboold  be  give,  or  bave  anotber  sixpence  to  give. 
And  Poor  Basket ;  firom  tbe  first  so  kind,  sbe  woold 
no  more  qnince  mancbets  for  bim !  and  ob !  be 
llMMq;ht  of  tbe  old  sexton,  and  of  poor  Mabel ;  and  from  tbe 
dq^tbaof  bis  beart  be  wisbed,  be  had  passed  tbe  nigbt  on,  or 
cm  in,  ber  quiet  grave;  for  any  tbing  would  bave  been 
better,  tban  being  out  on  tbat  world  of  waters, — witb  tbose 
ftvoeions  brutal-looking  men, — and  circled  by  darkness,  as 
by  an  iron  sone.  As  soon  as  tbe  boat  bad  pusbed  off,  be 
bad  ceased  to  struggle  against  tbe  fearful  odds  of  Captain 
Kibe's  muscles  and  sinews ;  firom  tbat  out,  tbe  struggle 
was  all  internal. 

**  Featber  your  oars  I"  roared  Kibe  to  tbe  Lascar, — and 
tben  turning  to  Walter,  be  said — *'  You  sball  have  perfect 
liberty,  youngster,  as  soon  as  we  get  you  under  hatches, 
and  if  you  want  a  sweetheart,  I  defy  you  to  find  a  trimmer 
Ofift  than  '  Tbe  Bonny  Jane ;'  and,  as  we  are  nearly  along- 
side now,  PU  haul  down  tbat  maintopsail  for  you,^^  added 
he,  undoing  tbe  handkerchief  he  bad  tied  over  Walter's 
montb. 

''  Thank  you.  Sir,''  said  the  latter  mildly,  delighted  at 
regaining  even  tbat  much  liberty.  ''Where  is  'The 
Bonny  Jane'  going  to  f " 

''  Tou  mean,  where  is  sbe  bound  for  ?" 

''Yes,  Sir." 

"  Sierra  Leone.*' 

"All  tbe  way  to  Africa !"  groaned  Walter. 

"  Why,  what  would  you  bave  ?  some  folks  are  bard  to 
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pkaie;  itft  todi  a  lidi  eoontry,  tliat  if s  called  the  Gold 
CoMt^ — and  Mich  a  bcantifbl  climate  I  that  people  leUom 
complain  long  there.** 

Walter  made  no  aniwcTj  for  he  was  nek  at  heart.  Andi 
in  a  few  minutes  more,  they  were  onder  the  bowsprit  of 
Tbi  BoNmr  Jakb  of  London. 

Nebo  rowed  alongside,  and  piped  a  shrill  Uast  from  s 
ooatswain's  whistle.  The  neit  moment,  the  companion- 
ladder  was  lowered,  and  all  hands  were  leaning  over  the 
side  of  the  yessd, — text  the  whole  crew,  eielnaive  (rf  Nebo 
and  the  Captain,  consisted  of  bat  three  able-bodied  sea- 
men, a  mate,  and  a  black  cook. 

''How  am  dis7*'  said  the  latter,  as  soon  as  Kibe, 
Walter,  and  the  Laacar,  had  tonehed  the  qnarter-deck,  and 
the  jolly-boat  had  been  drawn  up.  **  How  am  dis  f  dat 
him  only  one  child — taught  him  was  to  hab  two.'' 

''  Snow's  apt  to  melt,  you  know,  Cufiy ;  and  the  other 
was  80  plaguy  fair,  that  he  dissolved  in  our  hands,  slipped 
clean  through  our  fingers/' 

"  Ay,  ay,  Cappen,  him  missly  night  dis." 

''Show  this  youngster  to  his  berth,  Cuffy,"  said  the 
Captain ;  and  then  turning  to  Walter,  he  added — ''  This 
is  my  head  cook,  Mr.  Tiberius  Caesar  Cufify,  and  such  a 
clever  fellow,  that  he  can  turn  his  hand  amost  to  any 
thiug.  So  he'll  do  for  your  lady's-maid,  too.  Master 
Selden :  ha  I  ha  !  ba  ! " 

Walter  gave  a  furtive  glance  at  the  very  unprepossess- 
ing countenances  around  him,  as  the  light  from  the  lantern 
gleamed  upon  them,  and  then  his  eyes  rested,  with  a  sort  of 
confidence  upon  the  substratum  of  good  nature,  which  he 
discovered  m  that  of  the  negro— whom  he  followed  down 
below,  to  a  small  den  off  the  cuddy,  which  he  was  told 
was  his  especial  property,  and  indeed,  it  evinced  a  aort  of 
hospitality,  as  preparations  had  evidently  been  made  for 
him. 
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TboPB  wii  a  trunk  in  it,  perfectly  new,  with  his  name  on 
il»  oontaining  a  stock  of  clothes,  of  the  plainest,  not  to  say 
eommunest,  description, — but  still  a  sufficient  ^quantity, 
also  a  comb,  brushes  and  a  sponge,  likewise  quite 
Hiis  cabin  was  ten  feet  by  eight,— containing  a 
berth,  a  small  washhand-stand,  the  aforesaid  trunk,  which 
bong  fiat,  also  did  duty  as  a  table, — and  a  lamp, — which 
file  negro  now  lit. 

"  How  came  these  things  here  for  me  f  *'  asked  Walter, 
in  much  surprise. 

''Aakee  no  questions,  and  Gu%  telPee  no  lie. 
But  askee  for  what  him  want,  and'  Cufiy  hab  got,  and 
Ca£^  bring  it.     And  him  now  go,  and  bring  dis  child^s 

''Thank  you,  I  don't  want  any  supper,"  said  Walter* 
sitting  down  on  the  trunk,  and  covering  his  face  with  his 
hands,— and  truly,  if  the  moral,  as  well  as  physical  nausea 
be  felt,  could  have  been  increased,  it  would  have  been  so, 
when  CuiFy  returned  with  a  mess  of  pea-soup,  a  lump  of 
fiit  salt  pork,  and  a  tumbler  of  brandy  and  water.  But,  as 
it  was  some  time  before  he  could  persuade  Tiberius  Csesar 
to  remove  these  dehcacies,  it  is  impossible  to  say  which 
poor  Walter  most  wished  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea,  him- 
self, or  them.  To  describe  the  horrors !  of  that  first  night 
at  sea,  and  many  succeeding  ones,  would  be  utterly  im- 
possible ;  the  Iwpeless  misery  of  that  young  spirit  prisoned 
there.  The  horrible  combination  of  tar,  bilge-water, 
and  cooking ;  the  atmospheric  struggle  between  closeness 
and  cold ;  the  being  overpowered  with  drowsiness,  with- 
oat  the  possibility  of  sleeping ;  the  compulsory  idleness, 
and  the  fruitless  regrets,  uncheered  by  Hie  most  distant 
ray  of  hope !  Yet,  in  his  way,  the  poor  negro  had  done 
his  best,  by  many  little  nameless  attentions,  which  scarcely 
amounted  to  deeds,  but  which  certainly  were  crumbs  of 
kindness — ^all,  he  had  in  his  power  to  bestow;  for  he  had 
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even^  on  finding  liii  food  for  tbe  body  to  ne^eeted,  be- 
tbonght  him  of  food  for  tbe  mindj  and  broof^  Walter 
the  only  literary  treasure  be  posaeaaed,  in  the  ahape  of 
a  large  collection  of  lyrical,  and  amatory,  ballada,  in 
which  be  had  invested  innumerable  half-penee,  during  his 
unhappy  passion  for  the  present  Mra.  Finerty,  and  which 
An  poetiea^  were  all  held  together  by  being  piereed 
through  with  a  small  iron  skewer^  as  his  own  heart  had 
been  fimnerlj  transfixed  by  one  of  Cupid's  darta. 

But  Walter  had  been  ao  wretched,  that  be  oodd  not 
e?en  pray,  except  on  deck,  and  there  he  could  not  kned, 
not  fioiu  the  fear  of  the  ribald  gibes,  of  those  ruffianly- 
looking  men,  but  because  he  felt  it  would  be  a  sort  of 
sacrilege  to  do  so  in  their  presence.  One  morning,  when 
they  had  been  about  three  weeks  at  aea — it  waa  the  lart 
Sunday  in  the  month,  and  Ca%  had  brought  him  in  his 
breakfast,  and  was  about  silently  to  depart,  with  his  usual 
pantomimic  shrug  of  compassion,  when  the  boy  said — 

'^  You  are  very  kind,  Cu£fy,  in  asking  me  what  Fd  like 
— there  is  one  thing  I  really  should  like,  if  you  could  get 
it  for  me.'' 

'^  If  him  not  mashed  moon,  or  star-soup,  Cufiy  make 
him,  or  Cufly  get  him." 

''  No,  not  so  difficult  as  that,  Cufiy :  it  is  a  Bible  I  want, 
if  you  could  get  me  one  V 

''  Oh  lor !  only  tink  of  dat !  a  Bible  on  board  Cappen 
Kibe's  ship  !  A  possum  in  a  pulpit,  or  ear-rings  to  a  rattle- 
snake, I  guess  a  dam  deal  more  likely.  But  stop  1 — what 
am  dis  child  tinking  of  ?  CuSj  hob  got  Bible  of  him  own, 
dat  Massa  Carew  gabe  him,  when  Cufiy  was  going — not  be 
married — ^him  all  safe  in  him's  chest,  and  Cufl^  '11  bring 
him." 

''Ah  I  poor  Cufiy,  it  would  be  better  to  have  the  Bible 
in  your  heart,  than  in  your  chest." 
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''What  for  dat,  Massa  Selden?— Am  not  de  Bible  de 
book  ob  God  r 

''Certainly.'' 

"Den  why  for  keep  him  in  dirty  black-hole,  full  of  rub- 
bish, like  CuSy 8  heart  ?  No,  no :  Cufiy  hab  more  respect 
for  de  Great  Spirit  dan  dat  come  to ;  and  so  he  keep  him 
Bible,  wid  all  him  Sunday  clothes;  and  best  ting,  in  him's 
chest." 

Walter  could  not  help  smiling  at  the  poor  negro's  un- 
pharisaical  estimate  of  himself,  and  wished  that  Cu£Fy's 
lines  had  fallen  in  a  pleasanter  place,  than  on  board  Captain 
Kibe's  ship.  The  poor  African  soon  returned  with  the 
Bible,  carefully  enveloped  in  a  fragment  of  "  The  Weekly 
Dispatch,"  strongly  impregnated  with  tobacco.  It  was  one 
of  the  Society's  Bibles,  plainly  bound  in  brown  leather,  and 
in  the  fly-leaf  was  written — 

"To  Tiberius  Caesar  Cufpy, 
From  Thomas  Carew, 

On  Board  The  Hans  Van  Kelp, 
Opp  Plymouth  Sound, 

This  12th  Day  op  June, 

Who — ever  opened  that  book  without  lighting,  as  if  mi- 
raculously, upon  the  very  balm,  proper  to  the  identical 
wound,  under  which  they  were  then  suffering  ?  the  very 
prayer,  suited  to  their  own  hearts'  actual  necessity — better 
than  that  heart  could  word  it ;  as  fervent  as  it  could  feel 
it !  The  Sacred  Volume  opened,  of  its  own  accord,  at  the 
Psalms  for  the  day ;  and  oh  1  how  appropriate  was  the  very 
first  verse  upon  which  Walter's  eyes  fell : — 

"  Send  down  thine  hand  from  above :  deliver  me,  and 
take  me  out  of  the  great  waters,  from  the  hand  of  strange 
children." 
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And  thra,  sfker  he  kid  read  the  ktMMU  for  the  dij,  he 
read  the  whole  history  of  Job  twice  over.  Often,  at  he 
had  heard  fragmentary  portions  of  that  great  ehrauele  of 
God's  diseiplinoy  and  God's  mercy,  and  of  human  sonowy 
and  human  faith— Kif  whieh  patience  is  but  the  alow^  ripen- 
ing frait^-nerer  beforeyhad  he  so  pondered  the  facta  in  fait 
heart ;  for  never  before,  had  he  needed  a  pilot,  and  adiait, 
through  an  equally  rocky,  and  fathomless,  sea  of  affliction. 
But  after,  for  the  second  time,  he  had  laid  down  the  book, 
he  said  alond,  as  if  he  had  been  arguing  the  point  widi  an 
invisible  disputant  :— 

''  Well,  I  lb  think,  aft«r  aU,  that  the  greatest  of  Job's 
trials  was  his  friends  I" 

Perhaps,  Walter  was  right? 

It  might  generally  be  observed  by  most  persona,  if  thej 
would  look  back  into  their  lives,  that  perilous  events,  or 
afflicting  catastrophes,  are  often  preceded  by  some  small 
joys,  or  trifling  success,  which  are,  as  the  issue  proves,  but 
the  lull  before  the  storm, — ^the  breathing  time,  that  &te 
allows,  before  the  leap  into,  or  over,  some  great  gulf.  On 
this  last  Sunday  of  the  month,  Tiberius  Csesar  Cu£^  vras, 
perhaps,  happier,  and  certainly  quite  as  elated,  as  his  im- 
perial namesake  had  ever  been,  though  from  a  very  different 
cause.  Nebo  had  caught  a  good  haul  of  fish,  and  amongst 
them  some  prawns,  which  latter,  Tiberius  had  made  into  a 
curry ;  and  this  curry  Walter  had  praised,  and  thai,  in  the 
most  orthodox  way  in  which  a  Chefs  aavoir,  eon  be  praised ; 
car,  I'eloffe  sefait  en  mangeant ;  and  he  had  not  only  eaten, 
but  eaten  every  bit  of  it.  And  Walter's  own  brief,  halcyon 
pause,  consisted  in  a  few  hours'  calm  and  happy  sleep, 
woofed  with  the  kind  faces,  and  green  fields,  that  he  had 
left,  he  feared,  never  to  see  again ;  in  short,  such  sleep,  and 
such  dreams,  as  had  not  visited  him,  since  his  first  incar- 
ceration on  board  the  '^  Bonnie  Jane."  While  he  slq>t, 
the  storm  arose.     It  was  blowing  great  guns, — the  sea  rsn 
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"Wmt  far  iat,  Masn  Selden?— Am  not  de  Bible  de 
ImkobGodr' 

'^Certainly/' 
.    ''Den  why  for  keep  him  in  dirty  bUu^k-hole,  full  of  rub- 
Mhy  like  Cnfiy's  heart  f    No,  no :  Cuffy  hab  more  respeet 
for  de  Great  Spirit  dan  dat  eome  to ;  and  so  he  keep  him 
JBSbkv  wid  all  him  Sunday  clothes;  and  best  ting,  in  him's 


Walter  eonld  not  hdp  smiling  at  the  poor  negro's  un- 
plttiisaical  estimate  of  himself,  and  wished  that  Cu£Fy's 
fines  had  fidlen  in  a  pleasanter  place,  than  on  board  Captain 
JKibe's  ship.  The  poor  African  soon  returned  with  the 
Bibles  earefiilly  enveloped  in  a  fragment  of  '^  The  Weekly 
/INqpatch,''  strongly  impregnated  with  tobacco.  It  was  one 
«f  die  Sodetjr's  Bibles,  plainly  bomid  in  brown  leather,  and 
ID  the  fly-leaf  was  written — 

^To  TiBSKIUS   CiBSAB  CuFFY, 

Fbom  Thomas  Carew, 

On  Boakd  The  Hans  Van  Kelp, 
Off  Plymouth  Sound, 

This  12th  Day  of  June, 
18 ." 

Who — ever  opened  that  book  without  lighting,  as  if  mi- 
neolously,  upon  the  very  balm,  proper  to  the  identical 
wound,  under  which  they  were  then  suffering  ?  the  very 
prayer,  suited  to  their  own  hearts'  actual  necessity — better 
than  that  heart  could  word  it;  as  fervent  as  it  could  feel 
it !  The  Sacred  Volume  opened,  of  its  own  accord,  at  the 
Psalms  for  the  day ;  and  oh  1  how  appropriate  was  the  very 
first  verse  upon  which  Walter's  eyes  fell : — 

''  Send  down  thine  hand  from  above :  deliver  me,  and 
take  me  out  of  the  great  waters,  from  the  hand  of  strange 
ehildren.^' 
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water  on  deck,  mi  cashing  over  the  apira,  Mid  buiwala, 
with  the  motion  of  the  «hip.  The  main  topmast  sail  now 
caught;  and  sood  after,  the  forem&at  fell,  and  went  ow 
the  atarboard  ride,  bringing  down,  in  its  fall,  the  maintop- 
gallant  maatj  all  the  sails  haying  been  previously  bomt 
away. 

The  negro  leUal  a  life^preseirer,  and  two  pieces  d 
ipar,  with  one  hand,  and  Walter  with  the  other,  anddrar 
ing  him  after  him,  jumped  ov*er- board,  long  beforei  wbt 
we  hare  jiast  described  had  taken  place.  Lit  up  with  tbe 
riotooa,  rollicking  Barnes  of  the  burning  ship,  the  ^ 
lashiogB  of  the  infuriated  sea,  were  iisible  for  miks; 
while  the  feariul  shrieks  of  the  storm -scourged  windi, 
seemed  a  fitting  requiem  for  the  burning  brig,  which  w 
went  down  stem  foremost.  Cuffy  made  an  effort  to  id 
the  life-boat  in  which  Kibe  and  the  male  were  being 
tossed  hy  the  combined  fury  of  the  elements ;  but  heaiinr 
was  out  of  the  question,  though  seeing  was  easy  enooii 
II  long  as  the  flames  lasted ;  and,  just  before  the  br^ 
went  dowuj  Kibe  saw  them,  but  made  no  effort  to  sfl 
nctt  them,  not  that  he  could  have  succeeded  if  he  hi\ 
but  it  would  have  been  better  for  his  own  sake  ;  for  jo^^ 
as  the  darkness,  m  addition  to  all  the  other  horrors  W 
which  they  were  surrounded,  had  again  covered  them  a 
with  an  eitinguisher^-a  mountainous  wave  came  la^ 
eognlfed  the  life-boat,  which  having  no  ballast,  was  too 
hght  to  weather  the  buffeting  of  both  winds  and  wares. 

"Neber  mind,  MassaSelden,  you  h»ld  on  by  me;  « 
Rink,  or  swim,  geder;  and  after  aU,  Goramighty  am  k 

best  lifeboat,'^  ^ 

'^But  Fm  afraid,  Caffy,  I  stall  only  bmder  your  efain« 
of  laring  younidf,  withoat  your  being  able  to  save  me,  ind 
««1ife  is  of  no  value  to  any  one/' 
T;«  Masaa  Selden/'  aaid  Cufiy ;  with  h.^ 
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kerchief,  ^hich  lie  laekQyTememberedwas  there,  and  then^ 
telling  Walter  to  twist  it  tight,  round  both  their  arms^  and 
tie  it,  in  njany  hard  knots,  so  as  to  bind  them  together. 

"Now/^  said  he,  ''yon  safe  moored,  and  Cufiy  hab  him 
hmxik  free  i  no  more  talkee,  Massa  Selden,  say  him  prayers 
ineide  if  him  Hke,  but  no  more  talkee,  him  neber  no  good 
Eowhere,  and  alirays  pushes  on  danger  still  faster/' 

The  whole  of  that  fearful  night,  till  he  became  in- 
sensible from  cold,  and  exhaustion,  and  dangled  from  the 
negro,  to  whose  arm  he  was  tied,  like  part  of  the  wreck, 
Walter  did  pruj,  not  with  his  lips,  but  from  his  heart,  and 
in  hiB  Boulj  Peter's  prayer  of 

"  Help  Loan,  or  wb  Perish  P 

Oh,  that  first  blessed  streak  of  dawning  day,  over  that 
iratt  wilderness  of  waters  I  It  came  like  the  silver  tip  of  an 
angers  win^^  piercing  through,  and  banishing  darkness, 
and  all  its  demon  legion  of  terrors.  The  negro  gave  a 
loud  shoutj  and  with  one  hand  shook  Walter.  "  Come, 
ooinej  ihlaster  Selden,  xpuse  up ;  dat  dam  nigger  of  anight 
am  gone  at  last,  and  here  daylight  come  to  see  us;  come, 
say  good  morning  to  it :  'taint  civil  no  how,  to  go  sleep 
when  tompany  tome." 

Walter  gave  a  faint  groan,  and,  for  a  moment,  opened 
his  eyesj  but  the  next,  closed  them  again. 

"  Oh  dear  !  oh  dear  !  what  shall  I  do  wid  dis  poor  child  f 
Goramigbty  hab  mercy  upon  us ;  not  a  sail,  not  eben  a 
Bea-bird;  noting  but  salt,  salt,  salt  and  water,  water, 
water,  in  dis  great  debil's  soup-tureen.  Ah,  de  parson  say 
true,  ebry  ting  am  for  de  best  (cept  being  in  de  middle 
ofa  de  sea  all  night  upon  a  spar),  for  if  I  had  marry  Missy 
OToole,  pretty  thing  dis  would  hab  been  for  my  wife  and 
family^  but  single  man,  him  can  go  anywhere;  nobody 
care  whei^  him  go,  and  ebry  body  glad  to  see  him,  eben 
de  fish;  but  CirfFy  not  going  to  call  just  yet,  cause  him 
prefer  seemg  dem  at  home,  in  him'g  own  fryingpan,  to 


252  THE   WOULD  AND   HIS  WITS  ; 

doing  80  in  dis  femal  wide  fish-kettle/'  And  so  the 
poor  ebony^  laughing  philosopher  went  on^  endeavoaiingto 
keep  death  at  bay,  with  gibes,  till,  as  the  now  scorching 
sun  got  high,  and  no  help  appeared,  and  no  hope  of  help 
remained,  even  his  hardy  spirit  grew  faint  within  him,  snd 
giving  one  wistful,  and  sorrowful,  look  at  his  helpless 
burden,  he  raised  his  eyes  to  Heaven,  and  said — 

"  Oh,  Lor  Goramighty,  hab  mercy  upon  dis  poor  child, 
and  forgib  Cufiy  all  him  sins.'' 

After  which,  he  hung  his  head,  resigned  to  the  fiite  that 
now  seemed  inevitable,  and  remained  passively  floating  upon 
the  then  calm  sea,  when,  at  the  expiration  of  another  hour, 
— oh !  joy  unspeakable  I  a  speck  on  the  horizon — could  it 
be  ? — perhaps,  it  was  only  a  bird,  a  rock,  a  buoy ;  yet, 
no !  it  nears — it  is  a  sail !  a  sail  I  oh  I  how  to  make  them 
see  ?  The  next  moment,  the  negro,  who,  with  his  hope, 
felt  all  his  strength,  and  all  his  courage  revive,  seized  the 
collar  of  Walter's  shirt,  and  tore  it  down,  bringing  up  ss 
large  a  fragment  as  he  could,  which  was  nearly  half  the 
garment ;  and  this,  he  now  continued  to  wave  frantically 
above  his  head,  but  without  any  result.  Tired,  more  from 
that  most  enervating  of  all  things,  disappointment,  he  for 
a  time  desisted  from  his  efforts.  But  now  the  vessel  was 
visibly  nearing ;  so  much  so,  that  even  with  the  naked  eye, 
he  could  see  that  she  was  Dutch  built,  and  had  all  sail 
crowded ;  again,  he  waved  the  flag  of  distress,  and  this 
time,  had  the  extacy  of  being  answered  by  a  signal-gun. 

"  Hoorah  V  shouted  Cuffy,  "  rouse  up,  Massa  Selden; 
Goramighty  be  praised  !  we  hab  gained  de  day,  so  England 
spects  ebry  man  to  do  him's  duty  ;  boys,  ob  course,  only 
half  price,  so  you  need  only  open  one  eye." 

But  the  poor  negro  had  all  the  jubilation  to  himself,  for, 
had  a  park  of  artillery  been  discharged  in  Walter's  ear, 
he  would  not  have  heard  it. 

"  Neber  mind,  poor  child,  blankets,  brandy,  and  doctor, 
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■m  npke  bim  all  rig^t,  for  iioir  I  am  tee  de  jolly-boat 
bwciing  fiom  dat  good  ship^  and  two  men  jump  into  it, 
fciaiiiifth^  blen  em  I  who  eber  am  are.''  For  the  next 
*  of  an  boor,  Cuffj  remained  silent  from  breathless 
la  he  watched  the  boat  approaching,  but  as  it 
lewed^  he  gave  a  shout  of  delight  almost  sufficient  to  have 
BqpsEiaed  it,  far  who  should  one  of  the  oars  be,  but  Tom 
uarew. 

^  Hallo  1  Cuffj  I  old  firiend  I — I  never  should  have  met 
foa  Aer«,  by  i^ipointment ! — but  it  seems  Vm  always  to  find 
foo  wrecked,  either  on  a  widow,  or  a  wave — ^hold  on  here,'' 
idded  he,  taking  one  of  the  negro's  hands,  in  both  of  his, 
vlule  the  other  sailor  did  the  same  by  the  other  hand ;  and, 
between  them,  they  hauled  him,  and  his  insensible  burden, 
into  the  boat. 

**  Tut !  tut !  tut !"  said  Carew,  looking  compassionately 
it  Walter,  as  he  untied  the  knots  of  the  handkerchief  that 
bound  him  to  the  n^ro — "  poor  lad  I  I  fear  this  is  a  bad 
job !"  Then,  passing  his  hand  inside  his  wet  clothes,  and 
keeping  it  a  few  seconds  on  his  heart,  he  added — ^^  No, — 
nor-there  is  life  in  the  hold  yet,  and  Dr.  Vanderblitzen, 
will  soon  make  it  ship-shape." 

While  Carew  had  been  ascertaining  this,  Cufiy  had  re- 
mained with  his  eyes,  and  mouth,  wide  open,  listeuing 
breathlessly;  but  no  sooner  had  the  verdict  been  pro- 
nounced, than  the  poor  fellow  fell  upon  his  knees,  and, 
lifting  up  his  hands  and  eyes,  exclaimed — ''  Oh  !  Oor  bless  ! 
and  thank  (Joramighty,  and  Cuffy  try  and  serb  Him 
better  den  he  hab  eber  done  before." 

During  the  poor  negro's  thanksgiving,  both  Carew,  and 
the  other  sailor,  who  was  also  an  Englishman,  stood  up, 
and  took  off  their  hats,  remaining  uncovered,  with  as  much 
reverential  deference,  as  if  they  had  been  in  St.  Paul's 
Cathedral,    hiei-aixhed    with    bishops    and     archbishops. 


S54 


THB  WOELD  AND   HIS  Win; 


When  ike  prayer  was  endedy  Cueir  add  aolemiilyy  mi 
fervently,— "  Ambh  !'• 

Havinglaid  Walter  down  at  the  bottoin  of  iheboal^aiid 
oofered  him  over  with  a  pitot-eoat,  taking  off,  and  adding 
hia  own  jacket  to  the  wrapa^lie  waa  about  to  ait  down,  and 
reaome  hia  oar,  when  Cufl^  leiiing  hia  right  hand,  with 
Ui  left,  and  bringing  down  hia  own  right  hand,  with  a 
tremendooB  ahip  on  Carew'a  palm,  aaid — 

''Well  I-^how  am  you  my  hearty  f  how  hab  you  been 
an  dia  time  f  and  what  ahip  am  yon  aail  in  now  V 

"Why,  the  Hana  Van  Kelp,  to  be  aore;— I*ve  made 
more  priie-money  on  board  her,  than  I  ever  did  in  all  my 
life  before;— ao  FU  atick  to  her  like  one  of  her  own 
timbera,  for  the  reat  of  my  daya,  for  it  would  be  like  de> 
aerting  a  firiend  that  <me  owed  everything  to,  to  leave  her, 
and  that  never  shall  be  said  of  Tom  Carew.'' 

"Oh!  chickey!  dat  am  good  I  So  Cofiy  see  again 
him  dear  ole  fast  lob ;  de  Hans  Van  Kelp !  and  how  am 
Cappen  Van  Millengen  V* 

"  Oh !  he's  jolly ! — jost  the  same  as  ever. — ^But  you ; 
— you  gay  deceiver !  you  black  rover !  you,  with  your  first 
loves,  and  your  widows,  and  all  the  rest  of  it ;— ^whoae  flag 
have  you  been  sailing  under  J" 

"  De  Debil's !  Massa  Carew— de  Debil's  1" 

"  But  how  came  you  to  serve  on  board  such  a  fire-ship 
as  that  ? — ^I  suppose  you  will  say  you  were  pressed ; — that's 
what  we  all  say,  when  we  enter  a  bad  service.** 

"Idleness,  Massa  Carew,  him  root  ob  all  ebil.  I 
shamed  to  go  back  to  de  Hans  Van  Kelp ;  so  I  do  noting 
for  long  time,  finding  dat  was  business  I  waa  bery 
cleber  at.  Well,  I  was  stanning  one  day,  looking  at  de 
shipping,  in  St.  Caterine's  Dock;  my  hands  in  my 
pockets,  dat  him  might  hab  someting  in  dem, — ^when  de 
Debil  comes    up,— at    least,  Cappen  Kibe; — ^it  all  one 
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he  say, — *  Hello !  SuowbaU,  yoa  Kkee  go 
Afncar 

T,.  4  ^I  diakee  my  head,  and  say — no, — ^not  to  lib;  dere 
&  4pi)i  dam  low  company  dere.  Kibe  he  roar  like  mad  buU, 
m«if^tim  laugh  so  loud/'  * 

^  fV'^  Ha  I  ha  1  ha !  well  he  might/'  laughed  Carew, — and 
^  4idk  Kown,  the  other  sailor. 

p  **Den  afer  dat/'  resumed  Cuffy,  "him  say— no, — ^not 
r  ti^  lib,  only  for  voyage, — ^but  do  yon  know  anyting  of 
reeokee?'' 

^  ,  ''Where  hab  you  been  ndsed?'*  I  said,  ''not  tohab 
K  IjMed  of  Tiberius  Ceesar  Cu%,  de  best  cook  in  de  whole 
■.podl — and  toder  half  ob  creation  beside  f — and  agin, 
E  thi:8Kat  beast  him  roar;  for  him  hadnH  no  manners  dat 
m  Gqppen  Kibe  ; — so  my  pride  was  up,  to  show  him  what 
i  stew-pans,  and  frying-pans  could  do ; — ^and  I  consented  to 
■  §»  out  to  Sierra  Leone  wid  him. — But,  as  soon  as  we  had 
W^  I  found  out  what  tamel  vQlain  he  was, — ^and  his 
jpadcall,  Nebo; — for  you  neber  know  any  body,  Massa 
Caraw, — afloat,  or  ashore,  tiU  you  hab  been  in  de  same  boat 
¥  mid  kirn." 

r  *'What!  I  suppose  he  turned  out  a  Pirate,  or  a 
•    Fihlnwtcrerr 

"  Oh  !  worse  den  dat ; — Pirate  not  so  bad ;  Filibusterer 
•«-6ie  fdlow ;  but  dis  Cappen  Kibe  kidnap  de  peoples.'' 
"A  Slaver— eh?" 

"  No, — no, — worse  den  dat ; — dat,  all  very  well,  nig- 
fgOB  is  made  to  be  cotched ; — but  dis  dam  Kibe,  he  catchee 
de  white  man  dat  am  not  in  de  market. — Him  anchor  off 
Beedieroft  for  a  week  or  ten  days.'' 

"Becchcroftl'  interrupted  Carew,— "why,  next  to 
flymouth ;  that's  my  part  of  the  world !  You're  a  nice 
young  man,  Cufiy,  not  to  bring  me  some  tidings  of  my 
£nQticb_the  Bumpus*s  at  Field  -  Fleury,  and  all  the 
quality,  up  at  MomiDgton  Manor." 
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H                       "Cofiy  know  noting  bout  ^ 

H                     neber  leabc  '  De  Bonny  Jane/ 

^^1                    sball  hear  presently.— But  aftei 

^^M                    or  ten  days, — Cappen  Kibe  and 

JH                    —one  debil  ob  a  bad  night,  whi 

iH                   and  fwiaring  terrible  !— dey  c( 

)^M                   hnng  dis  poor  child  wid  dem,— 

f^M                    —dvy  itty  gave  em  de  slip ; — Ss 

H                       Cuffy  then  gave  a  hifitory  c 

iH                   night  of  the  wreck,  and  its  ho 

^H                   n^ita],  for  his  suffenngs  made 

^H                    like  truth,  li  always  eloquent ; 

^M                    beauty  (becauae  no  «nch  thing 

^H                    — nei tiller   is   there    any  moral 

^M                  for  the  mock,  m  uluyays  the  im 

1^1                   or  in  Silver  j — in  Philanthropy  \ 

H                        ''  How  terrible  1''  ^id  Cantw 

^M                    hii  narration.    '*  You  have  ind 

^M                   reason   to  ble^ir,   and   thank,  t 

1^1                    Cufiy, — And  who  ?  or  what  is  t 

^H                         **  Don't  know  who,  or  what  1 

"^M                   mon  child ; — not  poor  man's  ct 

"^M                   feet,  and  hira  ears,  and  hair, 

fl                    Selden,— dat  all  Cnffy  know." 

"^M                       *'  Selden  !  and  you  ^ay  that  i 

^M                   brought  him  from  Beechcroft." 

W                       '*Ay,  ay,  sir." 

jH                       "  ^^^  d^  y^^  know  if  his  chr 

•'flj                         "  All  right,  sir  ; — dat  de  nam 

ifl                    de  clothes,  dat  terual  tief  of  a 

jH                    de  springe.^' 

1^                         "  Bravo  !  "  shoated  Carew ,  "  t 

|B                    gentleman  at  Moses  fiumpus's  e 

H                    of;  and  I  aball  have  the  Batisfa 

^^M                    to  them,  pool'  fellows ;  a  nice  stat 
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vimat  this  last  month.  I  hope  that  nseaUy  Captain 
Kibe  is  not  drowned,  thati  may  have  the  pleasure  of  living 
to  see  him  hanged/' 

*'  ¥ur  and  softly^  Massa  Garew/'  rejoined  Gnfiy,  winking 
Us  right  eye,  laying  his  forefinger  beside  his  nose,  and  then 
pantomimically  counting  money  into  his  left  hand,  as  he 
HJUed,  ''depenupon  it,  dere  some  grander  debil  grease 
Kibe's  paw,  to  doee  dis  femal  work/' 

'*  Very  likely,"  said  Carew,  tossing  his  head,  "  for,  as  this 
W€fM  goes,  there  would  be  no  such  things  as  toob,  if  there 
were  not  masters  of  the  craft  to  use  them.  But  I'll  sift 
this  piece  of  rascality,  and  my  name's  not  Tom  Carew  j^  if  I 
imift  find  it  out  somehow,  though  all  the  gold  in  England 
siumld  be  made  into  gags,  and  all  the  titles,  into  traps.*' 

^  For  where  am  de  dear  ole  Hans  bound  ?  " 

''  Homeward,  for  Amsterdam ;  we  must  put  in  there,  for 
s  week,  and  then  we  sail  for  London,  which  is  lucky,  for  I 
diall  beable  to  run  down  toField-Fleury,  with  thispooryoung 
gentleman,  and  I  could  dance  without  music  at  the  thought 
of  their  faces !  when  they  see  him  again.  Ah !  Cuff^,  if  s 
only  we  fellows,  whose  paths  are  on  the  deep,  and  whose 
roof  is  the  sky,  who  know,  sndfeel,  how  obbat,  and  how 

OOOD,  Gk)D  REALLY  IS." 

''  Cuffy  second  dat  motion,  Massa  Carew,  wid  all  him 
heart,  and  all  him  soul,  and  all  him  gratitude." 

Here  they  came  alongside  of  the  good  ship,  when  Cu£fy 
gave  three  such  cheers,  as  almost  shook  the  sails,  and 
brought  all  hands  to  that  side  of  the  vessel. 

''  Darned  ! "  cried  the  boatswain,  who  was  an  American^ 
''  if  Carew  ha'nt  got  our  old  nigger  cook,  Cu£^,  thar ;  why 
Ga£^ !  where  have  you  been  all  this  time  7  up  a  gum-tree, 
with  the  other  members  of  your  family,  eh  ?  " 

"No,  Massa  Pyke,  CuflFy  been  raber  poorly  lately,  spe- 
cially dis  last  night,  when  him  had  a  water  bed,  wid  fire 
fixins,  but  don't  like  it  nohow." 

▼OL.  III.  s 
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Tile  crew  act  up  ftnmr^  iii  whi 
and  the  doctor  joined^  but  no  scm 
deck  of  the  Haos  Van  Kelp,  th 
and  kissed  it,  and  then  aaked  foi 
earth/  as  he  called  Amsterdam 
mptaiu^s^  and  the  crew^s,  hesi 
gathered  round  Cuffy  to  hear  hi 
carried  Walter  down  below,  folio 
who  lout  no  time  in  laying  Walt 
well  rubbftd  with  brandy  and  m\ 
warm  bath»  and  afterwards^  in 
gonial  warmth  of  which,  his  sui 
tomedj  sufficiently,  to  enable  J 
coffee,  and  make  an  exeeUent  1 
doctor  issued  a  veto,  in  high  Du 
a  free  translatioD  ;  the  purport 
for  indeed  he  onghtj  to  sB.y  hm 
dence  but,  that  after  that,  he  was 
but  to  turn  round,  and  go  to  all 
derblitsen,  hear  of  him  for  th 
truly  "  a  skilful  leech,"  waa  tbs 
as  in  du^  bound  to  be,  for  hiE 
Genuan  lady,  had  been  a  daugh 
among  other  relics,  that  Vandi 
gi^eat  man,  was  that  real  *'ci 
original  letter  of  the  Chinee  M 
it— 

**To    BOEBHAAVK, 

The    CjELEBttATB 

U'hich,  as  Dr.  Vanderblitzei 
without,  was  now  framed  and  g 
state-cabin  of  "The  Hans  Van  ] 


r 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

%  §tmtiM  iprabkm. 


^H !  the  Heaven^of  escaping  from  sucha  nigbtof  suffer, 
ing  and  of  peril,  and  finding  oneself  in  a  place  of 
safety  and  comfort,  with  a  kind  face  watching  over 
due.  Walter  enjoyed  this  never-to-be-forgotten  luxury,  when 
he  awoke  about  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening,  on  board ''  The 
Hans  Van  Kelp/'  and  found  Garew  sitting  beside  him. 
Then  he  heard,and  remembered,  all  hehad  gone  through,  and 
all  he  had  escaped,  and,  without  shame,  or  hindrance,  the 
tears  coursed  down  his  cheeks,  when  he  was  told  of  poor 
Cuflfy's  devotion,  and  independent  of  the  great  liking  (to 
say  nothing  of  gratitude)  that  he  had  taken  to  Carew's 
honest,  frank,  and  rather  handsome  face,  when  it  came 
out,  in  their  mutual  revelations,  that  Bob,  was  Carew's 
greatest  friend,  long  before  they  arrived  at  Amsterdam ; 
during  the  additional  fortnight  they  had  to  pass  at  sea> 
this  liking  ripened  into  a  sincere  friendship. 

"  Well !  how  oddly  things  do  come  about,  to  be  sure, 
sir,''  said  Carew,  the  night  before  they  reached  Amsterdam, 
as  Walter  was  walking  the    quarter-deck,  enjoying  the 
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fresh  night  air^  and  magnifioent  moonlight.  ^Ton've 
heerd  talk,  I  suppose.  Master  Sdden,  ot  Ned  Bmnpos, 
Bob's  brother,  that  went  to  foreign  parts  to  finish  his 
eddication  as  a  painter  ? '' 

''  Oh !  to  be  sore,  Pve  smii  one  or  two  of  his  paintings 
that  his  mother  has.  I  think  they  were  well  done,  bat 
such  ugly  things,  pigs,  and  eabbage-^talks,  and  soap- 
suds." 

''  Ah !  just  so/'  laughed  Gaiew, ''  thai'g  what  the  artisti 
call  ^  the  Dutch  School/  doing  the  picter  at  the  r^s- 
nniffen  end  of  nater,  I  call  it.  Well,  Ned  Bumpus,  when 
he  left  home,  five  or  six  years  ago,  went  to  Germany,  ind 
It'ly,  and  Spain,  and  all  sich  like  places,  where  all  tk 
finest  picters  is  to  be  seen,  for  them  as  understands 
them ;  and  he  winds  up  with  HoUand,  settling  at  Am- 
sterdam, where  he's  got  on  like  anything,  from  doing  on 
the  Vrows  picters,  and  their  faces  is  something  similar  to 
cabbages,  and  Dutch  baby's  ai'nt  by  no  means  unlike 
little  roasting-pigs,  so  ye  see  sir,  it's  all  in  Ned's  line.'' 

''Oh,  I  am  so  glad  !  I  shall  be  Bob's  brotha^,  and  be 
able  to  tell  them  all  about  him,  for  I  shall  write  to  my 
grandmother,  and  all  of  them,  the  moment  we  land ;  and 
say,  that  you  have  been  so  very  kind  as  to  promise  to  take 
me  down  to  Pencridge  first ;  so  they  will  not  see  me  at 
Field-Fleury  immediately.  And  will  you,"  added  he, 
lowering  his  voice ;  "  find  out  what  I  owe  Captain  Van 
i^lillengen  f  for  /,  don't  like  to  do  so,  but  as  far  as  the 
money  goes,  I'm  sure  my  grandmother  will  pay  it" 

''  There  ain't  no  occasion  for  that,  sir,  for  there's  nothiog 
to  pay.'^ 

Nor  was  there,  Carew  having  taken  care  to  settle  evenr- 
thing  with  Captain  Van  MiUengen. 

"  Nothing  to  pay  ?"  said  Walter,  rather  incredulously ; 
"  oh,  but  there  vutst  be,  how  is  that  ?" 
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"  Tun't  the  eiwtom  to  make  people  pay  when  they  are 
•hipwreeked,  air ;  it's  eonaidered^  that  theyVe  paid  quite 
dearly  enough  ahready ;  you  never  heerd  tell  of  Jonah 
having  any  bill  to  pay,  when  he  put  up  at  the  Whale 
Hotd,  did  yon.  Sir  V*  aaked  Carew,  turning  away  (under 
the  pretext  of  flinging  a  bit  of  biac.uit  overboard)  to  hide 
the  amile  that  was  on  his  fiace. 

'^  Ah  !  ah  I  I'm  up  to  you  iioto,  Master  Carew,  and  1*11 
be  even  with  you/' 

The  next  morning,  when  they  sailed  into  Amaterdam^ 
and  Walter  waa  looking  with  all  the  eager  curiosity  which 
aovdty  ever  exdtea  in  the  young,  at  the  portly  burgo- 
maater,  Dutch  villaa,  with  their  Tinlerie  roofa^  and  their 
ivmal,  but  rich,  gardena,  all  along  the  bank  of  the  Grand 
Canal.  Garew  pointed  out  one  to  him,  with  green  flower- 
pota,  interaected  by  atatuea  all  along  the  terrace,  with 
atqw  leading  down  into  the  water,  againat  which,  a  plea- 
anie-boat,  with  a  gay  red,  and  purple  ailken  awuing,  waa 
moored.  The  houae,  in  the  rear  of  thia  garden,  was  of  a 
moderate  aiae,  but  tlioroughly  Dutch  in  its  architecture 
and  colouring,  being  of  the  most  plethoric-looking  red 
brick,  with  stone-copings,  and  the  steps  leading  up  to  the 
hall  door,  had  handsome  stone  balustrades  on  either  side. 
And  on  the  very  green,  and  closely-shaven,  lawn,  circled 
by  a  very  red,  and  well-kept  gravel  walk,  a  fine,  fat,  well- 
to-do,  care-for*nobody,  Spanish  pointer,  was  rolling  on  his 
back,  and  literally  kicking  up  his  heels,  while  he  appeared 
to  be  playing  at  ball,  with  a  little  Dandy  Dinmont  terrier. 

^'Tliere,  Master  Selden,  thafs  Ned  Bumpus^s  house, 
where  them  two  dogs  is  a  playing/' 

''  Oh,  indeed,  why  he  must  be  well  off,  to  have  such  a 
good  house  as  that." 

"  Ay,  ay,  he's  well  off  enough,  for  all  Amsterdam  gets 
their  picters  done  by  him— as  X  tell  him,  no  wonder  as  he 
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get8  on^ — ^hen  all  tke  big-wigs  lend  him  their  cmmte- 
nance.'* 

''Ha!  ha  I  ha!"  laughed  Walter;  '^11  jiwt  godoim 
and  get  that  French  book.  Dr.  Vanderblitien  gave  me^ 
Amsterdam  is  the  very  place  to  read  it  in.^' 

''  What  is  it.  Sir  V*  asked  Caiew,  following  him  down 
into  the  state  cabin. 

"La  T\tl^  Nairey  by  Domas;  here  it  is,  now  I'm 
ready.'* 

"  You'll  eopcuse  me,  Master  Selden/'  said  Caiew,  pottbg 
his  back  to  the  door,  and  looking  rather  foolishly  first  st 
the  inside  and  then  at  the  outside  of  his  hat,  wfaidihe  kqit 
turning  in  his  hands ;  ''but  you  can't  go  ashore  in  that 
toggery  of  the  doctor's ;  the  sleeves  is  a  mile  too  long  fcr 
you,  and  makes  you  look  like  Scaramouchia  in  the  Car- 
nival at  Naples.  I've  sent  for  a  tailor,  who  keeps  ready- 
made  clothes,  to  bring  wherewithal  to  rig  you  out;  hell 
be  here  in  less  than  half-aurhour.  Sir,  and  we  must  nub 
a  Dutchman  of  you,  before  we  can  let  you  land.'* 

"  Oh,  how  very,  very  kind  of  you,"  said  Walter,  cokwr- 
ing;  ''but,  indedl,  I  cannot  allow  you  to  be  at  all  tb 
expense  for  me.  So,  I  think  I  had  better  stay  on  bosrdi 
till  Captain  Van  Millengen  sails  for  England.'* 

Carew  put  his  hat  before  his  face,  and  burst  into  a  per- 
fect roar  of  laughter,  and  then  wiping  the  tears  out  of  Iiis 
eyes,  with  the  back  of  his  hand,  said — 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  Sir,  he— he — he — "  and  here 
another  explosion  ;  "  but  I  raky  can't  help  it,  just  at  the 
bare  notion  of  your  travelling  down  into  Stafibrdshire  in 
that  trim  !  through  England !  of  all  countries  in  the  worU, 
where  everything,  as  people  think,  say,  do,  wear,  eat, 
drink,  feel,  or  don't  feel,  must  always  be  struck  off  egnd, 
out  of  the  block  machinery  of  Mister  and  Missus,  every- 
body else's  sayings  and  doings, or  outcomes  the  braoding- 
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iiQiit  to  mark  them  as  odd,  mad,  bad,  or  when  they  mean 
to  do  the  thing  ciTil,  A^il-eentnc.  It  was  only  yesterday  as 
I  »ad  in  a  Devonshire  paper,  of  an  old  market  ooman,  as 
fired  to  the  age  of  a  hundred  and  one,  and  though  the 
paper  had  just  been  a  stating,  what  a  cute,  clever  old 
dame  she  was ;  and  how  she'd  all  her  £eu;ulties  taut  to  the 
hat,  and  how  weU  she  bought  and  sold,  and  managed  her 
own  affairs ;  if  that  ere  Jack-ass  of  a  paper  didn't  finish 
her  off  with — '  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  she  was  very 
Atfdt-oentric,  for  at  the  hour  that  other  country-people 
dnnk  tea,  she  always  drank  cyder ;  a  custom  she  continued 
to  the  day  of  her  dotth/  They  ain't  so  particular  to  a  crime 
or  two,  or  to  a  ship-load  of  crooked  ways ;  but  otUside  ! 
there  mustn't  be  no  mistake  in  the  log ;  ha !  ha !  ha  I  oh 
dear!  oh  dear!  I  just  think  I  see  you.  Sir,  a  going 
through  England  in  that  trim,  unless  it  was  Guy  Fawkes 
day.  Why  they'd  take  you  for  a  thayatrical  bear.  Sir, 
and  I  should  have  to  take  out  my  fiddle  for  you  to  dance 
to;  and  if  so  be  as  they  caught  sight  of  you  in  the 
Potteries,  you'd  see  yourself  on  all  the  beer-jugs,  and 
shaving-mugs,  for  the  next  ten  year  to  come." 
'  **  Well,  I  know  I  am  a  very  ridiculous  figure,'*  laughed 
Walter;  ''but  I  thought,  perhaps,  you  could  lend  me  a 
doak  to  throw  over  me,  till  I  got  to  Pencridge" 

**  No, — no,  hang  cloaks,  when  people  are  ashamed  of 
any  thing,  let  them  alter  it,  I  say;  and  no  cloaks, — not 
but  what  they  are  very  much  in  fashion,  just  now, — there, 
aint  nothing  heck-cieaijic  about  them" 

"But,*' said  Walter,  not  laughing  now,  but  with  the 
tears  in  his  eyes,  ''it  does  seem  too  hard  upon  you,  to  put 
you  to  so  much  much  expense.  I  know  of  course,  that  my 
grandmother,  will  pay  for  my  clothes,  but  she  says  she's 
not  rich,  and  that  makes  me  fear  that  neither  she,  nor  I, 
ever  can  repay  you,  all  we  owe  you,  and  poor  Cufly,  too." 

"  Ah  I    Master  Selden,  Master  Selden,"  cried  Carew ; 
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■htking  his  head  veij  grvnij,  Tm  ■orry,— «ery  tony,  to 
hear  jua  talk  in  sucli  aa  unchriatian  &alikm.  I  abould 
have  hoped  Moaea  Bampoa  would  have  btonght  jaa  up 
better,  I  am  auie  Bob  would.'* 

''Unehriatiaiil  oh  dai^i  aay  that,  Carew." 

''If  you  peraiat  in  talking  after  aueh  a  faahion  aa  tkat, 
air  I  ini  aay  it,  and  1*11  think  it;  for  I  ahonld  think  the 
Bible  ougkt  to  know.— And  what  doea  ikat  aay?''  added  he, 
taking  one  off  the  taUe,  opening  it  at  the  parable  of  "The 
good  Samaritan/'  and  throating  it  almoat  aavagely  under 
Walter'a  ejrea. 

''Ahl  but/'  amiled  the  latter,  laying  hia  hand  upon 
Carew'a  arm,  and  looking  up  aflbetionatdy  into  hia  ftoe^ 
<vl  didn't  &11  among  thievea." 

''  I  did'nt  lay  aa  you  did,  but  Fm  aure,"  whimpered 
Carew,  hastily  dashing  his  hand  across  his  eyes: — "you  seem 
to  think  you  have.  Master  Walter,  when  you  suppose  as  weM 
let  you  go  without  clothes^  which  is  quite  as  bad  as  stealing 
on  em,  if  so  be  as  you'd  had  any  to  steal."^ 

And  here,  he  ahook  his  head^  and  hitched  up  hia  tn>u- 
sers,  as  if  that  logic  was  unanswerable,  and  conduaive. — 

Walter  put  both  his  hands  on  Carew*s  shoulders,  and 
shaking  him,  said,  with  a  laugh,  to  hide  his  tears, — "  you 
rascal,  you  did  steal  my  clothes,  for  I  saw  you  with  my  own 
eyes  throw  them  overboard,  and  therefore  you  must,  and 
shall  give  me  some  new  ones." 

"  Hoorah !  three  cheers  far  Master  Selden,  now  you  talks 
sensible,  sir, — and  there's  some  pleasure  in  listening  to  you 
—and—" 

But  here,  a  knock  was  heard  at  the  cabin -door.  It  was  the 
tailor  with  one  of  his  men,  carrying  a  large  bale  of  clothes  of 
every  description,  hats  inclusive,  for  he  was  a  sort  of  Dutch 
**  Moses,  and  Son,"  was  Myneheer  Killenhappick,  who  did 
not  confine  his  genius  to  any  one  branch  of  the  art  of 
personal  adornment.    But  though  the  linen^  and  under- 
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I  he  bnmghty  did  very  well,  yet,  alas  1  not  any  of 
tiie  outer,  oonld  be  found  to  fit ;  from  tfie  national  superi- 
unty  of  the  generality  of  young  Dutchmen,  being  more 
iully  developed  than  that  of  young  Englishmen.  In  despair, 
(bat  Dutch  despair,  which  is  very  quiet,  and  orderly),  at 
finding  his  usually  successful  measures,  so  much  at  &ult ; 
KiUenhappick  told  Carew,  that  if  the  young  gentleman 
eoold  only  give  him  till  nine  the  next  morning,  he  would 
tam  him  out  the  very  tulip  of  fashion,  and  lath  of  form  1 

Which  being  interpreted  to  Walter,  he  said  he  would 
wait,  till  then,  with  pleasure,  and  indeed,  should  be- 
very  glad  to  remain  that  day  quietly  on  board  to  write 
to  his  grandmother,  Moses,  and  Luther.  This  point 
settled,  Carew  went  on  shore,  and  telegraphed  to  Lloyd's 
the  wreck  of ''  The  Brig  Bonny  Jane  of  London,'^  Captain, 
Kibe,  bound  for  Sierra  Leone,  Freight,  Naphtha,  and 
Hides,  on  the  night  of  the  Slst  of  August,  when  all 
hands  on  board  had  perished.  He  had  his  own  reasons 
for  this  not  quite  accurate  intelligence.  For,  more  than 
suspecting,  that  there  was  some  conspiracy  against  Walter, 
he  rightly  thought,  that,  the  best  way  of  unravelling  it, 
would  be,  to  let  those  concerned  in  it,  suppose  their  vil- 
lainy had  taken  irrevocable  effect. 

lliough  on  shore,  Carew  resolved,  not  to  go  to  Edward 
Bumpus's,  till  Walter  accompanied  him  d  Pin^oviate ;  for 
he  Imew,  that  if  apprised  of  his  advent,  the  painter 
would  turn  his  house  out  of  the  windows  to  receive  him  : 
as  well  he  might ;  for,  (though  Walter  ignored  the  fact, 
and  had,  therefore,  no  merit  in  it,)  it  was  to  him,  chat  he 
owed  his  present  position.  So  the  honest  Tar  employed 
his  time  in  going  from  shop  to  shop,  making  purchases,  of 
presents  for  Walter  to  take  back  to  England,  to  his  friends 
as  souvenirs  of  his  unexpected  trip  to  Holland,  and  guess- 
ing, to  the  best^f  his  ability,  what  the  individual  tastes  of 
these  different  friends  might  be ;  for,  though  he  fully  in- 
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tended  patting  a  purse  with  money  in  it^  in  one  of  the 
pocketo  of  Walter's  new  clothes,  as  he  was  pretty  save  he*d 
never  tonch  it,  he  thought  he  had  better  make  the  poichases 
for  him^  himself,  and,  when  made,  he  conld  not  reftise  them. 
Lady  ClairviUe's  oflRering,  was  easy  enough,  consisting  of 
rare  flower-seeds  and  bulbs.  And,  at  an  old  book-stall,  he 
was  fortunate  enough  to  despatdi  Mrs.  Momington, 
Luther,  and  Moses  Bumpns,  in*  one  swoop,  having  Ut 
upon  an  old  black-letter  Bible,  minus  one  iron  claq>,  and 
the  autograph  of  *'John  Cawrin**  Noyon,  June  15,  1542, 
in  the  fly-leaf.  This  he  intended  for  the  fbrmen  and  know- 
ing that  Moses's  taste  in  Greek  booka^  chiefly  depended 
upon  their  external  dilapidation,  he  selected  an  Enchiri- 
dion, the  parchment  of  irfiich^  was  in  the  last  stage  of 
atrophy,  while,  for  Luther,  aided  by  the  Bibliographer^! 
erudite  counsels,  he  chose  that  really  valuable  little  big 
book  the 


Sive 

NOMENCLATOR 

BiisLicus  Hebileo  Latinus. 

of       Antonio  Hulsio  Ecclbslb  OALLo-BELoiCiB 

QUiE  Bred^  est,  pastore  et 

LiNOUiB  Sanct^  Professore 

Bred    M 

Ex  oFFiciNA  Johannis  ▲  Waesbbrge 

Typooraphi  Turati  1551. 


But  then  came  Walters  grandmother,  and  Moses's  niotherl 
Many  a  man,  has  been  puzzled  in  his  choice,  between  two 
yoimff  women ;  but  two  old  ones  I  with  a  wish  to  please  boik, 
seemed  too  hard  a  problem  for  poor  Carew  to  solve ;  for, 
looking  round  at  all  the  ponderous  tomes,  he  shook  his 
head,  and  said  : — 

''  No)  no— that  wouH  do,  there  aint  nothing  here  in  their 
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wwf/^  At  latty  hearing  a  clock  atrike  twelve,  he  waa  atruck 
nidi  the  happy  thought  of  getting  a  real  Butch  clock  I  for 
Mra.  Bnmpua,  and  a  case  of  liqnenra  for  Mrs.  Sdden  :  as 
he  decided  in  his  own  mind  that  most  old  women  liked  to 
*  know  the  time  of  day/'— and  that  no  old  woman  disliked 
the  miienie  eordiale,  when  it  came  in  the  shape  of  Uquenrs. 
Oh^  Tom  Carew  I  oh,  Tom  Carew !  verily  ycu  would 
have  been  thought  very  "  eccentric^'  in  your  own  country, 
to  take  such  pains  to  please  the  belongings  of  a  ship- 
wreeked  boy,  who,  as  they  say  in  England,  had  "  no 
CLAIM  I7P0N  YOU  I "  which,  being  interpreted,  means,  that 
there  waa  no  legal  power  to  compel  you  to  do  him  any 
good,  and  no  motive  of  interest,  by  which  he  could  benefit 
you,  if  you  did.  Yet  truly  the  Anglo-Saxons,  in  trans- 
fBRing  the  word  eccentric  to  their  social,  or  rather  unsocial 
eode,  still  apply  it  in  its  strictly  geometrical  sense;  for  in 
either  case,  is  it  not  always  used  in  reference  to  two  circles, 
which  have  not  the  same  centre ;  and,  therefore,  are  not 
parallel  f  Consequently,  those  who  act  kindly,  and  con- 
aider  the  feelings  of  others,  try  to  give  pleasure,  and 
avoid  giving  pain,  must  ever  be  of  a  different  moral  circle  to 
those  who  do  the  very  reverse,  and,  both  geometrically,  and 
socially,  double  eccentricity,  consists  in  the  distances  between 
the  two  sod  of  an  ellipsis ;  therefore,  doubly  eccentric  are 
those,  who  practise  Christianity  between  the  two  sod  of 
Cant,  and  Conventionality,  which  form  the  ellipsis  of  English 
society.  But  to  go  on  with  our  geometry,  there  is  some- 
thing really  geometrically  beautiful !  in  the  way  in  which 
Cant  is  graduated  with  us;  for  nothing  can  exceed  our  Social 
cant,  but  our  political ;  and  nothing  our  political,  but  our  li- 
terary ;  while  our  judicial  cant  so  far  outstrips  them  all  put 
together,  that  it  is  as  a  mighty  Niagar^ !  compared  to  a 
street-gutter.  Such  being  indisputably  the  case,  the  Lex 
universa  est  quajubet  nasci  et  mori,  is  the  only  law,  that 
any  sensible  person  would  ever  consult. 
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of  aB  gndaitBd  cmt,  wliile  die  neet  teem 

loB^  hme  of  tht  liig^ber  and  lover 

s  of  Ike  iUalr  F«^  and  Ike  C^Mi&;  die  Tirtiiei 

led  to  Ike  nddfe  rhwri   in  England,  wlien  Aej 

ind  Ih  ■■  In  aao  conemiany  lodged,  diat diej 

t  Kkdj  to  qui  tkeir  pifaait  qnaiten.    Thae  is  a 

po&cralMntedMatkmjwt  nov;  indeed,  it  is  om 

rf  the  pdblic  cjapliapa  of  the  d^;  bat  two  raj  impor 

tanibnB^eBof  it  are  as  little  vndentood,  andas&rfrom 

being  cnkiYatedy  as  c«fr;naaidy,  good  manners,  and  good 

eookoj ;  fv  whicb  reaaon  tbe  English  hdi  die  great  srt 

of  aial  in|^  cither  their  kindnev  or  their  Tiands  pahtdhle; 

and  in  wbifnu  want  a  poor  wretdi  may  be  of  citber; 

thej  find  both  a  tough  mond.     What  painters  call  the 

onkoanee  of  a  picture,  consists  in  the  groaping,  and  d 

Bale  tomekei,  which  raise  and  harmonize  the  whole.    And 

it  is  prcdadj  the  same  in  the  great  original  of  life,  from 

whidi  thej  cof^.     Liiik  things  are  the   rivet  of  eunf 

▼irtne,  the  balm  of  every  kindness.     PoHtene  du  Centra 

het,  which  is  what  gives  the  eomnderation  of  foretkou^ 

for  the  fedings  of  others,  being  the  secular  paraphrase  ot 

the  great  Giristian  Tmob  of  ''  Do,  ukto  OTHsaa,  as  toc 

WOUIJ>,   THVT   SHOULO  DO   UKTO   TOU." 

It  is  said,  that  wh^i  any  of  her  sons  were  aboat  to 
marry,  the  ex-queen  of  the  French,  with  that  genuiBe 
goodness  that  belongs  to  her  in  all  things,  nsed  to  send 
perscms  to  bring  back  a  fscsimile  of  the  apartments  her  in- 
tended daughters-in-law,  were  in  the  habit  of  occupying; 
which  she  used  to  hare  copied  with  all  their  arrang^ 
meots,  down  to  the  most  minute  detail,  to  these  were 
super-added  aU  the  luxury  of  the  Tuikries ;  but  the  effed 
^  on  entering,  was  that  of  their  own  old  familiar  rooms,— 

I  ^^liat  a  charming !  and  delicate  way  of  making  them  fed 

that  they  had  not  left  their  Home  !     Would  an  English 
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penon  hate  e?er  dreamt  of  such  a  thing  f  Yes,  when  it 
was  known  that  a  queen  had  bo  acted,  this  kind  of  amia- 
bility, would  then  have  become  the  fashion,— and  been  fol- 
lowed at  a  fashion^  over  every  five-barred  gate  in  the  king- 
dom, down  to  the  poorest  farmhouse.  But  no  one  would 
ever  have  originated  such  a  notion,  much  less  such  ^feel- 
mg»  Catf  tautes  lee  beUeepeneees  viennent  du  caur ;  and  in- 
deed, the  sub-stratum  of  all  English  ideas  being  monetary ; 
die  idea  would  have  been,  had  there  been  one  on  the  sub- 
ject, that  coming  from  a  petty  German  court,  the  bride 
ought  to  be  only  too  happy  to  find  herself  surrounded  by 
so  much  additional  splendour.  What  a  pity  it  is,  that 
there  is  no  moral  gymnasium ;  where  hearts  might  get 
a  little  more  developed  than  fashion,  conventionality,  and 
selfishness,  allow  them  to  be  with  us.  But  a  people 
who  make  it  a  merits  and  a  boast,  that  they  are  not  de- 
monstrative, must  of  necessity,  compress  all  natural  feel- 
ings ;  as  the  Chinese  do  natural  feet ;  till,  in  both  instances, 
ihey  become  little  hideous  unnatural  contractions. 

But  as  Tom  Carew  had  no  thumb-screw  conventionali- 
ties to  warp,  or  repress,  the  right  good  nature  Providence 
had  given  him,  he  allowed  it  to  jog  on  in  its  own  way, 
without  let  or  hindrance,  and  always  followed  it.  So  now, 
as  he  went  along,  whistling  in  his  way  back  to  ''The 
Hans  Van  Kelp,''  he  espied  in  a  shop-window,  a  magnifi- 
cent display  of  gorgeous  coloured  ribbons,  which  made 
the  window  look  as  if  a  whole  forest  of  Loories,  and  Birds 
of  Paradise,  were  spreading  their  wings  to  the  sun.  For 
a  second  or  two,  he  stopped  to  gaze  on  his  own  account. 
But  suddenly,  he  thought  of  his  old  sweetheart,  Alice 
Avenel,  or,  at  least,  one  of  his  old  sweethearts,  for  a 
man  who  had  been  nearly  all  over  the  world,  was  too  much 
a  man  of  the  world,  and  knew  too  well  what  was  due  to 
"^^teel  life,''  not  to  have  more  than  one  string,  or  at  least 
more  than  one  apron-string  to  his  bow.     So  he  thought 


270  THE  WOBLD   AND   HIS  WIVB  ; 

what  a  aalaation  a  few  of  theae  ribbona  woald  make  at 
''the  Mermaid  !*'  and  the  thought  terminated  in  an  exela> 
mation  of — 

''Daahed !  if  Alice  aAon'/  be  dieaaed  in  eoloon  for  Mas- 
ter Walter'a  letom, — ^for  ahe  bagged  and  prayed,  of  him 
not  to  go  with  that  devil'a  Port-Admiral,  Kibe." 

So  saying,  he  entered  the  ahop,  and  to  the  great  deligbt 
of  the  Vrew,  who  officiated  behind  the  counter,  bought  aix 
diffierent  ribbona,  bnt  enough  in  quantity,  to  trim  aix  doien 
caps,  choosing  the  colours,  all  with  reference  toAUee'sfine 
dark  hair.  But,  as  we  said  before,  ao  many  superfluous 
yards,  of  each,  that  the  delighted  Yrau  Jansaena  Non  F^ 
thought,  as  she  measured  them,  that  the  ICngJiaK  womeo 
must  have  even  a  more  voluminous  taste  in  dress,  than  the 
Dutch. 

The  next  morning.  Mynheer  Killenhappick,  was  punctual 
to  the  minute,  as  the  Dutch  clock  which  Carew  had  bought 
for  Mrs.  Bumpus  mhe^  was  striking  nine ;  and,  as  he  had 
forgotten  nothing  that  could  complete  the  out-fit,  or  swdl 
the  bill,  Walter  was  soon  completely  transmc^fied; 
and,  seeing  his  oum  work  in  the  metamorphose,  the 
Amsterdam  Sartor,  was  by  no  means  sparing  of  his  eolo- 
giums ;  while  Carew,  more  modest,  looked  on,  in  a  sort  of 
silent,  editorial  admiration.  Killenhappick,  viA  the  former, 
told  Walter,  that  he  would  find  two  pairs  of  gloves  in  the 
right-hand  trouser-pocket.  He  did  so,  and  also  found  a 
purse,  containing  five  gold  pieces,  and  some  guelders.  On 
making  the  discovery,  he  shook  his  head  at  Caiew, — but 
said  nothing,  resolving  not  to  return  it,  till  his  grand- 
mother had  added  to  the  contents,  what  he  considered  at 
least,  the  amount  of  his  debt,  to  his  generous  friend.'' 

"  Come,  Master  Walter,"  said  the  latter,  who  was  also 
in  his  holiday-gear,  "let  us  be  off,— you  look  as  the 
Yankees  say,  '  fust  chop !'  and  for  a  Dutchman,  Killen- 
happick  basnH  done  badly. — ^I'm  sure,  you  must  long  to 
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smell  the  flowers,  and  feel  the  earth  under  your  feet  again ; 
and  won't  Ned  be  glad  to  see  ns  I  that's  all/' 

Walter  made  but  two  bounds  from  the  cabin-door,  to  the 
deck ;  the  boat  was  lowered,  and  m  they  jumped ;  Carew 
rowing  to  the  garden-steps  of  the  painter's  house. 

''  Is  this  the  life-boat  V  asked  Walter. 

'*  No, — ^this  is  the  jolly-boat ;  and  as  I  dare  say  you've 
found  out  already.  Master  Selden, — a  life-boat, — ^is  any 
thing  but  a  jolly-boat!'' — and,  for  a  moment  he  looked 
grave. 

''  Well,  I  don't  know,''  said  Walter,  slapping  the  knee 
of  his  companion's  dazzling  white  Russia  ducks ; — "  I 
think  I'd  almost  compound  for  another  shipwreck,  to  fall 
in^  with  two  such  capital  fellows  as  you,  and  poor  Cuffy." 

^'  Thank  you,  sir ; — but  I  think  after  all,  /  had  the  best 
of  that  last  storm, — to  get  such  Jetson  and  Flotson,  as 
you,  and  my  old  shipmate, — poor  Lily  white  !" 

'^  Jetson!"  repeated  Walter,  not  exactly  understanding 
the  two  sea  terms  of, — Jetson,  and  Flotson, — as  meaning 
part  of  a  ship's  cargo,  cast  overboard  in  a  storm. — *'  Do 
you  know  her?— there  is  a  Miss  Jetson,  an  old  maid,  at 
Twaddleton." 

"  Lawr !  bless  you !  no,  sir, — old  maids  ain't  in  my  line ; 
— /  don't  know  her,  nor  don't  want  to. — But  here  we 
are,  at  Ned's,"  added  Carew,  putting  up  the  oars,  mooring 
the  boat,  springing  out,  and  offering  his  band  to  Walter,  to 
help  him  ^to  land, — who  made  but  one  spring,  from  the 
boat  to  the  terrace. 

"Oh!  oh!  how  delicious!"  exclaimed  he,  inhaling 
with  a  long  respiration,  the  breath  of  flowers,  with  which 
the  air  was  redolent. — "  Those  dear  darling  spicy  clove 
carnations,  too !  if  I  shut  my  eyes,  I  could  actually  fancy 
myself  back  at  Maresco !" 

"  What !  hke  it  better  than  the  smell  of  tar  and  bilge- 
water  ;  do  you  sir?"  said  Carew,  with  a  wink;  "well, 


Kt  not  voftiA  jkBCD  ms  wm  ; 

Aitir  odd;  iMt  Aor's  no  m^w^w^tU^  far  taste,  nthe 
Eadkk  ^otlaBB  aid,  what  Ik  »r  the  Cmodfle  i 
lathwe  off  of  kb  Aidb  aenvnt's  gnndiiiQtber."  On 
tke  vpper  bvn  bcfare  tke  door,  thqr  weie  greeted  by 
Sncko,  the  frt  pointer,  and  Mop,  the  terrier,  wlio  mxt 
a^ain  al  tkor  gambob. 

"U  yonr  master  vitUn,  Dosrr'  aaked  Carew,  of  t 
stDlid4ooking  KTvant,  who^  heaiing  atiange  roiees,  had 
cone  to  At  open  door,  and  who  looked  as  if  his  life  vai 
one  obese,  ia^otcnt  straggly  against  the  natnnl  Tq^risih, 
to  his  ovn  aggresBuns,  on  beef,  red-henings,  srhipdsati 
andtobaeeo.'* 

"Ta, — ^jna,"*  repKed  he,  in  that  peeoliailj  eophoDioos 
langnage,  highDot^; — ^"  he  bop  in  his  studio,  hammer- 
ing away,  at  the  Yian  Vansdikwshenbei^D, — he  cm't 
get  the  i^Jht  tint  of  red  for  her  hair/' 

''llien,'' said  Cazew,*' he  should  do  her  in  water-eoloon, 
and  pot  out  the  fire  at  onee/' 

Dow  didn't  fam^,  for  his  muscles  were  not  flezibk 
enough  for  that;  but  he  gare  a  dyspeptic  grant,  snd 
stroked  his  stomach  as  if  he  thought  it  something  good, 
and  asked  if  he  should  go  and  teU  myneheer  f 

"  Xo, — ^no, — let  the  ox  ruminate,  and  don't  disturb  the 
shoaL — I  know  my  way  up,  and  would  rather  take  him  by 
surprise.'* 

Up  they  went;  up  a  good  broad,  flat,  old-fkshioiied 
staircase,  Carew  gently  opening  a  door  on  the  right  hand, 
at  the  first  landing,  and  they  found  themselves  in  a  large, 
\ahj,  agreeably-shaded  room,  hung  with  some  original 
gems  of  the  Flemish  school,  and  some  admirable  copies  of 
others, — more  especially  of  one  or  two  Teniers,  and 
Wouvermans, — and  one  Scalldn — in  which,  the  effect  of 
the  candlelight,  against  the  woman's  &ce,  who  was  shading 
it  w*\\\v  Yvex  \»xi4.,  ^waa  teally  a  chef-eTonare. 

Among  iiub  ^^oetovX^^  ^v^  ^\^  ^hk^s^^ssq^l  v^ekbba^  ^  copy 
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from  Titian,)  of  Francis  the  First,  which  might  have 
passed  for  one  of  Carew ; — seeing  that  Walter  thought  so, 
as  he  looked  from  it  to  him,  he  said  : — 

''Ah! — allowing  for  the  difference  of  the  dress; — 
it  is  thought  like, — I  suppose  /  used  to  wear  that  sort 
of  hat,  and  feather,  when  I  was  Bang  of  France ;  but  I 
can't  afford  it  now,  I've  come  down  in  the  world." 

Walter  was  about  to  burst  out  laughing,  when  the 
other  put  up  bis  finger  to  his  kingly  nose,  which  certainly 
looked,  as  far  as  it  was  concerned,  as  if  he  had  descended 
from  a  lonff  line  of  kings ;  and  said  ''  hush  !''  and  with 
his  right  hand  pointed  to  a  door  at  the  other  end  of  the 
room,  and  walked  down  to  it, — ^leaving  Walter  to  look  at 
the  pictures.  Gently  opening  this  door,  Carew  put  in  his 
head. 

''  Hello !  Jack  Rosinscrape  !  this  is  a  treasure-trove  V' 
cried  the  artist,  turning  (nothing  loath),  away  from  the 
Vrau  Vanschlawshenbergem,  and  hastily  transferring  his 
brush,  and  stick  to  his  pallet-hand  as  he  held  out  the  other 
to  Carew,  and  said : — "  Well,  you  are  a  trump !  old  fel- 
low, to  turn  up  in  this  way.^' 

"  How  are  you,  Ned  ?"  said  the  other,  cordially  wringing 
the  hand  held  out  to  him.  "  Now  if  you  had  called  me  a 
brick !  I  might  have  helped  you  in  your  hairdressing  ; — 
ha !  ha !  ha  ' — well,  she's  a  beauty  ! — she  is ;  but  I  shan't 
steal  her  for  a  figure-head,  neither. — But,  I  say,  Ned !" — 
added  he,  lowering  his  voice,  and  jerking  his  thumb  over 
his  shoulder,  at  the  door  at  his  back — "I'm  not  alone  this 
time ;  who  do  you  think  I've  got  with  me  ?" 

''  Why,  your  wife,  perhaps  ?" 

"  You  be !     Wife  indeed  1     What !  Molly  Carew  ! 

eh?" 

And  he  sang  out,  in  his  fine  voice,  a  verse  of  Lover's 
charming  song,  ending  with  the  refrain  of 

"  For  it'fl  tJunldng  of  you  I  am,  M.o\i7  Cbx^^  T 

VOL.   III.  'I 
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•••     "No  now,"  said  Carew,  detaining  him  by  the  skirts  of 
-f  ktt  black  velvet  coat.     '' Yon'll  only  put  your  foot  in  it,  if 

Jim  do ;  and,  /  assure  you,  you're  wMmmen  I  as  it  is,  spe- 
'«  ^iUOj  about  the  head  I  That  ^ere  cap  odIj  wants  a  feather 
'  in  it,  to  be  the  ditto  of  what  I  used  to  wear  when  I  was 
j'  King  of  France ;  but  I've  moulted  since  Fvc  been  to  sea, 

or  I'd  lend  you  one,  Ned." 
r       Without  more  ado,  they  walked  into  the  next  room,  the 
9  .artiat  taking  off  his  cap,  and  bowing  most  respectfully  to 

Walter,  while  Carew  o£Sciated  as  master  of  the  ceremonies, 
>  hj  exchanging  their  names.  But  Walter,  with  a  degree  of 
!  grace,  and  intuitive  goo4  breeding,  came  forward,  and  put 
^  oat  his  hand,  telling  him  how  glad  he  was  to  know  him, 
^  as  he  had  such  a  regard  for  his  mother  and  both  his  bro- 
^  -thers,  who  had  all  been  so  very  kind  to  him.  Forgetting 
-+..tfaat  Walter  knew  nothing  about  it,  Edward  Bumpus  was 

going  to  stammer  out,  that  the  obligation  was  all  on  their 
',,  iide,  which  Walter  prevented,  by  expressing  his  great  ad- 
'f  miration  of  the  pictures ;  he  never  having  before  seen  any 

higher  specimens  of  art  (with  the  exception  of  one  or  two 

•  Correggios  and  Murillos,  at  Maresco,  and  the  family  por- 

•  traits,  and  picture  of  "The  White  Turk,''  Oliver  Crom- 
'    well's  horse,  at  the  Manor)  than  Ned's  own  early  effort, 

perpetuated  in  the  sign  of  "  The  Top  Boot  and  Horns," 
that  still  swung  over  his  mother's  door  in  the  Priory  Close. 
After  they  had  examined  all  the  pictures  in  the  large 
room,  and  their  owner  had  explained  them  to  his  guests, 
he  took  them  into  his  studio.  The  first  thing  that  attracted 
Walter's  eye,  was  a  small,  unframed  portrait  of  his  old 
finend.  Bob,  sitting  in  a  chair,  one  finger  raised, 

"Like  Mars,  to  threaten  and  command/' 

■nperintending  Tatters'  juvenile  education,  while  the  latter, 
was  sitting  upon  his  hind  legs,  a  short  pipe  in  the  comer 
of  his  mouthy  one  piece  of  meat  upon  h.^  Boae,  «xidi  v^^KScw^x 
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''  keeping  the  promise  to  the  eye,  and  breaking  it  to  the 
heart/'  held  up,  in  his  master's  left  hand.  In  short,  t 
finer  impersonation  of  a  canine  Tantalus  could  not  be. 

"  Oh  !  Tatters  and  your  brother,  Robert !  How  very 
like  V  exclaimed  Walter. 

"  Yes :  it's  a  thing  I  did  from  memory.  I'm  glad  you 
think  it  so  like." 

"  I  never  saw  such  a  likeness.  How  I  should  like  them 
to  see  it  I  I'm  sure  even  Tatters  would  know  it,  and  snap 
at  the  meat." 

*'  I'm  sure,  Mr.  Selden,  if  you  would  kindly  take  charge 
of  it,  I  should  be  too  glad  to  send  it  to  Bob." 

"Oh  !  thank  you,  that  I  will !" 

"  May  I  ask,  sir,  what  hour  you  would  like  to  dine  f" 

"  At  whatever  hour  you  are  in  the  habit  of  dining." 

"The  Amsterdam  feeding  time,"  said  Carew,  answering 
for  him,  ''  is  three  o'clock." 

''  Just  the  hour  I  like,"  said  Walter,  to  settle  the  matter. 

**  Then  I'll  go,  and  order  dinner  at  that  hour,"  rejoined 
the  host,  "on  hospitable  thoughts  intent." 

"  You'll  do  no  such  thing,"  put  in  Carew,  interposing 
main  force.  "  Just  ring,  and  tell  that  nice,  light  porter  of 
yours,  Dow,  that  you'll  dine  at  three,  and  that  Mastt^r 
Selden  is  going  to  do  you  the  honour,  and  I'm  going  to 
have  the  honour  of  dining  with  you ;  and  take  my  word 
for  it,  he's  not  the  sort  of  right-minded  Christian  to  let 
6tar\'ation  come  within  a  hundred  miles  of  the  house." 

"  But,  my  dear  Tom  ?"  remonstrated  the  artist,  makins 
another  effort  to  leave  the  room. 

"  But  me,  no  buts ;  for  if  you  don't  quietly  stay  when 
vou  are,  I'll  just  cut  the  painter,  and  go  back  and  dine  or 
board." 

That  threat  was  effectual,  so  Dow  was  summoned.  Bu 
there  was  a  long  interval  between  the  summons  and  th( 
«,^^t»x%xic«i,  ^  ^^^^>  as  if  a  turtle  at  the  London  tavcn 
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had  been  rung  for,  and  expected  to  walk  upstairs;  for  the 
locomotive  povvers  of  the  two  aniiiuils  were  about  equal. 
When,  however,  Dow  was  visible  on  the  horizon,  and  told 
that  his  master  expected  two  guests  to*  dinner ;  the  ghost 
of  a  sparkle,  mild  and  limped,  might  have  been  seen 
haoDting  each  pale,  verdant  eye,  as  if  a  spirit-rapper  had 
aoddenly  evoked  a  whole  orgy  of  di^mbottled  Schiedam ; 
for  there  was  not  in  all  Amsterdam,  a  more  hospitable 
man  (at  his  master's  expense)  than  Roderich  Dow,  for 
additional  guests  were  to  him,  only  a  gastronomic  problem, 
to  be  solved  by  the  syuonyme  of  additional  food;  and 
though  he  could,  with  a  safe  conscience,  have  taken  his 
oath  that  he  had  never  heard  of  LucuUus,  let  alone  the 
diamber  of  Apollo,  as  there  was  evidently  not  a  single 
Apolline  a£Snity  about  him — yet,  no  man  on  that  side  of 
the  Scheldt,  knew  better  what  was  due  to  his  master's 
credit,  touching  feasting ;  or  to  the  requirements  of  his 
guests,  touching  fasting ;  as,  indeed,  the  dinner  that  day 
proved,  when  they  sat  down  to  it,  and  right  merry  were 
the  trio  over  it.  After  dinner,  the  artist  produced  several 
burly,  rotund,  long,  thin-necked  flasks,  that  smacked  of 
Florence  and  of  Venice.  The  Montepulciano,  Walter 
liked,  for  it  was  some  of  the  best  out  of  the  Corsini  cellars. 
But  he  paid  dearly,  as  most  persons  do,  for  his  eagerness 
to  taste  the  Falermian,  and  with  a  very  wry  face,  wondered 
how  Horace  could  tell  such  stories  about  it. 

After  dinner,  Walter  had  to  narrate  the  fearful  history 
of  the  wreck  of  "  The  Bonny  Jane.''  And  after  that,  they 
all  sallied  out,  Sancho  and  Mop,  inclusive,  to  see  the  Lions. 
But,  as  everything  was  naturally  a  case  of  " Kaniferstan^'  to 
Walter,  we  may  as  well  leave  him  to  be  enlightened  by  his 
two  cicerom,  and  precede  him  to  England,  while  he  is 
admiring  the  only  things  it  did  not  require  knowledge  of 
the  language  to  appreciate ;  namely,  the  Stadthouse,  the 
beautifully  clean  town,  and  the  magnificent  public  build- 
ings. 
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like,  off-hand  knock,  was  heard  at  the  hall-door,  and 
presently  the  servant  brought  in  a  card. 

^  Please,  sir,  this  gentleman  asked  if  he  could  see  you  a 
moment  V* 

"  Oh,  by  all  means,  beg  of  him  to  walk  in,''  responded 
the  master  of  the  house,  his  mouth  full  of  mutton-chop 
and  Indian  pickle;  but  hastily  clearing  the  way  with  a 
glass  of  sherry. 

''In  here,  sir?  or  into  the  office  V 

"  In  here— in  here.'* 

"  Shall  I  go,  Mr.  Q.  ?"  asked  his  wife. 

''  No,  my  dear,  it's  only  Mr.  Melville ;  and  if  he  has 
anything  of  a  private  nature  to  say,  he  can  ask  to  go  into 
the  office."  

But  with  a  just  and  proper  sense  of  her  own  insignia 
ficance,  as  a  ''  British  ftmak/*  she  backed  her  chair  to 
such  an  extreme  angle  of  the  table,  that  she  looked  like  a 
charade  of  Q  in  the  comer. 

''  Don't  let  me  disturb  you,  pray  ?"  said  Melville,  bow- 
ing to  Mrs.  Quirker,  as  he  entered. 

"  Thomas,  put  a  chair  for  Mr.  Melville." 

"  Thank  you,  I  can't  sit  down ;  I  only  called  to  ask  you, 
jBrom  Lord  Portarjis,  if  you  had  any  papers  for  him  ?" 

"Papers? — ^papers? — no,"  said  Mr.  Crosbie  Quirker, 
looking  completely  puzzled,  thinking  this  message  must 
have  been  some  preconcerted  signal  between  him  and  his 
noble  client,  the  purport  of  which,  for  the  moment,  he 
had  completely  forgotten ;  and  as  rubbing  his  forehead,  did 
not  recall  the  truant  knowledge,  he  added — "  But  if  you 
will  have  the  goodness  to  tell  his  lordship,  that  I'll  call  on 
him  about  five.  Will  you  not  allow  me  to  offer  you 
anything  ?  a  glass  of  wine,  and  a  crust  of  bread  ?" 

"  Not  anything,  I'm  much  obliged  to  you ;  for  I  must 
return  immediately,  as  there  is  a  person  waiting  for  me." 
And,  wishing  them  both  good  morning,  Melville  bowed 
himself  out  of  the  room. 
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'^  Papers — papers ;  what  the  deuce  does  that  mean  ?  was 
I  to  do  anything  ?  and  let  him  know  ?  By  Geoi^  !  it  has 
quite  esca])ed  me,  if  I  was ;  I  must  only  go,  and  ask  him,'* 
muttered  the  family  solicitor.  While  so  well  did  Mrs.  Q.  go 
in  harness,  that  not  to  appear  to  listen  toher  lord  and  master's 
soliloquy,  she  took  "  The  Times,''  the  skimmings  of  which, 
she  was  allowed  to  regale  herself  ^ith,  when  Mr.  Quirker 
had,  had  all  the  cream. 

"  How  nice  !  "  said  Mr.  Croshie  Quirker,  which  was  his 
"  testimonial "  to  a  pickled  onion,  which  he  had  been  for 
some  seconds  fishing  for  in  the  pickle-jar,  and  had  just 
successfully  landed  in  his  mouth. 

"  Dear  me,  how  awful !  "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Crosbie  in  refer- 
ence to  a  piece  of  intelligence  she  was  reading  in  the  paper. 

"  ^Miat's  awful,  my  dear  ?  I  know  one  of  these  mutton- 
chops  is  aw  fully  overdone — burnt  to  a»  cinder." 

^^  Yes,  bunit  to  a  cinder ;  tut  !  tut !  tut !  makes  one  quite 
shudder  to  read  it." 

"  What's  that  you  are  muttering  about,  Mrs.  C.  Q.  ? 
Fd  far  rather  it  was  Mrs.  Q.  C,  he !  he!  he  !  " 

'^  Such  a  dreadful  fire  and  wreck  at  sea,  Mr.  Quirker." 

"  Pooh  !  my  dear,  there  are  wrecks  at  sea  everj^  day  ; 
and  you  may  even  see  a  *  Wreck  a  Shore,'  if  you  like  to 
.  go  to  the  *  Adelphi.'  "  And  the  respectable  family  solicitor 
went  on  eating,  while  his  better  half,  (which  it  is  so  easy  to 
be,  when  the  degrees  of  comparison  are  husband  and  wife) 
went  on  reading ;  but  she  now  read  aloud,  as  people  do,  when 
they  are  greatly  interested  in  what  they  are  reading.  But 
when  she  came  to  the  name  of  the  "  Bonny  Jane  of 
London,"  Captain  Kibe,  Mr.  Crosbie  Quirker  suddenly 
dropped  his  knife  and  fork,  looked  as  blanched  as  the  fifth 
pickled  onion  that  was  in  abeyance  at  the  end  of  his  fork, 
and  remained  with  his  mouth  open.  Then,  suddenly 
rising,  he  said,  snatching  the  paper  out  of  his  wife's  hand, 
w\l\ioul  «kxv^  te-feveuce  to  her  pleasure  or  convenience,  as  to 
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"  My  dear,  I  just  want  to  look  over  the  city  article  again, 
for  I  must  go  out  immediately/' 

So  saying,  he  hurried  with  the  paper  into  his  office,  and 
bolting  the  door,  forthwith  cut  out  the  account  of  the 
wreck,  wrote  a  few  hasty  lines,  and  enclosed  both  in  an 
envelope  which  he  sealed  and  directed,  placed  it  in  his 
pocket-book,  and  then  replaced  that  in  his  breast-coat 
pocket ;  after  which,  putting  on  his  hat  and  gloves,  he  left 
the  house,  slamming  the  hall-door  violently  after  him,  which 
might  do  duty  as  a  sort  of  marital  adieu  to  his  wife.  He  knew 
it  was  of  no  use  to  go  to  Grafton  Street,  so  he  walked  as  feur 
as  Piccadilly ;  and  then  jumped  into  a  Hansom,  telling  the 
man  to  drive  *Mike  the  devil  to  Lincoln^s  Inn!^'  And 
''needs  must,  when  the  d — 1  drives."  But  two  minutes  after, 
he  changed  his  mind,  and  his  course  j  and  told  the  driver 
to  go  to  the  Adelphi,  and  pull  up  near  the  arches.  On 
arriving  there,  he  got  out,  and  hurried  down,  towards  the 
river,  till  he  came  to  a  miserable  sort  of  cellar,  where  he 
put  in  his  head,  and  asked  for  ''  Anne  Newbolt  ?  "  when  a 
gruff  voice,  preluded  by  an  oath,  proceeded  from  a  sort  of 
carbonic  Hercules,  who,  with  his  coal-heaver's  hat  on,  and 
his  highlows  close  together,  pointing  upwards,  was  lying 
on  his  back  upon  a  flock-mattress  on  the  floor,  taking  his 
afternoon  siesta ;  and  not  over  well  pleased  at  being  dis- 
turbed, he  replied — 

"  She's  been  gone  more  nor  six  weeks,  this  be  my  place 
now.'' 

*'  Where  is  she  gone  to  ?  " 

"  To  home,  I  suppose." 

''But  where  is  that?" 

"  How  the  blazes  should  I  know  ?  She  wam't  none  o' 
mine." 

The  family  solicitor  made  a  gesture  of  impatience  with  his 
clenched  hand^  and  stamping  his  right  foot,  that  was  far  more 
melodramatic  than  business-Uke ;  and  then  hurried  back  ta 
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the  Hansom^  renewing  his  orders  as  to  the  similitude  of 
driving  to  be  adopted ;  so  that  in  a  marvelloasly  short  time, 
they  rattled  into  Lincoln's  Inn^  and  the  sharp  flinty  echoes 
of  the  horse's  feet^  as  the  sparks  flew  around  them,  might 
have  suggested  to  an  imaginative  mind  (which  Mr.  Crosbie 
Quirker's  was  not),  the  idea  that,  that  great  square  had 
been  paved  with  lawyers'  hearts,  and  atmosphered  with 
their  consciences,  as  the  fog  was  so  opaque  that  there 
was  no  possibility  of  seeing  clearly,  or  breathing  freely 
through  it. 

But,  Lord  Justice  Fulke  Clairville  '^  was  grand  to  see," 
as  he  sat  by  waxlight  in  Lincoln's  Inn,  administering  those 
wise,  equitable,  impartial,  and  above  all,  clear,  simple, 
easily  attainable,  and  easily  understood,  laws,  which 
"  Englishmen  abroad,''  when  loading  their  popguns  with 
self-gratulation,  and  firing  oflF  letters  "To  the  Times," 
assert  are  the  same  for  the  dustman,  as  the  duke ;  yea, 
verily  upon  the  same  principle,  that  in  this  "  great  and 
free  country,"  the  pauper  in  the  street  has  as  good  a  right 
as  the  monarch  on  the  throne,  to  go  into  Hunt  and  RoskelPs, 
and  buy  diamonds  and  pearls ;  and  for  this  glorious  privi- 
lege !  and  equality  with  the  magnates  of  the  land,  there  is 
but  one  little  rule  necessary  to  be  observed,  which  no  reason- 
able, or  equitable  person,  could  object  to ;  namely,  that 
said  pauper,  should  have  the  money  to  pay  for  them ; 
and  this  little  easy  rule  also  holds  good,  with  regard  to 
all  classes,  (that  is  of  the  male  sex)  obtaining  equally,  the 
gems  of  jurisprudence. 

Still  the  laws  are  admirable  for  MEN ;  indeed,  they 
are  what  Rabelais  would  have  called  '^  mirifque !  for, 
had  they  been  framed  in  the  infernal  regions,  they  could 
not  ensure  more  extensive  immunities,  or  more  stringent 
protection,  to  the  frauds,  falsehoods,  treacheries  and  vices 
of  MEN.  Draco,  in  these  days  of  "progress;"  alas' 
what  a  limping  progress  it  is,  on  one  foot  only.     Draco 
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is  of  coarse  railed  against^  and  would  (could  Brummagem 
philanthropy  hare  its  way)  be  even  deposed  from  his  legiti- 
mate throne,  the  scaffold.  But  Cambyses,  and  Sardana- 
palus,  reign  supreme,  even  under,  or  rather  more  especially 
under,  horsehair  and  ermine ;  and,  as  a  wise,  or  at  all  events 
an  extremely  prudent  conventionality,  considers  that  there 
is  nothing  so  detrimental  to  the  morals  of  the  mass,  as 
publishing  the  peccadilloes,  and  violation  of  the  divine 
commandments,  among  persons  in  high  places !  All  this 
"perilous stuff''  is,  of  course,  carefully  concealed  in  the 
iron  safes,  tin  boxes,  and  blue  bags,  of  the  respectable 
family  solicitor !  and  wo  be  to  those  miscreants  who  even 
hint  at  such  things  !  for  what  is  Jit,  proper,  and  intended 
for  the  public  ear,  is  perorated  from  the  senate,  proclaimed 
from  the  bench,  propounded  from  the  pulpit,  or  paralo- 
gized from  the  press.  Habent  insidias  hominis  blanditise 
mali !  So  well  may  at  least  one  half  of  the  inhabitants  of 
this  empire  shudder  at  a  new  law. 

Mr.  Crosby  Quirker,  coming  behind  the  Lord  Justice 
Clairville,  respectfully  placed  the  letter  he  had  written 
prior  to  leaving  home,  on  the  blotting-case, — upon  which 
the  Judge  was  writing. — Immediate  being  on  the  letter, 
and  knowing  the  hand-writing, — the  latter  instantly  opened 
it : — a  twinge  of  some  sort,  evidently  passed  over  his 
countenance, — perhaps,  the  fog  had  got  up  his  nostrils, 
for  he  blew  his  nose ;  and  then  wrote  on  a  slip  of  paper, 
which  he  handed  up  to  the  solicitor — 

"  That's  capital  I — but  can  you  be  sure,  that  all^"  he  was 
too  cautious  to  finish  the  sentence,  but  Au  sage  un  demi  mot, 

Crosbie  Quirker  understood  it ;  and  now  tearing  a  leaf 
out  of  his  own  book,  having  so  often  taken  one  out  of  his 
patron's,  he  wrote  on  it — 

"  Would  it  not  be  a  good  way  of  ascertaining, — to  put 
paragraphs  and  advertisements  in  the  papers,  stating  that  a 
frmd  had  been  subscribed  by  a  few  charitable  and  Aumane 
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persont !  for  the  survivors  from  the ,  should  there  he 

anv?" 

And  handing  it  over,  he  remained,  pencil  and  pocket- 
book  in  hand,  awaiting  the  answer ;  which  was  not  long 
in  coming,  and  was  written  on  the  back  of  his  own  missive, 
to  the  following  efiFect. 

"  Nothing  can  be  better  ;  you  ought  to  be  Lord  Chan- 
cellor/' 

To  which,  Mr.  Crosbie  Quirker,  imitating  the  politeness 
of  the  French  troops  at  the  battle  of  Fontenoy, — to  their 
then  enemy,  the  English,  without,  however,  taking  oflF  his 
hat : — re- wrote, 

"  After, — your  Lordship.** 

And  then  vanished,  rapidly  descending  the  broad  flights 
of  steps,  and  hurrying  through  the  corridors  till  he  regained 
his  Hansom. 

"  To  No.  — ,  Strand,''  cried  he,  as  he  jumped  in.  Be- 
sides the  ill-breeding  of  prying  into  other  person's  thoughts, 
upon  the  principle  of  the  before-alluded-to,  demoralizing 
process  of  making  the  public  acquainted  with  what  was 
never  intended  for  them  to  know,  we  will  not  meddle  with 
the  respectable  family  solicitor's  cogitations  during  his 
transit  to  the  Strand.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  they  were  of 
so  absorbing  a  nature,  that  when  the  cabman  drew  suddenly 
up  at  the  door,  to  the  number  to  which  he  had  been 
directed,  Mr.  Crosbie  Quirker  could  not  have  been  tossed 
up  higher,  had  he  been  enjoying  the  exhilarating  exercise 
of  all  the  baby-jumpers  collectively,  that  figured  in  the 
adjacent  window ;  for  why  should  we  disguise  the  fact  ?  It 
was  to  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  de  Musty's  office,  he  had 
flown  for  the  amiable  purpose  of  disseminating  the  inten- 
tion of  A  few  benevolent  individuals!  to  raise  a  fund,  should 
any  survivor,  or  survivors,  remain  from  the  wreck  of  '^  The 
Bonny  Jane." 

ilr.  Crosbie  Quirker,  could  not  have  arrived  at  a  more 
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inopportune  moment,  for  Sir  Mithridate  Manikin,  haviDg 
just  been  appointed  ambassador  at  the  Porte,  Mr.  Warren 
Hastings  De  Musty  was  five  fathoms  deep  in  a  pu£f  for  the 
next  day's  '^  Tonans/'  at  a  considerable  additional  per- 
penceage  a  line,  assuriug  the  British  Public,  that  Sir  Mith- 
ridate Manikin,  was  the  very  fittest  person  possible,  for  the 
appointment ;  which  being  interpreted  meant,  that  he  was 
the  most  docile,  and  unscrupulous  doer  of  dirty  work  in 
the  whole  Corps  Diplomatique :  and  had  not  only  (like  all 
his  family)  since  his  marriage,  proved  himself  a  great  Turk ; 
but  as  that  King  of  Historiographers,  the  Chinese  corre- 
spondent of  the  "Times,"  said  of  Commissioner  Ybh, 
"  his  talent  for  adroit  lying,  amounted  to  positive  genius,^' 
which  caused  M.  De  Bussy  to  remark,  when  he  heard  of 
Sir  Mithridate's  appointment — "  Ma  foi  I  on  a  tres  bien 
fait,  de  lui  mettre  a  la  Porte'* 

Beside  this,  Mr.  De  Musty  had  a  sort  of  editorial  erysipelas 
of  rash  articles, which  had  produced  reprisals  fi-om  their  too 
aerial  superstructure,  and  not  having  a  grain  of  truth  for 
their  foundation.  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  de  Musty  was  also 
suffering  from  an  amateur  shipwreck  of  his  own  hopes ;  and 
persons,  labouring  under  disappointments,  more  especially, 
dealers  in  fine  sentiments,  are  as  indisposed  towards  benevo- 
lence, or  the  "  milk  of  human  kindness,'*  as  those  afflicted 
by  sea-sickness  are  to  cream.  The  fact  was,  having  heard 
that  the  eldest  Miss  Ommany  Kay  had  come  into  a  fortune 
of  £10,000,  through  the  death  of  her  godmother, — he 
had  posted, — no, — vapoured  down,  to  Laurel  Grove;  and, 
after  a  fortnight's  siege,  had  declared  himself  desperately 
in  love  with  her  ten-thousand-sterling  qualities ;  but  the 
young  lady  very  forwardly  declared,  that,  considering  the 
number  of  years  she  had  known  him,  he  had  controlled 
and  concealed  his  passion  too  well ;  that  it  was  now  too  late! 
He  returned  to  the  Strand  perfectly  strand — ed,  and 
baled  out  the  frail  bark  of  hope,   in  which  hv<&  fott\3Jck&% 
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had  been  so  wrecked^  in  a  charming  stanza  of  profoond 
truth ;  but  some  unprincipled  "  Sub,"  must  have  purloined 
and  pubUshed  it^  during  the  week  Mr.  Warren  Hastings 
de  Musty^s  feelings  were  laid  up  in  dock,  and  that  he  was 
unable  to  contribute  any  valuable  "  facts/^  (with  the  truth 
left  out)  to  the  Liverpool  "  Allioth/'  for  very  recently,  we 
saw  this  gem,  in  a  provincial  paper, — with  the  following 
audacious  heading,  and  therefore,  we  are  committing  no 
breach  of  confidence  in  again  pubUshing  it. 

"  It  always  affords  us  pleasure,"  says  Mr.  Warren  Has- 
tings de  Musty's  insidious  contemporary,  ''to  chronicle 
the  triumphs  of  genius,  the  creation  of  minds,  developing 
in  the  world  of  thought ;  we  accordingly  give  place  to  the 
following,  which  is  no  less  startling  than  true.  It  is,  we 
presume,  from  the  pen  of  an  unwedded  editor. 

**  I  sat  me  down  in  thought  profound, 
Tliis  maxim  wise  I  drew, 
It's  easier  far  to  like  a  girl ; 
Than  make  a  girl  like  you." 

Now  Mr,  Warren  Hastings  de  Musty  had  just  shed  his 
blood,  or,  at  least,  his  ink,  which  is  editorial  blood,  in  the 
cause,  and  thrown  off  these  lines,  (which  were  not  yet  dr\%) 
in  such  a  frenzy  of  compulsory  philosophy,  that  it  had 
completely  split  his  steel  pen,  and  he  had  flung  it  down, 
like  a  broken  lance,  when  Mr.  Crosbie  Quirker  glided  with 
his  usual  portly  air — 

*'  Law,  in  his  eye !  and  fees  in  all  his  steps  !" 

— into  the  office.  The  orange- tint  of  the  fog, — the  flagi- 
tious flare  of  the  gas,  and  the  indigestion  of  "  rejected 
addresses,''  all  combined,  to  cast  a  more  saturnine  hue  over 
the  occupant's  editorial  countenance. 

^'How  do,  De  Musty? — what  a  confounded  fog  !  here's 
a  little  matter,  I  want  you  to  arrange,  for  me  \" 

In  his  normal  state,  ''The  Own,"  would  have  expressed 
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a  trucolent,  and  troublesome  degree  of  vulgar  curiosity, 
as  to  how  so  eminently  practical  a  man,  and  sound  a  lawyer, 
as  Crosbie  Quirker,  could  have  got  mixed  up  with  such 
absurdities,  as  volunteer  benevolence  ?  Had  it  been  Terps 
even,  he  could  have  supposed  that  Miss  Jetson  might  have  let 
him  loose  upon  some, — '  Take  care  to  let  people  know 
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society;  or,  youno  man's  salt-water  immersion  com- 
mittee/ But  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  de  Musty  was  not  in 
his  normal  condition,  and  therefore,  was  taken  at  a  vantage, 
as  he  was  weak  and  languid,  having  been  wishing, — Oh  I 
how  fervently  all  the  morning,  but  alas!  in  vain  I  that  he  had 
had  one,  only  one,  bottle  of  Tompkins'  six  dozen  of  sherry. 
It  was  some  little  time,  therefore,  before  the  man  of  law 
could  quite  make  the  man  of  letters  understand,  the  gist  of 
the  matter;  but  at  length,  Crosbie  having  scribbled  a  rough 
draft  of  his  "  idea,''  the  "  Own"  took  it,  languidly,  and 
placed  it  in  his  "  Immediate"  pigeon-hole :  merely  saying, 
quite  mechanically,  and  from  habit,  ''any  names  to  puff? 
or  to  jflay  ?  any  insinuations  ? — vituperative,  or  eulogistic  ?" 
"  Not  for  the  world,  would  ruin  all ;"  said  Quirker, 
rising,  and  buttoning  his  coat.  ''  Snug's  the  word ;  names  I 
a  pretty  thing,  indeed !  we  should  be  having  a  Melius  In^ 
quirendum,  before  we  knew  where  we  were." 

And,  shaking  Mr.  Warren  Hastings  de  Musty's  hand, 
which  indeed  felt  like  a  segment  of  consolidated  fog ;  the 
family  solicitor  regained  his  Hansom,  and  drove  on,  to 
Piccadilly  Terrace,  running  into  several  coal,  and  down 
one  donkey-cart. 

As  he  went,  the  idea  suggested  itself  of  what  an  un- 
commonly clever  fellow  he  was,  and  he  immediately  adopted 
that  suggestion.  Alas !  he  little  dreamt  what  a  day,  the  very 
next  day,  would  bring  forth,  thereby  proving  that  in  one 
respect,  at  least,  the  course  of  true  law  resembles  the  course 
of  true  love;  for  neither  ever  do  Tun  «n.Qo\\!L\ 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 


^\t  gldurn. 


ijo-^p;  bonheur  de  la  mort/^  says  La  Martine ;  "c'est 
d'etre  eiiseveli !" 

Oui,  mais  non  de  la  vie — car  un  tombeau 
sans  rcpos  !  est  un  sort  par  trop  triste  I  Meiiie  pour  une 
retribution  de  Dieu  I — And  yet,  how  many  are  there  in  this 
world  of  sin,  sorrow,  injustice,  and  inverse  results!  who 
sjrve  a  life-long  novitiate  to  the  grave  they  are  to  fill  in 
death.  And  one  of  these  Secular  Trappists,  was  poor  old 
Mrs.  Selden,  Walter's  grandmother,  whom  it  is  time  the 
reader  should  know  something  more  about.  In  early  life, 
she  had  been  a  person  of  remarkable  beauty,  and  some 
little  property;  justly  proud  of  her  descent  from  John 
Selden,  she  had  married  a  cousin  of  her  own,  a  Colonel 
Walter  Selden,  who,  shortly  after,  was  killed  at  the  siege  oi 
Saragossa,  leaving  her  with  an  infant,  a  month  old,  i 
daughter,  who  naturally  became  the  idol  of  her  mother 
whom  she  surpassed,  in  beauty  and  grace,  as  she  grew  up , 
and  on  her  little  Jessie's  education,  Mrs.  Selden,  not  oulj 
spared  nothing,  but  also  deprived  herself  of  everything,  U 
give  her  advantages,  which  her   straitened  means  could 
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therwise  have  compassed,  thinking,  that  with  her  rare 
y,  suitably  accomplished,  Jessie  would  be  sure  to 
r  well,  t.  e.  greatly  I  oh,  that  rock  a-head  I  of  English 
Brs,  that  fatal  Tarpia  I  from  which  they  are  ever 
ig  their  victim-children  into  a  sea  of  troubles, 
seventeen  I  when  Jessie  Selden  was  really  beautiful 
e  morning-star,  her  mother  took  her  to  Harrogate, 
!,  at  the  very  first  pubUc  ball  at  which  she  appeared, 
nade  the  conquest  of  a  yonng  peer,  who,  to  Mrs* 
n's  great  delight,  never  was  out  of  the  house.  And 
picnics,  and  archery-meetings,  were  all  proposed,  in 

succession.  Unfortunately,  Jessie,  like  all  girls 
;ht  up  in  the  circumscribed  seclusion  of  narrow  cir- 
bances,  by  a  pure-minded,  but  ignorant-of-the-world, 
er,  had  more  romance  in  her  than  rationaUty ;  and 
;h  incapable,  from  early  religious  and  moral  training, 
kantarily  doing  a  wrong  act,  she  w$»  just  that  malle- 
X)mbination  of  ignorance,  and  consequent  yielding, 
iveness  of  character,  which  men,  under  the  tariff  of 
ord  "  feminine,^'  have  (the  better  to  further  their  own 

made  the  standard  of  what  women  ought  to  be, — 
it  for  this  pUant  nullity  of  nature,  they  could  not  so 
succeed  in  making  them  what  they  ought  not  to  be. 
—  at  one  of  these  many  fifes  champitrey  having 
her  away  a  great  distance  from  the  rest  of  the  party, 
riage  and  four  was  in  waiting,  into  which,  despite  her 
and  struggles,  he  hurried  her ;  and,  at  the  end  of  the 
ey,  banished  all  her  fears,  with  the  blasphemy  of  a 

marriage. 

en  followed  the  old  story  (though  the  Lovelace  was 
thirty) — of  being  unable  publicly  to  own  his  marriage 
ig  his  father's  life-time;  and  though  Mrs.  Selden 
er  liked,  nor  approved  of  this,  she  yet,  like  her 
Q-child,  submitted  to  it  in  perfect  good  faith.     But 

Walter  was  only  a  few  months  old^  tVi^\i  Vas^  ^^ 
I.  III.  ^z 
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fiiiher  tinew  off  the  mask,  for  his  marriage  with  ano^hvi 
wealthier^  and  more  hig^-bom  lady,  waa  pabliely  annoaneedL 
Thia  waa  almoat  the  death  of  poor  Jesne,  and  her  mother; 
the  hitter  waa  thrown  into  a  brain  fever;  pride,  thon^ia 
honourable  prid^  was  the  stronghold  of  her  natore ;  and 
thia  had^been  crumbled  about  her  eziatenoe,  and  ahe  wm 
utteriy  crushed  under  the  weight  of  the  ruina ;  e?er  after, 
ahe  certainly  waa,  what  the  French  call  exdUee:  and 
owing  to  thia  it  was,  perhapa,  that  the  vile  aeduoer  of  her 
child  persuaded  her  some  years  after  that,  though  Jessie 
could  not  aspire  to  a  coronet,  she  might  to  a  wedding-ring 
aa  a  highly  respectabk!  country  sdicitor,  with  whom  he  hsd 
become  acquainted  on  the  turf,  was  quite  ready  to  many 
her;  and  the  wretched  mother,  thinking  that  omf  thing  wai 
better  than  the  plain  withering  truth,  that  any  rag,  hoir- 
ever  sordid,  would  do  to  hide  the  hideous  rankling,  in- 
curable wound,  entered  into  this  plan,  and  so  once  more 
poor  Jessie  was  sacrificed  I  But  this  time  the  sacrifice  was 
soon  consummated ;  for  she  only  survived  her  revolting  and 
compulsory  marriage  a  very  few  months. 

Three  years  after  that,  the  highly  respectable  Mr.  Jen- 
nings, her  husband,  paid  the  forfeit  of  his  crimes  on  the 
scaffold,  and  poor  little  Walter  returned  to  his  grand- 
mother, who  then  began  to  clamour  that  his  unnatural 
father  should  provide  some  sort  of  education  for  his 
natural  son,  which  was  done  as  cheaply  as  possible  by 
sending  him  to  Field-Fleury ;  his  noble  fiitther,  however, 
exercising  as  tyrannical  a  despotism  over  his  grandmother's 
restricted  intercourse  with  him  after  that,  as  if  sA«  had 
been  his  wife,  and  therefore  legal  slave. 

Oh,  Nemesis  of  Cant!  why  sleepest  thou  amid  this 
orgy  of  injustice,  this  saturnalia  of  broken  sacraments  I 
where  crime  is  stalking,  and  sorrow  shrieking  around  thee  I 
Up !  up !  awake,  oh  slothful  Satrap,  and  vindicate  Divine 
Ta,T}*iB.\    'EiH^T)  now  and  then,  we  gingerly  pluck  off  a 
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withered  leaf  here  and  there,  from  our  great  Upas  tree  of 
■oeial  eormption,  and  is  a  branch,  so  pestilential,  that  it 
mmt  oome  off ;  we  go  into  Talkeriss,  commonly  called 
committees,  and  prate  a-pace,  in,  and  out,  of  Parliament, 
for  a  quarter  of  a  century,  before  we  venture  to  lop  it, 
though  millions  are  perishing  under  it,  the  while.  Nay, 
•'The  Times,'^  as  a  mask  of  impartiality !  (?)  will  even 
print  letters  from  poor  street  TraviataSy*  and  allow  prim- 
rose kid-gloved  philanthropists  to  fire  off  crackers  at  '^the 
greatest  q{  our  social  evils/'  But,  to  strike  at  the  root  of 
that,  and  all  other  evils, — namely, — ^the  chartered  immo- 
rality OF  MEN,  the  revocation  they  have  made,  of  the 
divine  edicts,  on  their  own  behalf ;  the  more  than  mosaic 
stringency,  they  have  given  to  those  edicts,  in  regard  to 
the  other  half  of  the  Creation;  and,  in  defiance  of  the 
blessed  founder  of  Christianity's  equitable  revision  of 
them. 

Where,  we  ask,  is  the  man  who  will  venture  to  strike 
AT  THAT  ?  more  especially,  when  we  consider  the  oligarchy 
of  notoriously  profligate  men,  who  have  lately  affected  to 
amend  the  Ecclesiastical  Laws,  which,  in  reality  means, 
that  under  a  sham  of  universal  justice,  it  shall  be  at  their 
fiat,  to  administer  injustice  more  partially  than  ever,  and  to 
protect  more  closely,  and  promulgate  more  securely,  the 
autocratic  privilege  of  masculine  vice.  Verily !  if  the  axe 
ever  is  laid  to  the  root  of  all  our  social  evils,  the  task 
must  be  reserved  for  ^'  The  Coming  Man ;''  and  he  must 
glave  his  axe,  with  God's  unmutilated  Commandments  ! 

♦  Written,  of  course,  by  some  man,  or  "  The  Times  "  would 
not  print  them.  But  God's  blessing  on  the  honest  man,  who  has 
dared  to  aim  even  one  blow  at  the  root  of  everjf  social  evil ;  viz. 
the  onblnshins  infamy  of  married  debauchees  ;  and  as  snch,  after 
pmwing  their  liTes  in  breaking  God's  laws,  are  the  very  per- 
■ODsaelegated  to  make  and  administer  those  of  Mait.  Mow 
oould  the  latter  be  any  thing  but  what  they  are  P  a  patent,  and 
propagation  for  ever^  vice,  fraud,  treachery,  and  barbaric  in- 
justice. 

u  2 
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It  may  be  imagined  how  desolate !  how  aimless  1  how 
hopelees  for  the  futare  1  bow  nmildetiing  through  the  past  1 
was  poor  old  Mrs*  Seidell's  life;  more  especially,  in  that 
worst  quagmire  of  the  Slough  of  Despoud^  a  small 
pro^Dcial  town,  Nsturally  she  sbraiak  from  her  former 
acquaiDtauces,  who,  with  unexceptionable  daughters,  old 
maids,  or  matrons,  carrying  a  patent  safety-lamp  of  ttgli- 
neas  in  their  faces,  and  rcpuisiveness  iu  their  manoerj 
would  have  been  too  glad  to  have  reminded  her  (as  if  poor 
aoul,  she  ever  forgot  it  I)  that  her  daughter  had  beeo  the 
cast-off  niistress  of  a  peeTj  and  the  wife  of  a  felon,  no 
matter  how  she  bad  become  either ;  of  course,  thei/  thanked 
their  God — as  well  they  might,  that  they  were  not  bke 
her  !  Tile  few  (her  inferiofs  in  every  thing  but  mis- 
fortune) who  had  called  on  her,  when  first  she  had  settled 
at  I'encridge,  did  so,  as  is  generally  the  case  in  small 
places,  more  out  of  curiosity  than  kindness,  and  soon 
dropped  off,  when  they  found  there  was  nothing  to  be 
gained  in  any  way,  from  that  poor  solitary  old  woman, 
aggravating  their  desertion^  in  the  usual  ill-bred,  Anglo- 
Saxon  style,  by  constant  frivulous  excuses  for  no/  calling. 

In  Prance,  she  mi^ht  have  been  equally  solitary; — but 
she  would  not  have  feii  that  she  was,  for  every  time  she 
went  in  and  out,  she  would  have  at  leasit  received  a  hok 
of  can  I  pa  ^!i  ion  ate  kindness  fmm  her  very  porter* — It  is 
not  that  English  pcf>ple,  can't  do  a  solitary  kindne^,  and 
even  ^^reai one;  but  there  it  ends, — of  a  steady, — uni- 
form, qnotidian  kindneas,  they  are  incapable  |  because 
niiirry  of  any  sort  borps  them,  and  they  ai-e  far,  both  too 
Bcliisb,  and  too  busy,  to  allow  themselves  to  w^aste  their 
tiniCj  in  being  bored, — You  might  easily  find  a  hundred 
English  people,  who  would  give  money,  and  medicine  to 
persons  suffering  fit>m  some  formidable  disease  ;  but  you 
would  hanlly  find  one,  among  that  hundred,  who  would  give 
1^\v^t  ™^\X-  ^Q  te  mr^ce  -—their  fime,  and  rfi^e, — ^to  tend, 
and  viaXe\i  oN«  \Xi^\si,  e^ea.^«^\iwtAasJW4^^wit  infectious, 
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'And  what  malady  is  there  $o  formidable  and  oonae- 
iieiitly  80  borinff  !  as  moral  misery  7 

To  a  starving  wretch,  a  haoneh  of  venison,  and  a  hSttle 
f  daret,  are  certainly  a  very  kind  present ;  but,  as  hunger 
•  of  the  mushroom  genus,  and  springs  up  every  four  and 
tiventy  hours, — there  would  be  no  comparison  between  this 
miteniion,  and  the  leased  kindness  of  the  humble  donor  of 
s  daify  penny  roll ;  and  truly,  the  heart,  and  soul,  require 
their  moral,  and  spiritual  daily  bread,  quite  as  much,  if 
aot  more,  than  the  body; — and  often,  there  are  great 
goUs !  of  human  misery,  that  alone  the  fainting,  strug- 
§^g,  lacerated  spirit,  is  quite  unable  to  step  safely  over, 
ibr  which,  one  look  of  human  kmdness  I  — one  echo  of . 
kuman  feeling !  would  be  as  a  plank  between  us  and  per- 
dition ;— -could  we  but  obtain  it ! — Well  we  may  want  it  > 
Jhr  English  people  won't  be  bored ; — and  we  repeat  it, — 
irfaat  $0  boring  as  the  egotistical,  and  concentrated 
mtenseness  of  a  great  grief  ? — ^Besides,  it  is  impossible  to 
ijmpathize  with  people,  or  even  to  pretend  to  do  so,  without 
running  the  risk  of  getting  oneself  into  a  mess?  That 
terrible  Bogie ! — next  to  Boredom,  of  all  classes  of  British 
aubjects. 

like  many  other  persons  labouring  under  a  chronic 
misery,  poor  Mrs.  Selden  harboured  the  delusion,  that 
her  heart  was  so  seared,  that  she  could  not  feel  even  another 
thunderbolt.  But,  when  she  received  a  letter  from  Field- 
Fleury,  with  an  account  of  Walter's  disappearance,  she  was 
eonvinced  of  her  error ;  for  the  stone,  that  she  thought 
oould  feel  no  blow,  was  drilled  through,  and  through,  with 
this  one.  At  first,  she  was  perfectly  frantic ;  and  a  hypo- 
critical letter  of  affected  despair,  that  she  got  from*  poor 
Jessie's  destroyer,  recommending  resignation  to  the  wiU  of 
Providence,  seemed  to  be  the  last  straw  that  broke  the 
camePs  back ;  and  then  she,  who  had  knelt  down — alas ! 
hot  to  pray — she  could  not — but  w\iO  \i«A,i<at  ^«)»\fi&\^si.* 
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uttered  purpose^  raised  her  boming  eyes,  and  clenched, 
tremblings  withered  hands  to  Heaven — after  a  few  seconds 
of  this  fearful  silence^  gave  one  gasp^  with  which  all  moral 
and  physical  energy  seemed  to  have  departed  from  her. 
From  that  out^  she  became  passive  in  the  hands  of  the 
only  living  thing  that  had  remained  faithful  to  her — ^her 
maids  Martha.  All  day  long^  she  would  lie^  without  speak- 
ing or  stirrings  on  a  sofa^  near  the  windows ;  and^  whea 
Martha  would  bring  her  her  food,  and  tell  her^  like  a  child, 
that  she  must  sit  ups  and  be  good^  and  eat  it^  she  did  so ; 
Martha  taking  the  precaution  to  substitute  a  glass  for  s 
little  silver-gilt  cup  of  Walter's,  that  his  mother  had  given 
him,  when  he  was  three  years  old— which  the  poor  old 
lady,  ever  since  he  went  to  school,  had  always  drunk  out 
of,  and  used  to  kiss  before  she  drank. 

One  evening,  that  she  was  lying,  as  usual,  so  still  that, 
her  eyes  being  closed,  any  one  coming  into  the  room  would 
have  thought  she  was  dead — and  the  illusion  would  have 
been  aided  by  the  dim  glimmer  of  the  street-lamps,  that 
were  just  ^lit,  and  trying  to  do  right,  let  what  would 
come  of  it,  and  shine  out  through  the  fog— a  double  knock 
came  to  No.  7,  alias  to  Mrs.  Selden^s  house.  Now,  ge- 
nerally speaking,  that  is  no  such  very  wonderful  event ; 
but  in  this  instance  it  was.  Perhaps  the  shock  of  an 
earthquake  would  hardly  have  created  a  greater  commotion 
in  the  house  itself;  for  it  so  happened  that,  since  the  week 
before  the  amiable  Mr.  Joseph  Jennings  was  apprehended 
for  the  murder  of  James  Netherby,  and  lodged  in  Stafford 
jail,  such  an  appeal  as  a  double  knock  had  not  been  made 
to  the  door  of  No.  7.  Mrs.  Selden  sat  up,  as  if  moved  by 
electricity.  Her  heart  beat/  so  violently,  that  she  pressed 
both  her  hands  against  it,  to  keep  it  within  bounds. — 
Martha,  who  was  toasting  bread  in  the  kitchen  for  her 
mistress's  tea,  rammed  the  toasting-fork,  bread  and  all, 
mto  l\ie  &c^)  ^^  if  Ehe  had  been  stabbing  a  brigand  in  self- 
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defienee,  fell  back  in  her  chair,  and  sUghtly  kicking,  gave 
9  fiunt  scream,  and  said — 

''  Mercy  me !  whoever  can  that  be  V  and,  while  she  was 
adopting  the  best  plan  for  not  finding  out,  by  not  attempt- 
ing to  go  to  the  door,  the  knock  was  repeated,  whereupon 
she  started  to  her  feet,  and  just  giving  one  look  at  the 
ghas,  to  see  that  her  cap  was  all  right,  in  case  it  should  be 
necessary  to  set  it  at  any  one  on  short  notice,  she  ran  up 
stairs,  and  undid  the  hall-door,  which  was  already  fastened 
up  for  the  night,  but  had  no  sooner  opened  it  than  a  pair 
of  arms  were  thrown  round  her  neck.  Of  course,  she 
screamed.  It  would  have  been  very  improper  if  ^he  had 
not;  for  maid-servants  are  not  generally  subjected  to 
similar  gymnastics  at  a  street  door. 

"Why,  don't  you  know  me,  Martha?  Thafs  ungrate- 
ful;  for  I  promise  you,  I  haven't  forgotten  you.  Why, 
Pm  Walter.     My  grandmother  got  my  letter,  I  hope  V 

'^Law  I  bless  me  1  it  never  can  be !  Oh  !  poor  Missis ! 
poor  Missis !  thank  God  I"  and  bursting  into  a  violent  fit 
of  hysterics,  it  was  now  Martha's  turn  to  hug  Walter, 
which  she  did  over  and  over  again ;  then,  drying  her  tears, 
she  said : — ''  Oh  1  how  I  long  to  have  a  look  at  you  in  the 
light !     But  Missis  have  had  no  letter." 

"  No  occasion  for  light,  my  dear.  I  can  manage  very  well 
without,"  said  Carew,  putting  his  arm  round  her  waist, 
and  giving  her  a  kiss,  of  so  sonorous  a  description,  that  it 
almost  sounded  like  the  popping  of  a  champagne-cork. 

Of  course,  anger  and  fear  are  two  very  different  things ; 
and,  as  a  slap  on  the  face  is  a  fantasia,  as  soon  executed  as 
a  scream,  CareVs  salutation  was  returned,  not  in  kind,  but 
in  im-kind,  after  that  fashion^  till  Walter  interfered,  and 
declared  that,  if  she  ever  again  so  maltreated  his  friend, 
Tom  Carew,  she  should  pay  him  a  fine  of  ten  kisses  for 
her  misdemeanours.  He  was  then  rushing  up  stairs,  till 
Martha  very  properly  pulled  him  back. 
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"Don't,  Master  Waltei-,  The  audd^  joy  nught  be  tht 
death  of  pear  Miases — after  the  way  she  h&a  ttkeo  ^n, 
thinking  you  was  dean  gooe^  and  &he  ahould  never  las 
you  tDore.  Jual  atep  into  the  parlour^  while  I  go  and 
break  it  to  her ;  for  I  know  she  nev^  coatd  bear  th^  lig^t 
of  you  all  at  once/' 

Indeed,  there  waa  ample  reason  Co^rall  Harthac'a  preeu- 
Ibna,  eoQiidenng  the  many  moral  rerolntiona  that  had 
ahukeii^  to  ita  very  centre,  that  poor  suSertng  sonL  Na« 
tnnlly  enough,  at  fiiat,  Mia.  Sdden  had  hated  the  grand, 
child  that  bad  been  so  cruelly  obtruded  upoa  her ;  but, 
after  hia  poor  mother's  death,  and  that  he  had  been  re* 
tamed  to  her  ^le  care,  there  was  something  ao  iageuooui, 
affeetiouate,  and  attractive  about  him^  that  she  oauld  not 
help  loving  hira^  though  she  endeavoered  to  hide  the  fact 
from  hemelf  as  mueh  aa  posaiblej  and  still  more  &om  him, 
by  an  external^  ice-hound  rigidity  of  manner,  that  never 
once  thawed  til!  the  day  she  parted  from  him  at  the  Great 
Western  terminui.  But  the  ice  once  broken — the  flood- 
gates once  opened — the  pent-up  feeling  had  gnahed  in  a 
torrent  ever  since ;  and,  in  all  her  fitful  and  stolen  inter- 
views with  him,  among  the  cliffa  at  Beechcroft,  hia  growing 
likeness  to  hia  mother  had  bound  hioi  to  her,  as  a  last,  but 
adamantine  link,  between  the  past  and  present  So  that, 
when  the  news  came  of  his  sudden  disappearance,  the  poor, 
lonely,  bereaved  old  lady  suffered,  over  again,  every  pang 
of  the  martyrdom  and  death  of  her  lost  Jessie  |  and  &he 
murmnredj  in  the  rare  intervals  that  any  sound  issued 
from  her  lips — 

'*  Others  only  die  once,  and  are  at  rest.  Why  am  /  to 
die  so  many  times,  and  yet  find  no  rest  f  Mercy  1  mercy  1 
mercy  !^^  And  then  she  would  relapse  into  a  atem^  and 
stony  silenccj  as  before* 
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''What  is  it^  Martha ?''  said  Mrs.  Selden,  standing  np 
and  drawing  herself  to  her  fall  hei^t,  with  that  air  of 
tragic  defiance  with  which  she  had  long  habituated  herself 
to  meet  coming  misfortunes^  or  coming  insults ;  and^  in- 
deed,  for  many  years  little  else^  had  come  to  her.  But 
nowy  as  she  asked  the  question,  she  clung  to  the  scroll  of 
the  sofa  for  support. 

''Well,  *em,  it  aMt  nothing  bad:  on  the  controtry,  it's 
nary  good ;  but  you — sit  down — and  I'll  tell  you  all  about 
it;  for  there  ain't/'  added  Martha,  who  knew  her  ways, 
'*  nothink  to  stand  vp  for!^ 

"  Walter  ?"  faintly  murmured  the  old  lady,  dropping 
down  into  her  seat  again. 

*'  yi»,  Walter !  and  very  good  news  of  Master  Walter, 
too!" 

''  Oh  !  Martha !  you're  not  deceiving  me  ?  Swear  you 
are  not?" 

^*  Is  it  likely  ?  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  as  I  ever  deceived 
you,  'em — as  you  should  think — let  alone  nay  sich  a  thing ; 
and  there's  a  man  below  as  can  tell  you  all  about  Master 
Walter,  who's  quite  well,  and  not  a  great  way  off,  neither." 

''In  England?" 

"Better  than  that — ^in  Staffordshire !  there !  'em — thafn 
news,  ain't  it  ?" 

"  Oh !  Martha,  Martha,  say  it  again  I"  said  the  old 
lady,  rising  up  and  tottering  towards  Martha;  but  again 
the  latter  made  her  sit  down,  as  she  went  to  a  chiffonier  in 
the  room,  and  brought  her  a  glass  of  wine  and  a  biscuit. 

"Now  you  drink  that,  'em,  and  keep  quite  quiet,  and 
then  I'll  tell  you  more." 

Mrs.  Selden  obeyed  instantly.    "  Now,  Martha,  go  on." 

"Well,  'em,  as  I  said,  Master  Walter  is  a^My  in  Staf- 
fordshire !  and  you  can  see  him  whenever  you  like.  The 
man  as  is  below — a  rumbustshus,  sort  of  sailor  like,  but  a 
very  civil-spoken  man,  I  must  say — ^wiU  ^  fet  \ivocL>«VsRxv- 
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ever  ytm  please — there  P'  and  Martlm  thought  she  had 
done  it  beautifully — and  so  she  had, 

"  Whenever  I  pleate  t  Oh !  m/w,  Martha,  quick !  quick  P' 

**  I  iha'n't  loae  no  tLme,  you  may  depend  i  bnt  I  mwA' 
ji«t  tidy  you  up  a  bit,  ^cansc  Master  Walter  U  moat  a 
jmmg  man  now ;  and  I  sboiildii't  like  him  to  see  you  m 
that  towsled  cap,  and  handkitcher/'  i 

So  saying,  Martha  wtnt  into  the  adjoiniDg  bedioofn, 
brought  out  a  white  tulle  cap  »vith  white  ribbons,  a 
large,  black  twilled  iilk  neckerchief,  and  a  fine  cambrie 
pocket -haudkercbief  out  of  the  drawer,  on  which  latter  she 
poured  some  eau  de  Colngrte ;  and,  with  all  theee  accesiuirm 
far  a  toilaUe  d  Pimprovisie,  ahe  returned  to  the  drawing- 
room. 

With  trembling  fingers,  trembling  more  from  agitation 
than  age,  the  old  lady  untied  her  cap,  and  hastily  put  on 
the  cue  that  Martha  brought;  and,  as  the  latter  pinned  the 
Bilk  handkerchief  on  either  side  of  her  small  waist,  Mt%, 
Selden  patted  its  folds,  and  said — 

''There— there — I'm  very  nice  now.  Go — be  quick! 
Tell  the  good  man  to  make  haste,  and  he  shall  have  five 
pounds/' 

"  He  flha'n't  have  no  such  a  thiug,"  said  Martha,  *'fot 
be  don't  look  as  if  he  wanted  it;  and  much  better  give  it 
to  Master  Walter,  'em,  to  make  him  feel  as  if  he  raie^  hoi 
coined  home  from  school/' 

And  with  this  last  proclamation,  Martha  vanished* 

A  very  few  minutes  more,  and  Walter  and  the  poor  old 
lady  were  clasped  in  each  other's  arms;  but  who  ahall 
describe  that  meeting?  or  the  happy  evening  that  was 
apent  at  No.  7 1  the  reault  of  that  unusual  and  eventful 
double  knock!  It  might  have  been  difficult  to  dedde 
whether  Mrs,  Sclden  waa  most  interested  above  staira,  at 
the  narration  of  Walter's  brief,  but  stirring  adventures,  or 
MaxtWmQ%X  ^mu'i^jd  below,  with  Tom  Carew'a  innumerable 
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jwmB,  and  incomparable  stories,  collected  in  the  four 
quarters  of  the  globe.  It  is,  perhaps,  needless  to  say,  that 
when  Mrs.  Selden  heard  all  Walter  owed  to  Carew,  with 
many  tears,  and  much  gratitude,  she  o£fered  him  ten  times 
five  pounds,  with  sincere  regrets  that  she  could  not  quad- 
ruple it.  But  no  earthly  power  could  prevail  upon  bim  to 
take  a  penny  of  it.  So  the  old  lady  had  to  invest  it  in  a 
gold  tobacco-box,  with  a  reUevo  of  The  Hans  Van  Kelp, 
beautifully  embossed  in  green,  and  coloured  golds  on  the 
<lat8ide  lid,  and  an  inscription  on  the  inside,  telling  the 
whole  story ;  while,  to  poor  Cufiy  she  sent  a  watch,  with 
the  wreck  of  "  the  Bonny  Jane  '^  plainly  engraved  on  the 
outside  of  the  gold,  from  a  sketch  of  Walter^s ;  and  in  the 
inside  was  the  following  inscription — 

"To   TiBEBIUS   CjBSAB   CUPFY, 

as  a  slight   HEMOBIAL   of    his   NOBLE   CONDUCT 

IN    THE   WBECK  OF   THE   BoNNY   JaNE. 

With  the  deep  gbatitude  of 

Walteb    and    Jessie    Selden, 

thbouoh    time,     and     etebnitt.'^ 

As  Walter  unfolded  his  eventful  tale,  as  they  sat  at  tea, 
on  the  first  evening  of  his  return,  a  hectic  glow  kindled 
in  Mrs.  Selden's  cheeks,  and  an  unwonted  fire  sparkled 
in  her  eyes.  "  Now  1 "  she  exclaimed,  clenching  her  hand, 
''  I  have  the  villain  in  my  power,  and  you  shall  go  to  a 
public  school ;  ay,  and  to  college  too,  Walter.''  At  this, 
Walter  bounded  to  her  side,  and  kneeling  by  her  chair, 
put  his  arms  round  her  waist,  kissed  her  fervently,  and 
then  leant  his  head  upon  her  shoulder.  As  she  pushed 
back  his  hair,  and  looked  earnestly  and  sadly  into  his 
bright  young  face,  her  memory  picking  up  fragment,  after 
fragment,  of  her  lost  Jessie  in  every  lineament,  and  every 
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lookj  ilie  ended  the  tcmtiny  with  m  deep  ug^j  vid  an  in- 
voliiDtary  exetamation  of—  , 

"HowKket" 
■    "LikawlioT" 

'*  Like  your  poor  mother/* 

'^Aiidmy  &ther?^'  uid  Walter,  *' ytm  never  menttoo 

"  Tour  father  was  a  villainj  Walter/* 
Walter  frowned,  stood  up^  and  took  two  or  three  toraa 
about  the  room;  then  anddenly  stopping,  he  said  abruptly— 
''But  tell  meat  least  who  he  waa? '' 
**I  must  not — I  dare  not/' 
*^  I  auppoae,  then^  he  waa  nc^  a  gentleman,^'  said  Walterj 

''Certainly  not!" 
"I  feared  so/'  groaned  Walter- 
"  Not  a  good  honest  plebeian — ^thongh,  even  that  would 
have  been  better  than  a  coronet  steeped  in  shame," 
"  Coronet !  what  then,  was  ray  father  a  lord  F  *' 
'*  Nonsense ;  I  spoke  figuratively,  Walter/' 
"  But,  hut,  I  must  be  the  son  of  somebody  ?  " 
"Ay,  an    Hidalgo,*'  said  Mrs.   Selden,  with  a  bitter 
smile. 

"An  Hidalgo  I  that  i»  a  grandee  of  Spain/' 
"  Yes — Hijo  (f  A^Q ;  from  which  Hidalgo  is  derived, 
m^ui  in  Spanish,  the  i&n  nf  somebody ;  and  rjou^  Walter, 
are  the  son  of  somebody ;"  and  again  the  old  lady  smiled 
bitterly,  drummed  on  the  table  with  the  fingers  of  her  left 
haad,  and  turned  her  ehair  hastily  round  to  the  fire* 
Waiter  saw  he  should  get  nothing  by  probing,  and  might 
only  irritate  and  annoy  her;  so  he  relapsed  into  ailenee, 
and  continued  walking  up  and  down  the  room,  with  his 
right  hand  in  his  bosom.  After  a  mutual  silence  of  ten 
minutesi  Mrs.  Selden,  who  was  the  first  to  break  it,  said. 
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''Oht  by  the  bye,  Walter,  I  hope  John  Selden's 
Jacobus  is  safe  ?  '^ 

Walter  coloured  to  his  very  temples,  for  he  was  betweeu 
the  horns  of  a  dilemma ;  to  say  he  had,  under  any  cir- 
cumstances, been  induced  to  part  with  it,  he  knew  would 
be  treason.  To  say  to  whom  he  had  given  it,  perhaps 
might  be  little  less  so,  for  having  seen  so  little  of  his 
grandmother,  (though  he  had,  it  is  true,  in  his  letters 
mentioned  Lady  Clairville  and  her  schools),  yet  never  had 
he  mentioned  Gemma,  as  he  felt,  almost  by  intuition,  that 
Mrs.  Selden's  pride,  which  like  that  of  all  persons,  either 
in  a  false  or  an  unhappy  position,  was  very  sensitive,  not 
to  say  very  morbid,  would  wince  under,  or  kick  against, 
his  knowing  fine  people  on  sufierance.  But  luckily,  just 
as  he  was  about  to  be  guilty  of  the  worst  species  of  fEdse- 
hood,  prevarication,  by  saying  he  had  not  got  the  coin 
with  him,  the  old  lady  relieved  him  from  the  dilemma,  by 
shaking  her  head,  and  putting  up  her  hands,  as  she  said--- 

<*  Oh !  that  awful  shipwreck,  I  forgot, — of  course  you 
lost  everything,  that  is,  if  you  always  wore  it  round  your 
neck,  as  I  begged  of  you  to  do.'' 

"  Yes,  I  always  wore  it  round  my  neck," — another  pre- 
varication. 

"Ah!  well,  it  can't  be  helped;— but  Pd  rather  have 
lost  all  I  possess  in  the  way  of  plate,  and  trinkets,  than 
that  Jacobus." 

"  I  am  so  sorry,"  said  Walter ;  and  this  time  he  spoke 
the  exact  truth,  for  no  sorrow  could  be  more  genuine. 

"  My  dear  child,  it's  not  your  fault,"  said  Mrs.  Selden, 
holding  out  her  hand,  drawing  him  towards  her,  and  kissing 
him.  And,  seeing  the  burning  blush  that  suffused  his 
whole  face,  well  might  she  exclaim  how  hot  his  cheek 
was! 

On  the  third  morning  after  Walter's  return,  and  the 
second  after  Carew's  departure,  after  breakfa&t)Mx%«^V&&\s. 
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with  a  great  parade  of  biisinefiSj  having  a  large  old  mafao* 
gany,  brass-boimd  desk  of  her  husband^a,  (that  she  never 
mcd  but  on  important  occasion?^  brought  out  of  her  bed- 
room] unlocked  it^  and  with  a  deep  sighj  took  a  sheet  of 
large,  thick,  blue,  ribbed,  gilt-edged,  old-faahionedj  letter* 
paper,  some  that  Colonel  Selden  had  left  in  the  desk,  in 
the  days  when  m^de  envelopes  were  not ;  but  when  an  en- 
velopej  the  texture  of  thf^  paper,  and  the  quality  of  the 
waXj  were  all  minor  evidences  of  gentlemen,  and  geutle* 
women.  Dipping  her  pen  into  the  ink,  she  wrote  a  letter, 
not  a  very  long  one,  but,  judging  by  all  the  dashes  so 
vigorously  distributed  under  the  words,  it  was  a  very 
energetic  one.  As  soon  as  it  was  sealed^  she  asked  Walter 
to  accompany  her  to  the  post-office,  where  she  flung,  rather 
than  dropped  in  the  letter,  with  the  air  of  indomitable  re- 
solution, and  defiance;  as  if  the  iiat  had  gone  forth,  that 
was  cither  to  found  a  dynaatyj  or  to  crumble  an  empire* 

But  moat  probably  it  was  the  former ;  as  the  result  was, 
that  three  days  after  the  despatch  of  this  letter,  Terps 
Quirker  once  more,  like  a  legal  speck,  as  he  was,  appeared 
on  the  horizon  >  and  this  time,  {after  having  obtained  per- 
mission to  go  and  see  hia  friends  at  Field- Flenrj%)  it  was 
to  take  Walter  to  Winchester,  at  which  school  he  speot 
four  ye^rs,  and  the  two  following  ones  at  Oxford,  where 
hia  chief  chum,  was  Lord  Viscount  Clanhaveu,  who  had 
began  by  insulting  him  ;■ — but  who  ultimatelv  found  him, 
though  no  great  acquisition  at  a  wine  party,— so  very 
useful,  in  the  matter  of  an  impending  httle  go,  anch  a 
capital  oar,  and  altogether,  such  a  "  regular  brick,"  as  hia 
Lordsiiip  expressed  it ;  that  though  in  every  respect,  very 
dissimilar  characters,  they  beeame  great  friends.  By  which 
means,  Walter  saw,  in  a  sort  of  mb-rosa  way,  a  great  deal 
of  Gemma,  (now  one  of  the  reigning  belles  of  Londou,) 
at  county  balls,  and  archery  meetings  ;  but  though  it  must 
\5e  cowies^^^^  *W  ^\^  him  ev^ry  encotiragement,  Walter 
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was  both  too  proud^  and  too  honourable^  in  his  penniless 
equivocal  position^  to  dream,  much  as  he  liked  her,  of 
making  her  an  o£fer.  But,  as  Mrs.  Selden  had  given  him 
divers  hints  lately,  that  diplomacy  was  to  be  his  career,  that 
^'  open  Sesame  1'^  to  rascality,  and  consequent  honours,  (?) 
— he  continued  to  dream  dreams,  and  buUd  castles. 


We  have  still  much  to  tell  of  our  "  o'er  long  tale,"  and 
brief  time  to  tell  it  in,  therefore,  we  may  as  well  here  state, 
that  the  very  week  after  Terps  had  left  Walter  at  Winches- 
ter, he,  after  being  articled  for  seven  years,  at  length 
served  the  fair  Jacynthn  with  a  writ  of  attachment,  and  led 
her  by  a  power  of  attorney,  to  the  hymeneal  altar,  or  as  he 
far  more  expressively  pronounced  it,  the  Hymeneal  halter. 
Just  because  the  event  was  so  long  expected,  and  had  come 
at  lastl  it  could  not  be  believed  in  Twaddleton,  till  for  four 
consecutive  Sundays,  Miss  Worry  bones  and  all  the  young 
ladies  of  Matchlock  House,  appeared  at  church,  with  bridal 
fsivours,  and,  for  the  same  period,  (that  is,  as  long  as  ever 
Matchlock  House  held  out ;)  Comet  Scampington,  and  one 
or  two  more  of  the  Cherrypant  Hussars,  never  rode  out, 
(when  not  on  duty,)  without  a  favour,  as  large  as  a  Neapo- 
litan cauliflower,  decorating  their  horses'  heads  and  tails ; 
while  "  The  happy  pair"  themselves,  passed  the  honeymoon 
in  Paris.  Oh !  Man  1  oh !  Terps  I  where  was  thy  consci- 
ence ?  seared  of  course,  as  a  Solicitor,  and  hocussed  as  a 
husband,  or  how  could  it  in  that  locale,  have  ever  weathered 
the  Phantoms  of  ''the  light  of  other  days !"  theGrisette, 
and  the  immoral  Clerk  ! 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


Conclusion. 


"  How  vain  tUe  world  had  grown  to  be. 

How  mean  ail  people  and  their  waya. 
Haw  ignorant  tht*ir  sympathy  p 

And  how  iju pertinent  their  prai^  ; 
Wliftt  they  for  TirtUQiiineas  esteem  *d^ 

How  far  removed  from  heavenly  right ; 
Wliftt  pettinei«  their  trouble  seem'd. 

How  nn  delight  fill  their  delight ; 
To  nij  nere*ftity  how  itrange. 

The  *nnshine  and  the  aong  of  birda ; 
How  dull  the  clouds'  continual  ehange. 

How  foolishly  content  the  herd*/' 

TflK  ANOEt  i»  THB  Hou»R.— -%  Coiventr^  Pattmre^ 

$V^^ALTER  was  sitting  one  morning  reading  thcpap^n 
W^^  ^*^^^  ^'^  breakfast,  in  his  rooms  at  Magdalen 
College*  Ijord  Clanhnven  had  only  returned  ihi 
week  before  to  Chri^ichutch^  fmni  Clanhaven  Castle, 
where  there  had  been  the  usual  rejoicings  upon  hii 
coming  of  age  ;  and  three  daya  after  bis  return  tc 
Oxtbrdj  he  had  gone  away  again^  leaving  word  he  should 
be  back  very  Bhortly*     Therefore  Walter  was  alone^  and, 
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as  we  before  said,  was  reading  the  papers,  when  suddenly 
his  attention  was  arrested  by  the  following  announce- 
ment : — 

Horrible  Murder  op  a  Miser  at  Twaddleton  ; 
Capture  op  the  Murderers. 

He  read  on,  with  distended  eyes  and  curdling  blood 
(for  to  hear  the  details  of  the  murder  of  a  person  we  have 
known  for  the  best  part  of  our  lives,  makes  us  almost  feel 
as  if  we  were  accomplices  in  it) ;  so  he  read  on,  his  horror 
increasing  at  every  Une, — "That  on  the  night  of  the  14th, 
one  Paul  Windsor,  a  miser  of  supposed  great  wealth,  living 
with  his  maiden  sister  in  a  dilapidated  house,  at  a  place 
called  Well-Close,  Twaddleton,  had  been  barbarously  mur- 
dered by  two  men  of  the  namf  of  Richard  Greenlow,  and 
Samuel  Sedjeter,  the  former  a  notorious  thief  and  felon ; 
the  latter,  a  qi-devant  methodist  preacher,  both  of  whom 
had  been  secured,  through  the  courageous  alarm  given  by 
a  poor,  half-witted  woman,  of  the  name  of  Ruby  Ray,  who 
was  staying  in  the  house,  and  who  having,  in  her  night- 
things,  got  out  at  the  back  door,  found  two  detectives, 
whom  she  brought  back  just  as  the  murderers  were  about 
to  decamp  with  their  booty,  leaving  their  victim,  with  his 
throat  cut  from  ear  to  ear,  and  his  body  half-crammed 
down  into  a  trap,  in  the  ground-floor  where  he  slept,  and 
beneath  which  trap,  he  used  to  conceal  his  money,  of 
which  an  immense  quantity  had  been  found/'  The  para^ 
graph  concluded  by  stating,  "  that  both  Oreenlow,  and 
Sedjeter,  were  then  lodged  in  Twaddleton  jail,  awaiting 
their  sentence  at  the  ensuing  assi2es." 

"  How  horrible  !"  exclaimed  Walter,  as  the  paper 
dropped  from  his  hand.  And  the  next  moment,  as  misers 
of  Paul  Windsor's  calibre,  out,  and  out,  professional  ones, 
are  generally  very  ostentatious,  the  thought  struck  him, 
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that  it  was  jtitt  possible  he  might  have  bequeathed  sD  hu 
wealth  to  public  charities,  or  to  the  Bothschilds^  or  to  the 
Queeuj  or  to  some  other  persons  in  equal  want  of  it ;  and 
left  poor  Dorothy  in  the  same  abject  destitution  in  whidi 
he  had  kept  her  during  his  life.  So,  rising,  he  watkd 
over  to  a  writing-table,  and  wrote  a  few  lines  to  Mosa 
Bumpusj  requestiog  to  know  the  particulars  of  the  murder 
and  enclosing  a  tive  pound  aote  for  Dorothy's  imuiedisti 
use*  He  also  wrote  to  Mrs*  Seldeu,  begging  that  if  his 
fears  should  be  realized,  as  to  Dorothy's  state  of  peomy 
she  would  kindly  give  the  poor  old  woman  a  shelter  ftn 
the  remainder  of  her  days*  He  had  scarcely  sealed  sue 
despatched  these  letters,  before  a  well-known  raitaplsn^ 
came  to  bis  door, 

"  Come  in  !^^ 

And  in  rushed  Ijord  Clanhaven,  exclaiming^  as  he  tos<ei 
his  hat  and  glovcn  ou  the  table,  and  shook  hands  witi 
M'alter, 

*'  Well,  I've  done  it,  old  fellow !  and  all  the  governor 
in  England,  with  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  to  boot 
can't  undo  it." 

"  Done  what  ?  for  goodness  sake  ?  " 

"That's  just  it, — you've  hit  it, — it  was  for  goodnesi 
sake, — for  she's  a  nobody,  hasn't  a  rap,  but  is  the  ven 
prettiest  and  nicest  little  duck  in  the  whole  world." 

''  What !  you  have  not  surely  gone  and  married  Fannj 
Featheratone,  the  livery-stable-keeper's  pretty  daughter  ?" 

"  Oh,  dear  no  !  site's  an  heiress,  and  a  great  lady,  com 
pared  with  Viscountess  Clanhaven,  for  her  father  keeia 
horses  ;  whereas  Lady  C.  only  rode  them  in  a  Circus,  bui 
then,  didn't  she  ride  them  !  a  sunbeam  cantering  on  the  wesi 
wind,  aa  Noodie  Fitz  Doodle  said,  who  occasionally  con- 
cocts a  little  Tennyson  and  water,  poured  out  by  Moson 
at  five  shilhngs  a  volume." 
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''Good  Heavens!  surely  you  have  not  married  Ange- 
lina?" 

"  Haven't  I,  though  V 

"  But  your  father ! — ^your  mother ! — your  family !" 

'*  Ay,  ay,  I  know  all  about  it ;  here's  the  programme : — 
Gofvemor  explodes,  like  an  infernal  machine !  vows  he'll 
disinherit  me — ^thanks  to  peerage,  primogeniture,  landed 
interest.  Magna  Charta,  wisdom  of  our  ancestors,  laws  of 
the  country,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  jSnds  he — cant  / 
Maternal,  of  course,  has  a  fit  of  hysterics,  or  fainting, 
or  some  slight  refreshment  of  that  sort ; — girls  turn  on 
the  hydraulics, — and  look  like  water-lilies  for  the  next 
three  weeks.  Poco  a  poco,  storm  blows  over.  I  tell  the 
maternal  that  I  don't  insist  upon  her  asking  the  belle 
mire,  Mrs.  Finerty,  nee  Braglahan,  into  her  opera-box , 
for,  on  the  contrary,  I  mean  to  commence  matrimony  on  a 
new  plan,  and  monte  my  manage,  on  elastic  springs,  and 
totally  independent,  in  fact,  on  anti  mother-in-law  prin- 
ciples. 

GRAND  FINALE! 

"  Lady  Clanhaven  the  beauty — that  is,  the  fashion  of 
London ;  able  literally ,  as  well  as  figuratively,  to  ride  over 
them  all.  Clanhaven  gloves  1  Clanhaven  whips !  Clan- 
haven  caps !  (percussion  ones,  of  course) ;  and  as  for  what 
naturalists  and  philosophers,  and  the  rest  of  the  codgero- 
cracy,  very  properly  call  *the  accident  of  birth;'  why 
a  person  can't  help  being  bom  a  farthing  rushlight ;  and 
if  they  are,  a  coronet,  is  an  extinguisher,  that  quite  hides 
the  small  light  in  the  greater.  Li  short,  Watty,  my  boy, 
nothing's  wrong  that's  up,  and  everything  is,  that's  down ; 
except  when  the  curtain  falls  on 

"'A  BLAZE  OF  TRIUMPH!'" 

**  But — ^"  began  Walter,  pale  and  trembling,  for  he  was 
unaffectedly  shocked,  and  grieved. 
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"  But  me,  no  buta/'  broke  in  the  bridegroom^  '^  no  pro- 
aiug,  DO  preach itig, — don't  eouie  mother  Momington,  and 
the  ATATj  over  us;  wli&t^s  doue^  can^t  be  undone;  and  Heav^cn 
forbid  it  should, — ^and  to  ahow  you  that  I'm  not  thinking 
tmiy  of  No  one, — you  only  keep  a  civil  tongue,  and  a  few 
pnident  brains  in  your  head^  and  PU  give  you  and  Gein— > 
helping  baud/' 

"  I  waa  thinking/'  resumed  Walter,  now  aa  red  as  be  had 
before  been  pale,  '^  I  was  thinkiag  of  your  poor  young 
wife,  as  nmcb  a«,  if  not  more  than  any  one ;  what  she 
may  have  to  suffer  fbom  your  justly  offended  family,  and 
woraethan  all,  perhaps  from  yourself, — whan  your  love  be* 
comes  ais  cool  aa  your  judgment— poor  girl  !'^ 

*'Mn  Walter  Si^lden  I  I  kmw  Vm  not  a  saintj  neither 
am  I  IV hat  is  f lillfd  ^  such  a  steady  good  young  man/  by 
old  ladies  with  a  turn-up  of  their  eyes  ;  but  do  you  take  me 
for  a  villain,  and  a  blackguard  f  that  you  think  I  shall  ever 
turn  u])on  a  girl,  I  have  just  sworn  to  protect  against  all 
others,  and  who  has  trusted  her  whole  life  in  my  hands  V 

**  No,  my  Ix)rd,"  said  Walter,  somewhat  bitterly  (for  pre- 
vious to  his  going  to  Winchester,  and  being  exposed  to  the 
cruel  chances,  and  coarsenesses,  of  that  epitome  of  the  world 
— a  })ublic  school ;  Mrs.  Seldeu  had  told  him  his  mother's 
history,  but  not  his  father^s  name,  which  she  said  she  dared 
not  do.)  "  No,  my  Lord,  I  only  take  you  for  a  man,  and 
a  gentleman  !  and  every  day's  experience  shows  us,  of  what 
t/tey  can  be  guilty,  not  only  with  perfect  impunity, — but 
as  a  high  n)ad  to  pi-efeiTiient ;  as  it  would  appear  that  the 
most  gross  and  notorious  immorality  is  the  sine  qua  nan 
for  being  Privy-seals,  and  Privy-councillors  at  our  virtuous 
Court,  or  new  Peers,  amid  our  mushroom  NublesseS* 

''  Ah  !  well,  yes,  I  rather  agree  with  you,  but  if  I  was  one 
of  that  sort,  I  should  have  seduced  Angelina,  as  I  know 
my  ilhistrious  father  would,  for  insUmce;  for  ever  since  I 
>M*ul  U>  YiXviw,V\\t\\^axdMuou^h  of  /tiv  exploits  in  that  way, 


on,   A   PERSON   OP  CONSEQUENCE.  309 

«nd  if  I  bad,  of  course  it  would  have  been  all  rigbt ; — ^for, 
tboagb  we  abuse  the  Turks  for  saying  that  women  have  no 
seals, — ^bang  me !  if  Englishmen  don't  oc/  as  if  that  was 
also  their  bdief /' 

Walter  got  up  and  paced  the  room,  in  a  state  of  inde- 
scribable agitation ;  he  felt  rent  as  it  were^  by  a  sort  of 
moral  earthquake,  as  every  word  his  companion  uttered, 
recalled  his  poor  mother's  fate, — his  mother's  disinherited, 
lonely,  purposeless  life,  and  the  nullity  of  his  own  position, 
which  was,  after  all,  the  least  hopeless,  and  the  least  eqni- 
Tocal  of  the  triune  misery  that  one  gentleman*8  socially 
aeeredited  '^gaieties  /"  had  made. 

'^  Your  not  having  done  so,*'  said  Walter,  in  a  hoarse 
nncartain  voice,  —''is  much  to  your  credit ;  still,  it  would 
have  been  better  for  you  both,  if  you  had  not  even  married 
the  poor  girl ;  such  very  unequal  marriages  seldom,  if  ever, 
turn  out  well." 

*'  I  must  say,"  said  Lord  Clanhaven,  taking  up  the  di- 
bris  of  Walter's  roll,  and  shying  bread  pellets  out  of  the 
window — ''  I  must  say  that  had  I  been  scoundrel  enough 
to  have  acted  like  a  nobleman  /  and  a  gentleman !  with  regard 
to  Angey — I  could  not  have  got  a  chance,  for  that  old 
Bumpus  is  a  regular  trump  I  He  strongly  advised  me  not 
to  marry  her;  but,  if  I  would  persist  in  following  his 
prima'donna  up,  marriage  it  must  be;  and  marriage  it 
was ; — for  he  never  lost  sight  of  us,  till  the  knot  was  tied, 
at  St.  (}eoi^'s  too,  by  Jove !  and  when  we  went  back  to 
'  Fenton*s  to  breakfast,  the  old  fellow  said,  with  the  tears 
rolling  down  his  cheeks,  as  he  looked  at  his  protegee, — 
'  Well,  Skins  ! — Uncle  Bob  has  been  better  than  his  word, 
hasn't  he  ?  for  among  all  the  fairings,  he  never  promised 
you  a  coronet !'  I  suppose  he  used  to  call  her  Skins  ;  but 
after  that,  he  became  the  quintessence  of  respect,  and  said 
he  wished  her  Ladyship  every  happiness." 

Walter  groaned  inwardly,  as  he  framed  rat\ve.t  ^\i  lx\ak 
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wish ;  namely^  that  ht  had  known  Eobert  Bumpus  befoie 
he  waa  bom  ;  what  he  meaiit  was^  that  his  mother  had ;  bat 
when  the  heart  is  in  confusion^  with  a  chaos  of  conflicting 
feeJinpt)  it  is  apt  to  bhinder  as  well  as  the  tongue. 

"  Well,  now  that  the  murder  is  out,  I'll  deliver  my 
message :  which  is,  that  Lady  Clanhaven  hopes  you  will 
dine  with  us  ?  we  arc  staying  at  the  Mitre/' 

Walter  said  he  should  be  very  happy. 

"What  are  you  going  to  do  with  yourself  this  morning, 
r»ld  fellow  ?  do  you  fed  up  to  doing  Blenheim  again,  eh  ? 
for  Pm  going  to  lionize  Angey — who  has  never  seen  any- 
thing ;  and  one  of  my  greatest  pleasures  will  be  to  show 
her  every  thing ;  not  Uke  those  confounded  knowing  hands 
of  London  niisst's,  who  have  not  only  seen,  but  who  know 
«»vciTthing,  and  therefore  believe  nothing.  Besides,  Angey 
wants  a  Blenheim  pu})  from  the  fountain  head ;  which  I 
take  as  a  great  compliment,  because  it  shows  she  don't 
consider  me  a  P"ppy." 

**  Thank  you,  but  1  want  to  read  this  morning!    ^^^lat 

a he  wanted  to  crj' !  for  somehow  or  other,  he  felt 

that  her  brother's  mhallance  would  place  a  wider  gulf  be- 
tA\cen  Gemma  and  himself  than  ever.  But  what  nonsense ! 
at  any  rate,  it  never  could  be ;  for  setting  aside  his  birth, 
he  had  not  a  sou  !)iit  whjit  was  doled  out  to  him  anonymously 
ill  a  quarterly  pittance  of  four-hundred  pounds  a  year; 
and  to  settle  del)ts  and  starvation  upon  her,  even  were  she 
mad  enough  to  consent  to  it, — he  never  would  do.^' 

Al)0!it  a  week  after  the  foregoing  conversation,  when 
Walter  eame  out  to  breakfast,  he  found  four  letters  ;  one 
from  liUther,  who  was  then  at  the  manor,  ginng  him  a  de- 
tailed aeeount  of  the  murder  of  Paul  Windsor,  of  whose 
monetary,  and  testamentary  dispositions,  nothing  was  ypt 
known  ;  and,  therrfore,  Dorothy  was  most  grat^iful  to  Wal- 
ter for  Ills  timely  reujembrance  of  her.  This  letter  con- 
c\vvdeA\\)^'  '&vjcs\\v^W\\\>3At  come  for  that  piece  of  national 
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barbarism,  the  Assize  Ball^  which  would  be  in  a  fortnight ; 
and  that  all  the  party  from  Clanhaven  Castle  would  be 
there,  as  Lord  Portarjis  was  so  furious  at  his  son^s  mar- 
riage,  that  he  was  bent  upon  popularity,  hunting  double 
tides  in  the  county,  in  the  hope  of  gaining  sympathy,  and 
making  Lord  Clanhaven  unpopular.  The  second  letter 
was  from  Mrs.  Selden.  The  third  from  Robert  Bumpus, 
giving  a  full  account  of  Angelina's  marriage,  which  he 
aaid,  as  an  honest  man,  he  had  done  all  he  could  to  prevent ; 
more  on  poor  Norah's  account  than  that  of  the  young 
sprig  of  quality;  but  that  if  he  only  made  her  a  tolerable 
husband,  as  he  seemed  inclined  to  do  for  the  present ;  it 
would  be  nuts  to  him,  to  think  that  even  one  fine  gentlie- 
man  amongst  them,  hadn't  it  dl  his  own  way  in  the  ruin 
and  desertion  line.  Walter  could  go  no  further ;  he  felt 
sick  at  heart— everyone,  and  everything,  seemed  to  be  bent 
upon  reminding  him  of  his  own  exceptional,  though  by  no 
means  uncommon,  lot.  After  sitting  for  a  quarter  of  an 
hour,  with  his  elbows  on  the  table,  and  his  head  in  his 
hands,  he  took  up  the  fourth  letter,  the  direction  of  which 
was  in  a  sort  of  clerk's  hand ;  on  the  obverse,  was  the  Exeter 
post-mark,  and  on  the  large  square  seal  were  two  plain 
copperplate  initials  of  '^  S.  T." 

'^  Who  the  deuce  can  this  be  from  ?  "  said  he,  twisting 
the  letter  about  in  that  silly  way  that  people  do,  as  if  they 
expected  the  seal,  or  the  superscription  suddenly  to  find  a 
tongue,  and  tell  them  all  about  it.  At  length,  he  took  the 
only  likely  way  of  ascertaining  the  information  he  sought, 
that  of  opening  it.  It  was  from  a  very  old  established 
solicitors'  firm  at  Exeter,  and  ran  as  follows : — 
•'  To  Walter  Selden,  Esq., 

"Mctgdalen  College, 

"  Oxford:' 

"  Sia, — We  have  the  pleasure  of  informing  you  that, 
pursuant  to  the  last  will  and  testament  of  Mr.  Paul  Strang- 
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ways  Windsor^  late  of  Well-Close,  Twaddleton ;  he  has  be- 
ciueathed  to  you  the  whole  of  his  very  large,  and  long  ae- 
cumulatinir  property,  (all  funded^  as  he  converted  his 
lands,  messuages,  and  tenements  into  money,  as  far  back 
as  the  year  1820),  which  property  amounts  to  seventy-two 
thousand  pounds,  in  the  three  per  cent:  consols,  and  from 
which^  the  only  deductions  are ;  one  legacy  of  five-hnndred 
pounds  to  ourselves,  and  another,  as  penurious  and  eccen- 
tric, as  the  whole  of  the  old  gentleman's  career ;  being 
a  legacy  of  tive  pounds  to  his  sister,  Dorothea  Windsor, 
spinster,  but  which,  on  account  of  her  extravagant  habiti, 
is  not  to  be  paid  till  after  her  death !  when  it  is  to  go  to 
defray  her  funeral-expenses !  Wishing  you  health  and 
happiness,  to  enjoy  your  good  fortune, 

"  We  remain  sir,  your  obedient  servants, 

"  Saxby  and  Trembnhere, 

"  Solicitors,  Exeter/' 

Upon  reading  this  letter,  Walter's  first  sensation  (for 
there  was  no  feeling  in  the  matter)  was  one  of  being 
stunned  ;  his  first  feeling,  which  followed  in  quick  succes- 
sion, was  that  of  deep  gratitude  to  Providence,  as  he 
breathed,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  the  buoyant  and 
rarified  atmosphere,  of  perfect  independence,  and  it's 
shadow  security,  those  two  foretastes  of  Paradise,  which 
gold  !  gold!  gitjat  Janus  of  the  planet  earth,  alone  can  give. 
Gold!  which  gilds  vice, — and  gifts  virtue, — Gold!  which 
sharpens  the  point  of  the  assassin's  dagger,  and  damascines 
the  sword  of  the  hero. — Gold !  Gilead,  and  balm,  for  every 
wound,  save  that  which  death  hath  made — Gold!  thatfeedeth 
science,  and  that  fosters  art. — Gold  !  that  can  do  better  than 
purchase  justice,  by  preventing  its  necessity — Gold! 
great  Aruspex  of  empires — all  hail !  to  thee  !  when  thou  art 
the  riglit  geni,  in  the  right  place,  and  not  hermetically 
sealed  and  piisoned,  in  the  foul  vapour  of  a  miser's  soul. 

WvAlvix'^  ^t^V  \\ci^>\l8ft  was  immediately  to  divide  his 
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wealth  into  two  equal  parts^  and  give  one  to  Dorothy 
Windsor.  But  second  thoughts  are  best^  and  upon  re- 
flection^ he  considered  her  age  and  sordid  habits^  and  that 
so  doing,  would  be  wasting  the  money  that  had  been  so 
long  criminally  hoarded ;  and  which  therefore  ought  now  to 
be  made  to  do  as  much  good  as  possible.  So  having  re- 
solved to  find  out  all  Paul  Windsor's  poor  relations^  if  he 
had  any  ?  he  sat  down  iii  a  very  collected  and  business- 
like manner^  to  thank  Messieurs  Saxby  and  Tremenhere  for 
their  letter^  (and  never  were  thanks  more  sincere)^  and  to 
b^  they  would  forthwith  remit  to  Dorothy  Windsor  the 
sum  of  one  hundred  and  twenty«five  pounds,  and  pay  her 
the  same  quarterly,  during  tiie  remainder  of  her  life; 
letting  her  think,  in  order  not  to  hurt  her  feelings,  that 
so,  her  brother  had  left  it.  To  Mrs.  Jessie  Selden,  widow, 
of  Pencridge,  Staflfordshire,  the  sum  of  two  hundred  and 
fifty  pounds,  paying  her  the  same  quarterly,  or,  one  thousand 
pounds  a  year.  To  Tiberius  Caesar  Cufiy,  acting  as  cook 
on  board  "  The  Hans  Van  Kelp,"  Captain  Van  Millengen, 
of  Amsterdam,  the  sum  of  two-hundred  pounds  a  year, 
paid  quarterly.  Carew,  he  knew,  neither  wanted  money, 
nor  would  he  have  accepted  it ;  but  Walter  resolved  that  the 
best,  and  trimmest,  merchant-ship  that  could  be  built  of 
five-hundred  tons  burden  he  would  give  him,  and  call  it 
'*  the  Alice  Avenel.''  He  then  continued  his  letter,  and 
desired,  that  further  sums  of  two-hundred  pounds  a  year 
each,  might  be  paid,  quarterly,  to  Robert,  and  Moses  Bum- 
pus,  and  fifty-pounds  a  year  to  a  Dame  Bridget  Bumpus,  of 
the  Priory-Close,  Pield-Fleury ;  and  as  he  did  not  forget 
Basket's  Quince  Manchets,  and  more  than  suspected  that  it 
was  to  his  largesse  of  the  first  one  to  Paul  Windsor,  on  th.e 
sands  at  Beechcroft,  that  he  owed  his  present  wealth,  he  set- 
tled upon  her  also  fifty-pounds  a  year.  Having  thus  arranged 
his  affairs  (how  grand  that  sounded !  and  how  much  grander 
it  felt !)  Walter  concluded  this,  hia  first  memw^VAfc  V^^Xxx 
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on  buBinesEi,  by  requeBting;  thi 
oi  en  here,  who  had  evidently  a 
late  Mr*  WindUoi^s  affaire,  wo 
for  biin. 

This  letter  dispatched,  Wal 
ktiew,  by  mtiiitioD^  that  now  tl: 
be  actiug  up  to  the  Spanish 
tnsigniticaiit  setf-^ 

*•  Al  hombre  bueno,  no  I 

For,  in  "this  best  of  all  [ 
rich  men  good,  however  good 
thought  of  Eva— then  of  Gem 

and  then  1 — 


The  betlB  were  ringing  (as  th 
all  executions,  whether  at  the  j 
streets  of  Twaddkton  were  t 
busy,  and  the  curious.  The  c 
mounted  on  their  ambling  hoi 
theif  lodgringH ;  for  the  assizer 
day,  and  Richard  Greenlow,  ar 
tried  for  the  murder  of  Paul 
brothers  Quirker,  were  standi 
the  wine- merchant^ 9  door,  to 
no  longer  "the  gallant^  gay 
engagement,  but  limp,  and  Hj 
with  Mias  Jacyntha  Jetson  for 
Mr,  Cn>sbie  Quirker,  the  sam 
family  solicitor  that  he  had  t 
and  practice,  having  both  inc 
at  CI  an  haven  Houspj  ten   year 

^  "  ^««k  lisA  &it  a  go 
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of  his  eminent  respectability^  which^  in  his  profession^  is 
generally  erinced  by  pulling  scoundrels  through  any  amount 
of  iniquity)  been  consulted  by  the  prisoners,  and  had  re- 
tained Mr.  Spencer  Thomberry,  Q.C.  for  their  defence,  the 
Judge  being  Lord  Justice  Fulke  Glairville.  So  far,  so  well. 
But  that  very  evening,  Mr.  Grosbie  Quirker,  having  had 
the  honour  of  dining  with  Sir  Fulke  and  Mr.  Justice 
Wigsby,  their  after-dinner  conviviality — no  improving  con- 
versation— ^the  barristers,  were  convivial  at  "  The  White 
Hart''— which  was  all  very  well ;  for  they  were  still  in 
their  black  letter,  and  had  not  got  to  their  black  caps  yet. 
But  while  Sir  Fulke,  Mr.  Justice  Wigsby,  and  Mr.  Gros- 
bie Quirker,  were  discussing  their  claret,  a  great  scuffle 
was  heard  outside  the  door,  and  a  woman's  voice  screaming 
malta— 

"  I  will  see  him ;  and  neither  you,  nor  all  the  world,  shall 
prevent  me." 

*' We'll  see  that/'  cried  Phelps,  one  of  Sir  Fulke's  foot- 
men. 

Then  followed  another  struggle  and  a  loud  scream,  and 
the  next  moment,  the  dining-room  door  was  burst  open> 
and  a  gaunt,  haggard-looking  woman  staggered,  and  nearly 
fell  into  the  room ;  but  clutching  at  the  back  of  Mr.  Justice 
Wigsby's  chair,  she  regained  her  equilibrium,  and  holding 
out  a  paper  to  Sir  Fulke,  whose  lip  quivered,  and  who 
trembled  in  every  limb,-— but  who  did  not  take  the  paper — 
she  cried  out — 

''  There !  see  what  your  hardness  has  brought  him  to !" 

"  My  good  woman,"  said  the  respectable  Mr.  Grosbre 
Quirker,  who  was  almost  as  unnerved  as  Sir  Fulke  himself, 
as  he  attempted  to  take  hold  of  her,  in  order  to  lead  her 
from  the  room.  "  My  good  woman,  you  really  are  for- 
getting yourself,  in  this  violent  and  unwarrantable  intru- 
sion. There  are  proper  channels  through  which,  to  present 
petitions  to  the  Lords  Justices— not— " 
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"  Off !  bloodhound  1—j/ow  ^ 
bebg  sent  to  Sierra  LeoDe,  i 
be  well  provided  for,  and  out 
Ikj  aiid  a  treaclicryj  like  aU  S 
Ckirville  ever  did  !*^ 

Here,  Mr.  Justice  Wigsby, 
feeling  that  the  dignity  of  t 
misedj  interposed  ► 

"  My  good  woman,  come  i 
/  will  read  your  petition,  and 
Ahem !  remember  that  you  i 
ia  alike,  for  rich  and  poor*"  (I 

'^ 

But,  notwithstanding  tbei 

m 

all  our  most  experienced  prof 

l^i 

senate,  to  BUppresa  or  pervei 

-jm 

fire  circumstances  when  the 

J 

than  the  laws  of  the  land,  and 
this  was  one  of  them. 

"  You  shall  hear  me,  and 
(pointing  to  Sir  Fulke)  shaL 
deny  a  word  I  say^  if  be  can. 
Sir  Fulke  Singleton  North 

: 

that  jiame  ?     You  ought  \  fo] 

'  1 

with  infamy  !  aa  now  you  wo 
gallows;  for  the  man  called  I 

, 

are  to  condemn  to  death  t 

i 

;  1 

MINE  I  Sir  \  sir  I^ — Judge,  bu 
for  such  as  rae,"  she  contij 
Wigeby,  but  still  pointing  at 

^J 

"  Five-and-tweuty  years  ^ 

^  1 

girl,  and,  though  a  poor  and 
your  own  daughter,  if  you 
glove-shop  at  Temple  Bar. 
Wl                  tice  Clairville,  betrayed  me, 
^/                    wbeB  lie  rose  in  ItW  pr^iJtssivQfi 
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his  ehild  to  stanre ;  and  starvation  is  the  school  of  crime, 
at  least  for  men.  Women  can  bear  it^  as  they  bear  every 
other  misery,  by  bearing  iif  I  tried  hard  to  bring  up  my 
doomed  child  respectably ;  but  it  was  all  no  use,  talking  of 
Heaven,  to  want,  which  is  the  gate  that  opens  into  hell ! 
When  he  grew  up,  the  boy  got  beyond  me,  and  took  to 
evil  courses.  Then,  and  not  till  then,  I  appealed,  but  in 
vain,  to  that  man,  telling  him  what  the  end  would  be,  if  he 
would  not  do  something  for  hie  oum  son. 

"  Six  years  ago,  one  winter's  night,  I  again  came  crouch- 
ing, like  a  poor  hunted  animal,  to  his  door ;  with  another, 
a  last,  appeal !  he  sent  me  out  half-a-sovereign !  half-a- 
Bovereign  !  for  the  wreck  of  body  and  soul  1  there  it  is  V' 
cried  she,  iiinging  it  down  on  the  table ;  "  I  would  have 
starved  ten  thousand  times  over,  before  I  would  have  used 
it.  But  he  was  at  length  alarmed  !  for  his  oum  honour ! 
ha  !  ha !  for  public  honour  I  is  much  talked  about  among 
your  great  men  I  so  the  next  day,  he  sends  that  man 
(pointing  to  Grosbie)  to  offer  Richard,  Newbolt  as  they 
odled  him,  one  hundred  pounds,  and  fifty  pounds  a-year, 
if  he  would  consent  to  go  out  to  Sierra  Leone,  and  never 
return  to  England;  and  me,  twenty-five  pounds  a-year,  if 
I  would  leave  London.  He  consented;  and  I  consented; 
but  /  would  not  touch  the  blood-money  they  offered  me. 
It  seems,  the  very  night  the  ship  put  to  sea,  in  which 
Richard  was  to  sail,  he  made  his  escape,  and  returned  to 
his  evil  courses  in  England.  I  went  to  my  native  town, 
Sunderland,  where  I  earned  my  bread  as  I  could ;  and 
never  heard  of,  or  from,  Richard,  till  last  week,  when  I  got 
a  letter  from  him,  saying,  he  had  never  left  England,  had 
soon  spent  the  one  hundred  pounds,  and  was  then  in 
Twaddleton  jail,  to  take  his  trial  at  the  next  assizes  for 
murder  I  and  that  the  Judge  who  was  to  try  him,  was  Sir 
Fulke  Glairville !  He,  did  not  know  that, — that  was  his  oum 
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father !  but  I  did !"  and  with  one  piercing  sbriek,  Anne 
Newbolt  fell  down  in  a  strong  convulsion. 

Now  really,  Mr,  Jnitice  Wigsby,  was  terribly  scan* 
dalised  at  this  scene ;  for  though  he  himself  had  been  '  a 
very  gay  man,*  like  another  learned  friend  of  his,  who 
could  not  be  made  Lord  Chancellor  till  hia  own  mm.  con. 
damages  had  been  paid.  Yet  Mr.  Juittce  Wigsby  did 
improve  the  moral  tone  of  society,  by  introductng  his 
natural  daughters  into  it,  and  not  leaving  them  to  stacre, 
as  it  appears  his  learned  friend^  Sir  Fulkcj  had  done.  So 
ihrngging  his  shoulders,  he  turned  to  Sir  Fulke,  Croabie 
Quirker  being  busy  with  Anne  Newbolt  But  presently 
an  esclamatioQ  burst  from  him  of — 

"  Good  God !  my  dear  Sir  Fulke  !*'  which  also  caused 
Crosbic  Quirker  to  turn  rounds  when  they  beheld  Sir 
Fulke  leaning  back  in  his  chair,  quite  deadj  with  a  streaiD 
of  blood  flowing  from  his  niouth. 

'*  CTest  le  crinte  qui  fait  la  h6nte  ;  et  non  paSj  Uichafaud" 
says  the  proverb.  Eut  with  Lord  Justice  Fulke  Clair- 
ville,  it  was  the  exposure  which  caused  the  death,  and  not 
the  crime  or  the  scatfold. 


* 


* 
^ 


* 


« 


Of  course,  the  death  of  one  of  the  Judges  \  and  in  so 
awfully  sudden  a  manner,  with  various  rumours  afloat  (for 
Anne  NewbiJt  was  not  dead),  made  a  far  greater  seusatioa 
at  Twaddleton,  than  if  fifty  Grccnbws,  and  Sejeters,  had 
bt-ei)  hanged,  for  that's  nothing  when  one^s  usird  to  it.  So 
the  next  daVj  the  Court  was  crowded  to  exc^^ssj  to  hear 
whether  Mr.  Justice  Wigsby,  who  was  to  take  Sir  Fulke's 
place  on  the  bench,  and  open  the  prosecution  would  make 
any  allusion  to  the  death  of  the  latter.  He  did  so,  in  the 
true  orthodox  and  public  life  style,  lamenting  the  loss,  the 
coxmlr^,  Wi^\!ti^\iw^WA  sustained,  in  so  distinguished  a 
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man,  and  one  who  had  done  so  much  for  civil  and  religious 
liberty  !  and  social  progress  ! 

Mr.  Spencer  Thombeny,  the  prisoners'  counsel,  who  had 
that  morning  had  a  long  interview  with  Anne  Newbolt, 
could  not  very  well  bear  this;  and  his  face  twitched  in 
such  a  manner,  that  it  endangered  the  geometrical  set  of 
his  wig,  and  caused  the  tails  at  the  back  of  it,  to  point  out 
in  the  rudest  manner  at  the  bench,  as  he  hastily  turned 
his  head  towards  the  dock ;  however,  for  the  present,  he 
compromised  the  matter,  by  taking  out  his  white  cambric 
handkerchief,  which  he  flourished,  in  order  to  open,  thereby 
diffusing  a  most  fragrant  odour  of  mille  fleurs  through  the 
Court ;  and  blowing  his  nose,  resolved  to  bide  his  time. 

Buby  Bay,  was  the  first  and  principal  witness  examined. 
Mrs.  Ray  having  explained  to  the  bench,  that  "  she  was 
sensible,  though  innocent  \"  an  unusual  combination,  that 
seemed  greatly  to  puzzle  the  lawyers,  and  their  faces,  more 
than  the  fact  announced,  caused  a  titter  through  the  Court, 
and  a  smile  on  every  countenance,  save  that  of  one  of  the 
prisoners  in  the  dock,  Mr.  Samuel  Sedjeter's,  who  kept  his 
eyes  piously  fixed  on  a  Tract  that  he  held  in  his  hand,  en- 
titled— ''  The  Sinner's  Delight  ;  or.  The  Burglar's 
Bethesda." 

At  length,  the  case  for  the  Crown  was  ended,  and  Mr. 
Thomberry  rose,  in  reply.  He,  (furnished  by  his  interview 
with  Anne  Newbolt)  drew,  a  graphic  and  Hogarthean, 
graduated  picture  of  Richard  Greenlow's,  aUas  Newbolt's, 
whole  career,  from  infancy  to  manhood,  from  carelessness 
to  crime>  from  crime  to  death.  He  did  not,  of  course, 
allude  personally  to  Sir  Fulke,  who  had  ere  that,  received 
a  more  severe,  because  an  eternal,  sentence,  at  a  far 
higher,  wiser,  and  above  all,  more  impartial  tribunal.  But 
he  did  tell  them,  that  law  in  England  was  a  farce ;  and 
justice,  an  impossibility !  so  long  as  we  only  punished 
crime,  which  was  the  effect  ;  and  pampered,  pati*ouizcd, 
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and  PROTKCTK0  vice,  m  high  quarters,  which  was  its 
cAUSEj  he  told  them,  in  vain  would  they  erect  priisoiiBj  and 
penitentiaries,  on  the  one  handj  while^  on  the  other,  the 
most  ruthless  immorality^  including  adultery,  swindhiig^ 
and  perjury,  was  deemed  above  all  others,  the  fittest 
material  for  poliiical  purposes  and  political  painma^t ;  thus 
necessarily  making  the  most  utteriy  corrupt  and  unprin- 
cipled meD,  at  once  our  law-makers^  and  law-break^s. 
But  never  would  it,  or  could  it,  be  otherwise,  so  long  %& 
the  one*sided  laws  of  human  expediency^  and  monopoly, 
were  substituted  for  the  iqual,  and  all  couF&BafiNniKG 
LAWS  OP  Heaven  i  so  long  as  Christianity  was  set  com- 
pletely aside,  and  coNTB»T[ONAi.it¥ !  that  foulest  fungus 
of  our  social  dry-rot,  stuck  up,  to  reign  autocratically  in 
its  steady  England  could  be  but  what  it  was ;  rotten  with 
corruption,  and  pestiferous  with  cant  I     In  short  he  was — 

"  BoM  in  Ilia  strength,  but  mher  in  Lis  rage  !" 

and  yet,  %*erily,  when  he  thought  of  Sir  Fdkt  Clairvillu's 
whole  career  of  vice  and  \enality,  of  tergiversation  and 
triumph  !  he  felt  grreat  difficulty  in  keeping  the  latter 
within  decent  bounds,  as  Mr.  Justice  Wigsby  put  on  the 
black  cap,  and  ordered  that  great  man's  son  !  to  be  taken 
to  the  place  of  executioo,  and  there  hanged  by  the  neck, 
till  he  was  dead  I 

About  ft  month  after  the  execution  of  Richard  New  bolt, 
and  Samuel  Sedjctcr,  for  the  murder  of  Paul  Windsor,  we 
arc  Horry  to  have  to  record  another  blow  which  befel  that 
di^liflbtful  !  and  agrccablu  man  !  Lord  Portarjis;  who  had 
also  done  so  much  for  '*  civil  and  religions  liberty  ! " 
*'  diffusion  nf  uaefii!  knowledge  among  the  people  [tidf 
his  speeches,  or  rather  Mark  Melville^ a,  at  Mechanics' 
Institutes)  j"  and  who  had,  for  more  than  a  quarter  nf 
a  century,    runs;    the  cimnges  upon   "reform/^    on   our 
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**  glorioas  coDstitution  I'^  according  to  who  were  the  "ins" 
and  who  the  "  outs,  *'  and  gained  additional  celebrity 
every  year,  for  his  "  cleverness !''  for  who  was  to  know 
that  it  was  not  his ;  falsehood  does  a  great  deal  of  harm  in 
this  world,  there  can  be  no  doubt ;  but  it^s  aU  the  fault  of 
that  inveterate  dawdle,  Truth,  for,  as  the  proverbial  Brad- 
ahaw  justly  states, — "A  lie,  will  travel  round  the  world, 
while  Truth  is  putting  on  its  boots/'  Nevertheless,  we 
are  sorry,  not  so  much  for  his  sake,  as  that  of  others,  that, 
an  additional  blow  had  just  fallen  upon  Lord  Portarjis ; 
for  "surely  Clanhaven's  disgraceful  !  marriage;''  as  old 
Lady  Agincourt  afterwards  remarked ;  "  if  people  must 
be  punished  for  such  things,  was  quite  punishment 
enough  for  a  man  who  had  only  been  a  lUtle  gay.^^ 

But  it  appeared  that  Providence  diflfered  from  her  lady- 
ship, and  London,  in  general,  and  one  morning,  while  he  was 
again  reading  over  Crosbie  Quirker's  letter,  giving  the  de- 
tails of  Sir  Fulke  Glairville's  death.  Lord  Portarjis  received^ 
at  one  and  the  same  time,  a  letter  from  his  daughter.  Lady 
Gemma  De  Vere,  saying,  "  that  as  she  knew  he  would  never 
give  his  consent,  she  should,  before  he  could  receive  that 
letter,  be  on  her  way  to  Dover,  with  Mr.  Selden,  as  they 
intended  to  be  married  at  Calais,  and  that  Walter  did  not 
want  a  shilling  with  her,  as  he  was  now  rich ; — but  they 
both  hoped  for  his,  and  her  mother's  forgiveness." 

The  other  missive  was  a  telegraphic  despatch,  from  Mrs. 
Selden,  whom  Walter  had  apprized  of  his  intention  two 
days  before  its  execution.  Mrs.  Selden  said  she  had  tele- 
graphed to  Dover,  to  have  them  stopped,  and  was  about  to 
proceed  thither  herself,  by  express,  and  urged  him  to  do  the 
same.  Almost  frantic.  Lord  Portarjis  rushed  down  to  the 
station,  ordered  an  express-train,  and  whirled  down  to 
Dover,  where  Mrs.  Selden  had  arrived  just  ten  minutes 
before  him,  and  was  standing  at  the  door  of  a  Circus  pitched 
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on  the  Doirtis,for  to  fact^  Robert  Bumpua  was  toolings  tnd 
had  arrived  at  Dover  three  days  before. 

''Am  I  too  late?'*  gasped  Lord  Portarjis, 

"No,"  Bftid  the  old  lady,  steroly: — "the  packet  haa 
beeD  atoiiped;— I  have  sent  Robert  Bumpus  on  board  to  say 
/  mn»t  »ee  Walter  and  bit  campanion.  He  would  not  have 
come,— «t  least,  your  daughter  would  not,  bad  I  a^it  in  your 
name/* 

"Oh  I  oh  !  —this  is  too  much/'  groaned  Lord  Portarjia, 
cnvenng  bis  face  with  his  hands. 

'*  You  think  so  ?*'  said  Mrs.  Selden,^ — "  it  makes  a  dif- 
ference, of  course,  when  it  c3omes  to  ourselves,  though 
nothing  is  too  much  to  inflict  upon  others." 

"  Spare  me,  spVe  me  !  for  Heaven*s  sake  !"  said  he. 

"Did  you  ever  spare  me  ?  or  mine  ?  But — there, — you 
had  better  not  go  to  the  Hotel,  I  will  spare  you  as  far  m 
that  goes ;  go  in  there ;  the  place  is  empty,  uow^  and  they 
will  be  here  presently/'  And  she  stood  drawn  up,  to  her 
full  height,  pointing  to  the  open  door  of  the  tent,  like  a 
Pythunesis;  while  he  slowly  entered^  cowering  before  her, 
and  tiung  himself  on  the  tii^t  bench,  his  head  leaning  on 
his  arms  across  the  back  of  it.  Tatters,  now  a  staid,  old 
dog  of  ten  summers,  and  as  many  winters,  minus  some 
teeth,  and  hi^  bright  bn>wu  eyes,  bluer^  and  dimmer,  than 
they  were,  ivaa  sleeping  under  this  bench  ;  but,  disturbed  by 
the  unwarrantable  intrusion^  he  gt)t — that  is,  he  scrambled 
up  on  the  bench,  for  he  could  jump  no  longer,  and  sniffed 
round  the  interloper.  As  he  did  so,  a  gradual  recoUectioa 
seemed  to  steal  over  him,  that  he  had,  had,  some  slight  ac- 
quaintance  with  that  personage  before;  but  acquaintau(%- 
ships  that  germinate  in  Downing  street,  cannot  be  expected 
to  bear  any  great  fruits  of  friendship.  So,  more  by  way 
of  refreshing  his  ovai  memory,  than  from  any  great  feeling 
of  regard,  Tatters  poked  hia  ctdd  nose  behind  the  ear  of 
Lot  4  YotUi^u^^U^  ^as  too  piactised  a  pohtician,  not  to 
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kick  off  his  friends^  the  moment  they  were  in  his  way^ 
so  all  poor  Tatters  got  for  his  civilities,  was  a  blow  and  a 

"  Confound  you!  get  down.'* 

And  down  he  accordingly  got,  but  did  not  return  to  his 
buen  retiro,  under  the  bench,  but  lay  down  in  the  sawdust 
of  the  amphitheatre ;  his  nose  between  his  paws,  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  uncourteous,  courtier  before  him,  and  uttering 
a  growl, 

"  Not  loud,  but  deep." 

Presently,  Mrs.  Selden  put  her  head  inside  the  tent,  and 
said  in  her  deep  measured  voice, — 

^'  Here  they  come,  you  may  say  what  you  please  to  your 
daughter  but  I  shall  tell  Walter  the  truth.'' 

"For  Heaven's  sake!  mercy!"  cried  Lord  Portarjis, 
putting  up  his  hands  imploringly. 

"Mercy  !"  interrupted  she,— holding  out  her  hand  at 
arm's  length  to  prevent  his  coming  any  nearer  to  her,  and 
looking  in  her  stony  rigidity,  like  a  Fate  repelling  a  pesti- 
lence. ''Mercy  1  / never  had  any  from  you ;  how  can  yon 
therefore  demand  it  of  me  ?  ask  it  of  Him  you  have  never 
known,"  added  she,  pointing  upwards.  "  But  has  he  not 
said  '  the  sins  of  the  fathers,  shdl  be  visited  on  the  children, 
to  the  third,  and  fourth  generation  ?*  and  what  mercy  have 
you  shown  to  your's  ?" 

Again  Lord  Portarjis  groaned, — ^but  here,  violent  sobs 
.  were  heard  without,  and  Gemma  and  Walter,  followed  by 
Robert  Bumpus,  entered. 

"  My  Lord,"  said  Walter,  "  I  know  I  have  done  wrong 
in  stejing  away  your  daughter,  but — " 

"  No,"  interrupted  Oemma,  sobbing  violently,  "  it  is  not 
Walter's  fault;  he  wanted  to  ask  you  openly  and  honourably. 
I  knew  you  would  never  consent,  so  I  it  was,  who  urged  him 
to  the  step  we  have  taken,  but — indeed — indeed  papa — " 
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"  It  wa«  fjuu!  urged  him,  w 
receive  your  dower,  your  fathe 
*'  Hold  !  oh  I  iui  pious  ainiif 
stepping  between  them*  "  N( 
have  already  aown  broad*cast, 
cannot  be  dispersed  in  air,  liki 
Walter,  release  that  young  lad 
your  wife  !  Poor  children  !  I 
fort  you,  Walter,  iiiy  poor  Wb 
tne  to  tell  you  who  your  fatl 
BKFORE  Yoir  I  and  that  is  the 
huabandof  Gemma  de  Vere  !'' 
"  Father  I  father  1 "  scream 
at  his  feet,  and  tightly  gras| 
"  oh  I  it^s  not  true,  it  can't  be 
I  will  never  see  him  again.'' 

But  Lord  Portarjis  had  sua 
^w  her,  he  heard  her,  but  he 
been  seized  with  a  fit  of  catale 
breathing,  sentient,  but  immo^ 

Gemma*?*  shrieks   brought 

for  a  moment,  she  looked  aro 

quiringly  at  the  group  ;  but,  \\ 

and  the  statu  he  wa^  in,  she  d 

stood  suddenly  still,  then  trem 

a  i\'w  steps,  and  hid  her  face  < 

who  whiiipered  to  her  all  that  h 

and   Walter ;  adding,    *^'  don't 

lord,    he's   a  blackguard,   ant 

Walter  I  poor  Lady  Gumma  1  '^ 

"  You  will  not  harm  him,  P 

"  Do  you  think  I'm  a  cowan 

a  helpluss  man  ?  but  thank  H( 

any  one  more*" 
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"  Now  Robert/'  said  Mary  in  a  low  voice,  still  hiding 
her  face  on  his  shoulder ;  '^  you  know  who  my  poor  dead 
MabePs  fathar  was/' 

''The  eternal  villain  ! "  said  Robert,  clenching  his  hand 
and  teeth ;  ''never  even  to  have  taken  any  notice  of  the 
letter  you  wrote  to  him  just  before  we  were  married/' 

"  It  was  not  to  him  I  wrote  it ;  it  was  to  a  better  man. 
Lord  St.  Heliers." 

"  Then  they  are  aU  bad  alike !  but  you  are  avenged, 
Mary ;  for  see,  a  righteous  Judge  has  passed  sentence  on 
him.  But  come/'  added  he  aloud :  "  some  one  must  go 
for  a  doctor ;  I  can't  have  him  remain  here.  This  is  not  an 
hospital  for  disabled  demons.*' 

"  I'll  go  for  a  doctor,"  cried  Walter,  rousing  himself. 
"  Oemma !  sister  Oemma !  good  bye !  God  bless  you ! "  he 
added,  turning  to  the  weeping  girl,  who  was  bending  over 
her  father,  and,  kissing  her  forehead,  he  rushed  out  of  the 
tent. 
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"  Hurrah !  three  cheers  for  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Walter  Sei- 
dell/' cried  Tom  Carew,  as  ''  The  Alice  Avenel "  sailed 
into  the  Thames  from  Monte  Video,  after  her  first  most 
prosperous  voyage. 

"  By  Grorra  I  you  am  bery  stingy  ob  your  cheer,  Massa 
Carew ;  put  down  de  name  ob  Tiberius  Csesar  Cufiy,  Esq., 
for  two  tousand  cheer  I  and  no  dam  inoome-tai:.'' 

"  Two  thousand  it  is,'*  laughed  Carew. 

About  two  years  subsequent  to  the  events  recorded  in 
the  last  chapter, — Lord  Portarjis  having  hngered  thirteen 
months,  after  his  cataleptic  seizure  at  Dover, — ^the  following 
announcements  appeared  among  the  marriages  in  June. 

"  On  the  4th  instant,  at  Beechcroft  Parish  Church, 
shire,  Walter  Selden,  Esq.,  to  Eva,  youngest  daugh- 
ter of  the  late  Bowes  Momington,  Esq.,  of  Momington 
Manor,  in  that  county.  The  ceremony  was  performed  by 
the  Rev.  H.  Langston,  rector  of  Beechcroft.  At  the  same 
time,  by  the  Rev.  H.  Langston,  Rector  of  Beechcroft;  the 
Rev.  Luther  Fairfax  Mommgton,  to  Beatrice,  relict  of  the 
la;e  Sir  Fulke  Clairville,  Lord  Justice  of  the  Court  of 
Queen's  Bench,  and  daughter  of  the  late  General  Sir 
Howard  Hinchenbrook,  G.C.B.,  K.G.,  K.S.P.^' 

"  At  St.  George's,  Hanover  Square,  on  the  6th  instant, 
by  special  license,  Hubert  De  Burgh  Melville,  Esq.,  eldest 
son  of  Marcus  Pierrepoint  Melville,  Esq.,  of  Upper  Sey- 
mour Street,  Portman  Square,  and  the  Foreign  Office,  to 
the  Lady  Naomi  Blanche  De  Vere,  eldest  daughter  of  the 
late,  and  sister  of  the  present.  Earl  of  Portarjis." — Also 
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on  the  6th  instant,  at  St.  George^s,  Hanover  Square, 
by  special  license,  Captain  Momington,  of  the  Grenadier 
Guards,  second  son  of  the  late  Bowes  Momington,  Esq., 

of  Momington  Manor, shire,  to  the  Lady  Gwyndeline 

Rivers,  only  daughter  of  the  late  Marquis  of  Tudor,  and 
niece  to  the  Countess  Dowager  of  Agincourt.^^ 

(Which  shows  that  there  is  no  escaping  one^s  fate  !) 

Some  months  later  in  the  year,  a  dreadful  event 
happened  in  the  Fitz  Doodle  family.  Noodle  Fitz  Doodle, 
now  arrived  at  years  of  indiscretion,  one  day  in  walking 
down  Regent  Street,  his  mouth  being  open  conveniently 
for  the  purpose ;  spoke  to  a  young  lady,  whom  he  did  not 
know,  and  soon  after  married  her  I  Lady  Fitz  Doodle,  as 
might  be  expected,  squeaked  terribly,  but  consoled  herself 
with  the  reflection  of  her  own  prescience;  as  she  said, 
''  she  always  foresaw,  that  something  dreadful  would  come 
of  Noodie's  speaking  to  people  he  did  not  know  V 

Soon  after  the  murder  of  Paul  Windsor,  Mrs.  Fowkes, 
convinced  it  would  be  her  turn  next,  thought  it  better  to 
''  disappirU  them  villands  !"  and  die  of  fright.  Whereupon, 
her  nephew  Jeremiah,  being  her  sole  heir,  left  Eastcheap, 
with  the  slim  scullion, — and  became  his  own  Boreas  head. 

It  was  Eva^s  wish,  as  well  as  Walter's,  that  Mrs.  Selden 
should  live  with  them,  that  by  their  coiobined  efforts,  they 
might  try  and  make  the  evening  of  her  life,  as  calm,  and 
happy,  as  the  morning,  and  noon,  had  been  dark,  and 
stormy.  "  The  Atat,  "  having  gradually  become  so 
deserted ;  and  the  unhappy  termination  of  Mr.  Sedjeter's 
sanctification,  having  given  it  the  coup  de  g^race,  as  persons 
in  this  age  of  solemn  hypocrisies  and  feeble  shams,  say, 
who  never  advertize  that  they  have  lodgings  to  let ;  or 
wish  for  some  one  to  lighten  the  expenses  of  their  house- 
keeping ;  but,  always  kind  !  considerate  souls  I  that  having 
a  house  larger  than  they  require,  they  wish  for  an  in- 
mate, &c.,  &c.;  so,  in  like  mauuer,  Mt^.^<cyet^*^^2L^^2kKim 


THE    WflBLO   ANB    HIS    WIFE; 

Undmg  "The  A  tat,"  too  large,  for  the  small  stock  of 
MetUodisai  she  had  left,  sold  it  back  to  Lord  Inisboweiij 
wbo  converted  it  to  it*  original  use,  that  of  a  graDary, 
whereupon,  his  lordship  wittily  observed,  that  having 
threshed  out  the  chaff,  be  bad  now  room  for  his  wheat. 

As  Mrs*  Mornington  wished  to  go  to  Geneva,  which 
being  tbe  stronghold  of  cant,  was  the  fittest  place  for  her, 
ihe  let  the  manor  to  Walter  for  two  years,  till  he  codd 
buy  a  place  that  Eva  liked,  Dorothy  Windsor,  who,  on 
her  five  hundred  a  year,  felt  like  Midaa,  CnBsus,  Plutoa, 
■nd  Rotbacbild  turned  into  a  golden  four-leaved  sham- 
rock !  took  Martha,  and  Euby  Raby,  to  live  with  her.  Mr* 
and  Mrs.  TbomsB  Spriggs,  nie  Carew,  bad  a  farm  given 
them  at  Bynos,  and  were  as  bappy  as  the  day  was  long,  or 
as  their  master  and  mistress.  Bum  pus's  Centaue  Hippo- 
drome, soon  rivalled  the  one  in  tbe  Champs  EhjsSes^  at 
Paris.  But  when,  at  last,  pt>or  Tattt»rs  was  gathered  to 
his  tathen*,  his  old  master  was  so  cut  up,  that  he  could, 
give  no  tribute  to  tliat  faithful  friend  of  all  fortunes  and 
all  w leathers,  but  tears.  Thun  it  was,  that  Spriggs  stepped 
in,  and  upt*n  a  neat  slab  of  white  marblej  had  the  folLow- 
jng  doggerel  inscribed : 

"Here  lies  a  Dog  ae  oj*jce  was  took. 
But  HIND,  WAS  never  once  mistook; 
A  trump  abroad,  m  out-dooe  matters, 

A    WATCH    AT    HOME,    AL.iS  I    FOOB    TaTTERS!'* 

Now  one  parting  word,  to  The  Worli>  and  his  Wife, 
I  think,  Mr.  World^  you  were  quite  right  to  marry  your 
very  congenial  Wife  ;  but  where  I  do  think  you  were  foohsh, 
was  in  taking  your  mother- in  law,  Mrs*  Grundy,  to  live 
with  you,  and  always  being  so  dreadfully  afraid  of  what^^f 
will  say  about  every  one,  and  every  thiug;  for  I  assure  you 
BeUft\bW  Y^ie^awkn^i^Q^ald  have  much  more  respect  for  ^&ur 
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opinion^  if  you  were  not  so  led  by  hef^s,  I  know  how  she 
will  lift  up  her  hands,  and  eyes  at  this  book,  as  she  always 
does  at  any  truth,  that  travels  out  of  the  beaten  tracks 
and  she  will  affect  to  be  scandalized,  at  such  men,  as 
Lord  Portarjis,  and  Sir  Fulke  Clairville ;  though  she  ib  inyi- 
ting  them  to  dinner,  toadying,  flattering,  supporting,  and 
defending  them  every  day  of  her  life.  Were  some  old 
feudal  law  still  in  existence,  (and  the  only  wonder  is,  that 
there  is  not,)  by  which  persons  of  a  certain  rank  and 
fortune  were  allowed  to  murder  their  female  servants,  there 
can  be  no  doubt  my  dear  World,  that  both  you  and  your 
Wife  would  be  much  horrified  whenever  this  cruelty  in 
mdwidual  cases,  was  carried  into  effect,  and  came  under 
your  own  knowledge.  But  believe  me,  the  law  that  au- 
thorized and  screened  such  iniquity,  would  be  far  more 
cidpable  and  revolting,  than  the  individuals  who  perpetrated 
it,  because  the  law  is  a  cold-blooded  animal,  and  therefore 
should  have  a  cool,  which  implies  a  just,  judgment. 

Not  only  do  men,  but  as  it  would  appear  the  most  emi- 
nently profligate  and  immoral  men,  make  and  administer  the 
laws ;  therefore  it  can  scarcely  be  expected  that  such  Ly- 
curguses  should  make  them  any  thing  but  what  they  are ; — 
grossly  immoral  and  unjust.  But  if  Mrs.  Grundy,  instead 
of  receiving  such  men,  h  bras  ouverts,  in  her  great  salons, 
of  society,  would  turn  her  back,  and  still  more  her  tongue, 
against  them,  a  law  of  opinion  would  soon  be  established 
in  favour  of  the  laws  of  God,  against  which  this  present 
idolatrous  worship  of  the  golden  calf,  could  not  stand.  But« 
alas !  my  dear  World,  while  I  pity  yoii,  and  sincerely  wish 
both  you,  and  your  Wife,  well,  I  see  you  have  no  chance  of 
becoming  either  happier,  or  better,  so  long  as  you  thus 
continue  to  have  no  opinions  of  your  own,  but  refer  every 
thing  to  what  Mrs.  Grundy  will  say  I  and  believe  in  the 
motto  of  the  Grundys,  as  in  an  Apocalypse,  that — 
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NEW    WORKS. 


New  Work  by  the  Aathor  of  "  Going  AbiMd,"  &c 

BEDMABSH   BECTOBY; 

A  Novel,  in  3  Vols. 
By  NONA  BELLAIBS,  Author  of  «•  Going  Abroad,"  &c. 

[Ntorly  Beatfy. 

OUB    VETEBANS   OF   1854, 

IN  CAMP  AND  BEFOBE  THE  ENEBiY. 
BY  A  REGIMENTAL  OFFICER. 

1  Vol.  iniBll  8vo.  10b  6d.  [SkorUy. 

THE   BICH   HUSBAND; 

A  NOVEL  OF  REAL  LIFE. 

In  3  VolB. 

By  the  AUTHOR  of  "  THE  RULING  PASSION." 

"A  TiTaciouB  and  amusing  storj,  sprinkled  with  happj  hits 
against  the  flying  follies  of  our  generation/' — Leader, 

'*  A  dashing  novel,  hit  off  with  much  fire  and  rehemence,  dealing 
fiiithfully  with  the  follies  of  mankind,  and  the  eccentricities  of  so- 
ciety."— Measenyer. 

In  small  8to.  7s.  6d.  bound, 

UBiaUE; 

A  TALE   OF  THE   WAE. 
By  CAPT.  CLAYTON. 

Author  of  *'  Letters  from  the  Nile/'  ftc. 

"  Captain  Clayton  has  an  amusing  manner,  and  writes  with  spirit." 
— Athenaum. 

**  Must  find  its  way  into  military  libraries,  both  at  home  and  abroad." 

"  The  gallant  Captain  writes  like  a  scholar  and  a  gentleman  To 
a  most  agreeable,  lively,  original  style,  he  unites  a  truly  moral  tone, 
which  reflects  greatly  to  his  credit." — Sporting  Magcuine. 

**  A  most  amusing  book,  which  will  be  read  with  pleasure  by  all 
who  take  an  interest  in  the  life  of  an  officer,  at  home  and  abroad." 
— Sunday  Time*. 
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BSCOHD  IXD  KITItKD  IDtTIOK. 

FIFTT   YEASS'   RECOLLECTIOirS, 

LITERARY  AND  PERSONAL, 

If  ITS    ftlXTcnSi    Jk^ND    i.KBCDOTB0    OF    ALMOST    BTSAT    CELI- 
BRATSD   CMABACTB.R  OF  TEE  PBKBBKT  GKKTUBT. 

BY  emus  BEDDING, 
la  3  Vol*. 


Mo«t  of  th«  indiTfdn&lf  sHqded  to  bftve  passed  mt4  th«  regjon  of 
abiwlofff  r  mojiy  were  cif  liigb  c4jn»i<lemtiOQ  m  ihdr  d&j.  Of  the 
larger  pmt.  the  author  h»d  penonal  knowledge.  Am<mg  iheae  uid 
many  others  not  enutnerotefl,  ftre  : 

Pitt— Sheridan—  Porteom—  Poull— Lord  H .  P«tt j—  H  erbert 
Con) pton— Spencer  Smith — Sir  Sidnej  Sroith^Dr,  Macleaa^^ — DaTie« 
Gilbert — Mra.  Wdle— Col.  Hnn^er— Mfljor  Topharo— Mrs,  Stddont 
— Ur.Wolcot — Lucien  Bonaparte— Gen eml  Tench  — Sir  A*  Wellesief 
— Belzoni— S*r  R,  Calder— Lord  Holland— isir  M.  M.  Lopei— 
Gi»i«7nLL  McCarthy — Lard  Boringdon— Cunning — Archdeacon  Karet 
--Monk  Lewis^Sponcer  Feicevnl— Angelica  Catalani — J,  Jekjl — 
Sir  V.  Gibbft— Thotons  Hordy- Hewson  Clarke — Lvwis  Goldwiiith 
— Mudame  de  Stael— Crileb  Colton— Jew  Hart— B.  West- Col 
Thornton — J^hn  Hunt— J.  Dem aria— Chevalier  Canea— Peier  Fm- 
uertj— Tulma^CheTaltcr    Langlta — De   Fredrique — DaTid    Wilkie 

—  Talleymnd  —  Thistlcwood  —  Louis  XV 11 1  —  Diicbenoii— Col. 
H  i  Ipert —  Potter—  l>u  H  onre-  M  eete  Hi—  I^cep^  de  —  R .  H  cath  cote 
— De  Swire— Bate  UudJey— A.  W.  Schlegi?!  — Dr-  Parr— Major  du 
¥»y — M«r«h»l  Stithet— -Van  Prate— Count  Poiro — Si  eye*-- San  tome 
di  Santa  Rosa— Brtrrj  St.  Le^jer- W,  Rcywot— Sir  C.  GreTilJe_H, 
Matthews — General  Ambin— Madame  du  Four— Biihop  of  Toronto 

—  J.  Bnnim — A»  Montemont— S  Hogera— Prior  of  La  Trappe— L. 
.Sbiel— T.  BameB— J.  Montgomery— W.  Hazlitt- D.  OXonndi— W- 
IrTjng— Karl  Grey — Dunn  Hunter^ Judge  Beat^W,  Gmham- D. 
Cochrane —J  (iaU—T,  de  TmeKa— F.  Htman«— Profesior  Wili^ni 
— T,  Hood— Mr*.  Shelley— General  Torrijot— Sir  W.  O  use  ley— 
Conn  tew  Guiocioli — J.  G  Loek  hart— Sen,  GohSisttza^^J.  Ho^— 
Sir  J.  Mackintonb^-Siamondi— T.  Campbell — -Ugo  Foscolo — T 
N.  Talfoord  — i'rince  Ciartorliky- Sir  H,  Peel — J.  Kieineefitz- 
Scott  — Lonl  Dillon  ^Marquis  of  Anglesey— Col.  Piaji — Godfrey 
Higgins— J,  M^irtin— B.  Haydon— J.  Clare — ^jr  C.  Ekina— T. 
Pringlft— General  MilJeT— Sir  C  M'olaey— Sen.  La  Gssca— Honce 
Smith- W.  Beckford- Lord  Western— Miw  MitfoM— Dr.  Gall- 
Sir  C.  Morgnn— General  Pepe — Lord  Torrinffton — ^Cbevalier  Pewhio 
— Blan<?o  White  — F.  Marryat^B.  D"IsraeU^Count<s«a  of  Bleftiing- 
ton— Count  D'Oreay^  fee,  ic 
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Just  Published. 

I. 
A  ROMANCE  OP  WELSH  HISTORY. 

In  3  Voli. 

GLADYS  OF  HARLECH. 

"  Gladys  is  a  lithe  little  heroine,  elegant  as  a  dancer  of  Egypt,  the 
soul  of  tire  in  the  image  of  beauty ;  Chroniclers  and  Traditionists,  it 
is  evident,  have  been  elaborately  studied,  and  sprinkling  of  quotations 
attest  the  enthusiasm  of  the  writer,  who  has  been  tempted  to  her 
task,  she  says,  by  a  strong  lore  of  country,  and  a  wish  to  extend  a 
knowledge  of  its  mountain-lands,  characteristics,  traditions,  prejudices, 
and  superstitions  at  a  remarkable  period." — Athenmum, 

II. 

THE  STAGE  AND  THE  COMPANY. 

A  Novju.,  in  3  Vols. 
By  the  Author  of  •*  The  Riral  Suitors,"  "  The  Wife's  Sister,"  &c. 
**  Nearly  allied  by  genius  as  by  blood  to  the  first  of  English  female 
Novelists,  Miss  Austen." — Saturday  Review. 

**  Will  amuse  and  satisfy  the  reader."— JSromtrMr. 
''  A  good  novel,  likely  to  be  highly  popular." — Ninoe  of  the  World. 
'*  In  this  novel  the  author  has  even  excelled  herself." — Meeaenger. 
"  It  will  be  a  great  favourite."— ^fMday  Timee, 

III. 
8BCOND  EDITION. 

.THE  BIVAL  SXTETOBS. 

In  3  Vols. 


Bv: 
"A  1 


very  good  novel,  the  best  with  which  Mrs.  Hubback  has  fa- 
voured us ;  it  is  well  written,  carefully  worked  out,  and  very  inte- 
resting." — A  thenetum. 

"The  present  season  is  begun  well  by  the  novelists.  Mrs. 
Hubback  has  done  perfect  justice  to  herself  in  the  story  of  Uie 
' Kival  Suitors'  *'^Exammer. 

'*  An  interesting  Circulating  Library  ^ oik.**— Spectator. 

**  A  good  story,  well  told,  and  we  can  recommend  it  to  novel 
readers  as  worth  perusal." — Globe. 

**The  *  Wife's  Sister'  was  a  popular  Novel.  It  was  called  for 
at  the  Libraries ;  it  was  extensively  read  ;  it  was  a  story  of  strong 
family  interest.  In  the  *  Rival  Suitors '  the  interest  is  of  a  similar 
quality." — Leader. 

"  '  The  Rival  Suitors'  is  a  very  stirring  story,  improving  as  it  goes 
on.  The  latter  portion  of  it  is  romantically  dramatic,  and  proves 
that  Mrs.  Hubback  can  conceive  and  execute  with  graphic  hardihood. 
She  has  chosen,  as  we  said,  at  the  outset,  a  particular  route  in  the 
world  of  fiction,  and  she  passes  throughout,  without  dallying  by  the 
way,  rendering  every  step  she  takes  attractive  to  the  spectator." — 
Observer, 
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